

















thief. Now that you have thrown away what I desired and made a gift of what I
intended to steal, my desire has vanished and stealing has become senseless and
superfluous.” The guru replied, “Whatever I possess should be shared with
others. Eat and drink whatever you like.” The thief was so deeply impressed by
the magnanimity and kindness of the guru thar he asked for his teachings.

But Nagarjuna knew that, though the other’s mind was not yet ripe to understand
his reachings, his devotion was genuine. He therefore told him, “Imagine all
things you desire as horns on your head (i.e., as unreal and useless). If you medi-
tate in this way you will see a light shining like an emerald.” With these words he
poured a heap of jewels into a corner of the room, made the pupil sit down in
front of i1, and left him to his meditation.

The former thief threw himself assiduously into the practice of meditation and, as
his faith was as great as his simplicity, he followed the words of the guru

literally — and lo — horns began to grow on his head! At first he was elated ar
the success and filled with pride and satisfaction. With the passage of time how-
ever, he discovered with horror that the horns continued to grow and finally
became so cumbersome that he could not move without knocking against the walls
and the things around him. The more he worried the worse it became, Thus his
former pride and elation turned into dejection, and when the guru returned after
twelve years and asked the pupil how he was faring, he told the master rhar he was
very unhappy. But Nagarjuna laughed and said, “You have become unhappy
through the mere imagination of horns on your head. In the same way all living
beings destroy their happiness by clinging to their false imaginations and thinking
them to be real. All forms of life and all objects of desire are like clouds. But even
birth, life and death can have no power over those whose heart is pure and free
from illusions. If you look upon all possessions of the world as no less unreal,
undesirable and cumbersome as the imagined horns upon your head, then you will
be free from the cycle of death and rebirth. Now the dust fell from the Chela’s
eyes, and as he saw the emptiness of all things his desires and false imaginations
vanished, and with them the homns on his head. He artained sidd#i, the perfection
of a saint, and larer became known as Guru Nagabodhi, successor of Nagarjuna.

Another Siddha, whose name is associated with the guru Nagarjuna, is the
Brahmin Vyali. Like Nagarjuna, he was an ardent alchemist who tried to find the
elixir of life (emriza). He spent his entire fortune in unsuccessful experiments with
all sorts of expensive chemicals, and finally became so disgusted that he threw the
formula-book into the Ganges and left the place of his fruitless work as a beggar.
But it happened that when he came to another city farther down the river, a cour-
tesan who was taking a bath in the river picked up the book and brought it to him.
This revived his old passion and he took up his work again while the courtesan
supplied him with the means of livelihood. Bur his experiments were as unsuccess-
ful as before until one day the courtesan, while preparing his food, by chance
dropped the juice of some spice into the alchemist’s mixture — and lo — whart the
learned brahmin had not been able to achicve in fourteen years of hard work, now
had been accomplished by the hands of an ignorant low-caste woman! The story
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