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Hace mucho tiempo, en la India, vivi6 un joyero muy rico, de nombre Panda.

Cierto dia en que se dirigia en su carruaje hacia la ciudad de Varanasi, Pandu se
regocijaba por la bonanza del tiempo, recién refrescado por una tormenta, y sobre
todo por el dinero que iba a conseguir al dia siguiente vendiendo las joyas en el

mercado.

Mirando hacia adelante, Pand( observé un monje caminando lentamente por
un lado de la carretera. El monje caminaba con pasos firmes y espalda erguida; habia

algoen ¢l que irradiaba paz y fortaleza interior.
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Once in ancient India a wealthy jeweler was hurrying in his carriage along the

highway to Varanasi. Pandu was his name. There had been a thunderstorm to cool the
afternoon, and Pandu was congratulating himself on the excellent weather and on the
money he would make the next day from dealing injewels.

Looking up for a minute, he noticed a Bhikshu walking slowly ahead on the side
of the road. The Bhikshu'’s steps were firm, his back was straight; there was an air about
him of peace and inner strength.
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Pandt penso: “Si ese monje va a
Varanasi, le pedire si quiere viajar
conmigo. Parece un santo y yo he
oido que la compania de hombres
santos siempre trae buena suerte”.
Asi que dio 6rdenes a su fortach6n
esclavo, llamado Mahaduta, de parar
los caballos.

—Venerable Maestro del
Dharma —dijo Pandu, abriendo la
puerta de su carruaje—. ;Puedo
ofrecerle transporte hastaVaranasi?

06

Pandu thought to himself,
“If that Bhikshu is going to Varanasi,
I’'ll ask him if he’ll ride with me. He
looks like a saintly man, and I have
heard that the companionship of
saintly men always brings people
good luck.” He told his burly slave

Mahaduta to rein in the horses.

“Venerable Dharma Master,”
said Pandu, opening the door to
his carriage, “May I offer you
transportation to Varanasi?”







—Viajare contigo —contest6 el
monje—, si comprendes que no puedo
pagarte, pues no tengo posesiones
materiales. Lo unico que puedo
ofrecerte es Dharma.

—Acepto sus condiciones —dijo
el joyero, que siempre pensaba como si
estuviese negociando. Y asi invit6 al

monje a entrar en su carruaje.

Durante el viaje, el monje, cuyo
nombre era Narada, le habl6 del karma,
que es la ley de causa y efecto. —La
gente crea sus propios destinos a través
de sus acciones— dijo Narada—.
Buenas acciones generan de un modo
natural buena fortuna, mientras que
quienes cometen maldades acaban
pagando por ellas tarde o temprano.

Pandu se encontraba a gusto con
su compafiero. Le gustaba oir cosas con
sentido, pues ¢l era un hombre muy
practico, y también tenia raices buenas y
profundas en el Dharma, jaunque esto
tltimo ¢él no lo sabia! Pandu, el joyero,
interrumpio asperamente a Narada
cuando su carruaje se paro en mitad de

la carretera.

—Que ocurre? —grit6 irritado
a su esclavo Mahaduta—. {No hay
tiempo que perder! Varanasi estaba ain
diez millas de distancia, y el sol se estaba
poniendo por el Oeste.
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“I will travel with you,” the
Bhikshu replied, “if you understand that
[ cannot pay you, for I have no worldly

possessions. I can only offer the gift of
the Dharma.”

“Iaccept your terms,” replied the
jeweler, who thought of everything as
bargains and deals. He made room for
the Bhikshu in his carriage.

As they traveled, the Bhikshu,
whose name was Narada, spoke of the
law of cause and effect.

“People create their own
destinies,” he said, “out of what they
themselves do. Good deeds naturally
bring good fortune, while people who
do evil will pay for it sooner or later.”
Pandu was pleased with his companion.
He liked to hear good common sense,
for he was a practical man, and he also

had deep good roots in the Dharma,
though he did not know it.

But he interrupted Narada rudely
when the carriage suddenly jolted to a
stop in the middle of the road. “What’s
this?” he called out in irritation to his
slave Mahaduta. “We’ve no time to
waste!” Varanasi was still ten miles
distant, and the sun was already sinking
in the west.






—Es el carromato de un estﬁpido
agricultor en medio de la carretera —

vocifero el esclavo.

El monje y el joyero abrieron las
puertas del carruaje y se asomaron para
ver lo que ocurria. Un poco mas
adelante, y bloqueando la carretera,
habia un carromato cargado de sacos de
arroz. La rueda derecha yacia averiada
en una zanja. El agricultor estaba
sentado en el suelo intentando reparar

unapezonera rota.

iYo no puedo esperar!
jMahaduta! —gritc') Panda—. jAparta

su carromato!

El campesino se levantdo de un
salto para protestar y Narada se volvio
hacia Pand( para pedirle que pensase
otro modo de resolver la situacion. Pero
antes de que nadie pudiese decir una
palabra, el fortachon Mahaduta ya habia
saltado de su asiento, y arremetiendo
contra el carromato del agricultor, lo
empujo dentro de la zanja. Varios sacos
de arroz cayeron en el barro.
El agricultor se fue corriendo vy
chillando hacia Mahaduta, pero se freno
al darse cuenta de que el esclavo le
doblaba en tamano y fuerza.
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“A stupid farmer’s cart in the
road,” the slave growled from the

coachman’s seat.

The Bhikshu and the jeweler
opened the carriage doors and leaned
out to look. There blocking the highway
was a horse cart loaded with rice. Its
right wheel was lying useless in the
ditch. The farmer was sitting beside it
struggling to repair a broken linchpin.

“I can’t wait! Push his cart off the
road, Mahaduta!” Pandu shouted.

The farmer leapt up to protest,
and Narada turned to Pandu to ask him
to think of some other way, but before
either could say a word the burly
Mahaduta had jumped down from his
seat, heaved at the horse cart, and tilted
it into the ditch. Bags of rice slid off into
the mud. The farmer ran yelling up to
Mahaduta, but fell silent when he
realized that the tall slave had twice his
strength.
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Sonriendo maliciosamente,
Mahaduta levant6 su pufio; estaba claro
que habria disfrutado dando una paliza
al campesino si su amo no tuviese tanta

prisa.

Al mismo tiempo que el esclavo
volvia a su asiento y retomaba las
riendas del carruaje, el monje se bajo a
la carretera, y dirigiendose a Pandu le
dijo:

—Estoy descansado y en deuda
contigo por haberme llevado durante
una hora, y qué mejor modo de saldar
esta deuda que ayudando a este
desafortunado agricultor al que ti has
maltratado. Al hacerle dafio, puedes dar
por seguro que un dafio similar te
ocurrira a ti. Asi que, tal vez, si le ayudo
puedo hacer que tu deuda con él no sea
tan grave. Puesto que ademas el
agricultor fue un familiar tuyo en una
vida previa, tu karma y el suyo estan
atados de una manera mucho mas fuerte

de lonormal.

El joyero estaba sorprendido. No
estaba acostumbrado a que lo rega-
flaran, ni siquiera con la amabilidad con
que el monje lo habia hecho. Perolo que
mas le molest6 fue la idea de que él,
Pand, un joyero con grandes riquezas,
pudiese estar de algin modo rela-
cionado con un agricultor del arroz.
—iEso es imposible! —replico a
Narada.
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Grinning wickedly, Mahaduta
raised his fist; it was plain that he would
have enjoyed giving the farmer a beating,
ifhe’d thought his master had time for it.

As the slave climbed back onto his
seat and took up the reins, the Bhikshu
stepped down onto the road.

Turning to Pandu, he said, “I am
rested now, and I am in your debt for the
hour’s ride you have given me. What
better way could I have to repay you than
to help this unfortunate farmer whom
you have wronged? By harming him, you
have made sure that some similar harm
will come to you. Perhaps by helping
him I can lessen your debt. Since this
farmer was a relative of yours in a
previous life, your karma is tied to his
even more strongly.”

The jeweler was astonished. He
was not accustomed to being scolded,
not even kindly, as the Bhikshu had done.
He was even more taken aback by the
notion that he, Pandu the rich jeweler,
could ever have been related to a rice
farmer. “That’s impossible,” he said to
Narada.
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Narada esbozo6 una sonrisa y dijo:

—A veces la gente mas
inteligente no alcanza a reconocer las
verdades mas basicas de la vida. Pero yo
intentare protegerte contra el dafio que
te has hecho a ti mismo.

Molesto por estas palabras, Pandt
hizo una senal vehemente con su mano
para que el esclavo pusiese el carruaje
enmarcha.

Devala, el agricultor, ya se habia
sentado de nuevo en el suelo, a un lado
de la carretera, intentando reparar de
nuevo la rueda. Narada lo salud6
inclinando su cabeza y empezo a

empujar el carromato fuera de la zanja.

Devala se levant6 de un salto para
ayudarlo, pero se dio cuenta de que el
monje tenia mucha mas fuerza de lo que
se podia esperar de una persona de
complexion tan ligera. El carromato
estaba de nuevo en la carretera incluso

antes de que Devala la hubo cruzado.

“Este monje debe ser un santo”,
penso Devala en silencio. “Dioses y
espiritus, invisibles protectores del
Dharma, deben ayudarlo. Tal vez él
pueda explicarme por qué hoy mi

suerte hadadoun giroapeor”.
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Narada smiled and said,
“Sometimes the smartest people fail to
recognize the basic truths about life. But
I will try to protect you against the
injury you have done to yourself.”

Stung by these words, Pandu
raised his hand and signaled for his slave

to drive on.

Devala, the farmer, had already sat
down by the side of the road again to
work at repairing his linchpin. Narada
nodded to him and began heaving the
horse cart out of the ditch. Devala
jumped up to assist, but then he saw that
the Bhikshu had far more strength than
anyone might have expected from a man
with his slight frame. The cart was
upright again even before Devala had
crossed the road.

“This Bhikshu is surely a sage,” the
farmer said to himself. “Invisible
Dharma-protecting gods and spirits
must be helping him. Maybe he can tell
me why my luck has turned for the

worse today.”






Los dos hombres cargaron los
sacos de arroz que Mahaduta habia
tirado en la zanja, y entonces, al mismo
tiempo que Devala se sentaba de nuevo
aarreglar larueda, pregunt6:

—Venerable Maestro del
Dharma, ;puede explicarme por qué he
tenido que sufrir semejante injusticia
por parte de ese rico tan arrogante a
quien nunca habia visto antes? ;Es esto
razonable?

Narada contesto:

—Lo que has sufrido hoy no es
realmente una injusticia. Has recibido el
pago exacto por el dafio que tii causaste
aljoyero en una vida previa.

El agricultor dijo asintiendo:

—He oido a gente decir este tipo
de cosas antes, pero nunca he sabido si
creerlas o no.

—No es algo muy dificil de
Nos
convertimos en lo que hacemos. Si

creer— dijo el monje—.

haces buenas cosas, seras una buena
persona de un modo natural, y cosas
buenas le ocurrian naturalmente. Lo
mismo sucede con las maldades. Actos
malvados crean malas personalidades y
vidas desafortunadas.

16

The two men reloaded the bags of
rice that Mahaduta had dumped into the
ditch, and then as Devala sat down with
his linchpin again, he asked, “Venerable
Dharma Master, can you tell me why I
had to suffer such an injustice today
from that arrogant rich man whom I
have never seen before? Is there no sense
or fairnessin this life?”

Narada answered, “What you
suffered today wasn’t really an injustice.
It was an exact repayment for an injury
you inflicted upon this jeweler in a
previous life.”

The farmer nodded. “I have heard
people say such things before, but I have

never known whether to believe them.”

“It’s not too complicated a thing to
believe,” the Bhikshu said. “We become
what we do. By doing good things, a
person naturally becomes good, and
good things naturally happen to him.
The same is true of evil. Evil acts create
bad personalities and unfortunate lives.”
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—Todas las cosas que has
pensado, dicho y hecho crean la clase de
persona que eres ahora, y también
contienes las semillas de lo que seras en

el futuro. Esta es laley de causa y efecto,

laley del karma.
—Tal vez sea asi— dijo
Devala—, pero yo no soy una mala

ersona, v ;mira lo que me ha ocurrido
P 'Y i q

hoy !
Naradale pre guntc'):

—Sin embargo, ¢ho es cierto que
tl habrias hecho lo mismo al joyero si él
hubiese sido el que bloquease la
carretera y ta el que llevase un
conductor tan bravucon?

Las palabras del monje hicieron
que Devala enmudeciese. Se dio cuenta
de que hasta el momento en que Narada
aparecio para ayudarlo, su mente habia
estado llena de pensamientos de

venganza .

Exactamente lo que Narada habia
dicho es lo que ¢l habia estado
pensando: “Ojala hubiese sido ¢l quien
volcase el carruaje del joyero para
después poder reanudar el viaje con
orgullo mientras el ricachén se quedaba

revolcado en el lodo”.

—Si, Maestro del Dharma —
admitio—. Es verdad.
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“Everything you have thought,
said, and done makes up the kind of
person you are now, and also contains
the seeds of your future. This is the law of

cause and effect, the law of karma.”

“That may be,” Devala cried,“but I
am not such a bad person, and look what
happened to me today!”

“Isn’t it true, though, friend,”
Narada asked, “that you might have done
the same thing to the jeweler today, if
he’d been the one who was blocking the
road, and you'd been the one with a bully

for a coachman?”

Devala was silenced by the
Bhikshu’s words. He realized that, until
Narada had come forward to help him,
there had been nothing in his mind but
thoughts of revenge. Angrily he had
been wishing just what Narada had said:
that he could have been the one to
overturn the jeweler’s cart and then
drive on proudly while the rich man

struggled in the mud.
“Yes, Dharma Master,” he said.

“Itis true.”






Los dos hombres permanecieron
en silencio hasta que la pezonera estaba
lista y la rueda montada de nuevo en el
carromato. El campesino seguia
cavilando en las palabras del monje.
Aunque Devala no habia ido nunca a la
escuela, ¢l era un hombre muy
pensativo y siempre intentaba descubrir
el porqué de las cosas y las razones

detras de los sucesos.
Derepente dijo:

—iPero esto es terrible! Ahora
que el joyero me ha hecho dafio, yo
tendré que hacerle algo malo a él.
Entonces ¢l me lo devolvera, y yo

volveré aherirle. 1Y esto nunca acabara!

—No, no tiene por qué ser asi —
dijo Narada—. La gente tiene el poder
de hacer cosas buenas y cosas malas.
Encuentra un modo de pagar a este
joyero tan orgulloso con ayuda en lugar
de pagarle con dafo. Entonces el ciclo

se rompera.

Devala asinti6 dudosamente a la
vez que subia a su carromato. Crefa lo
que el monje le habia dicho, pero no
vela como iba a tener la oportunidad de
seguir sus consejos. ;Como iba a ser
posible que el, un pobre campesino,
pudiese ayudar a un hombre tan rico?
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The two men said nothing for a
while, until the linchpin was sound again
and the wheel remounted on the cart.
The farmer was pondering the
Bhikshu’s words. Although Devala
lacked schooling, he was a thoughtful
man who always tried to figure things
out and see the reasons behind events.

Suddenly he said, “But this is a
terrible thing! Now that the jeweler has
harmed me, I will do some harm to him.
Then he will repay me in kind, and then
I'll come back to get him, and it will

never end!”

“No, it doesn’t have to be that
way,” Narada said. “People have the
power to do good as well as evil. Find a
way to pay that proud jeweler back with
help instead of with harm. Then the
cycle will be broken.”

Devala nodded doubtfully as he
climbed back on his cart. He believed
what the Bhikshu had told him, but he
didn’t see how he would ever have an
opportunity to carry out his advice.
How could he, a poor farmer, find a way
to help outarich businessman?
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Invito a Narada a sentarse junto a
¢l y tomo las riendas del caballo.

El caballo apenas habia empezado

a caminar cuando se paro de repente.

—iUna serpiente en la carretera!
—grito Devala—. Pero Narada,
mirando mas atentamente, vio que no
era una serpiente, sino una bolsa. Bajo
del carro y la recogi6. Era muy pesada

pues estaba llena de oro.

—La reconozco. Pertenece a
Pandu, el joyero —dijo el monje—. La
llevaba entre sus piernas en el carruaje.
Debe habersele caido al abrir la puerta
para verte. ;No te dije que su destino
estaba unido al tuyo?

Dandole la bolsa a Devala le dijo:
—Aqui tienes la oportunidad de cortar
las ataduras de violencia y venganza que
te atan al joyero. Cuando lleguemos a
Varanasi, vete a la posada donde se
hospeda y devuélvele el dinero. El
pedira perdon por lo que te hizo, pero
tt dile que no guardas ningiin rencor y
que le deseas lo mejor. Y escucha
atentamente, vosotros dos sois muy
parecidos, y ambos prosperaréis o
fracasareis juntos dependiendo de

vuestras acciones.
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He invited Narada to sit next to
him, and took up the reins.

His horse had not drawn them far,
however, when it suddenly shied aside
and came to a halt. “A snake on the
road!” the farmer cried.

But Narada, looking more closely,
saw that it was no snake, but a purse. He
stepped down from the cart and picked
the purse up. It was heavy with gold.

“I recognize this; it belongs to
Pandu, the jeweler,”he said. “He had it in
his lap in the carriage. It must have
dropped out when he opened the door
to look at you. Didn’t I tell him that his
destiny was tied to yours?”

He handed the purse to Devala.
“Here is your chance to cut the bonds of
anger and revenge that tie you to the
jeweler. When we reach Varanasi, go to
the inn where he is staying and give him
his money back. He will apologize for
his rudeness to you, but tell him that you
hold no grudge and that you wish him
success. For, let me tell you, you two are
much alike, and you will fall or prosper
together, depending on how youact.”






Devala obro segun las ins-
trucciones del monje. No tenia ninglin
deseo de quedarse con el dinero. Solo
deseaba pagar su deuda karmica con el
joyero. Al anochecer, cuando llegaron a
Varanasi, fue a la posada donde los
hombres ricos solian hospedarse y pidio

ver a Pandt.

—; Y quién debo decir que quiere
verlo? —dijo el posadero mirando con

desdén la vestimenta del agricultor.

—Digale que un amigo ha venido
a verlo —contest6 Devala. En unos
minutos, Panda entro en la habitacion
donde Devala estaba esperando.
Cuando Panda vio al campesino
ofrecerle su bolsa, se qued6 sin habla,
lleno de sorpresa, vergiienza, y tambien
alivio. Pero al cabo de un momento
reacciono y salio corriendo de la

habitacion gritando:
—Parad, parad de golpearle.
Devala habia oido quejidos

provenientes de una habitacion
contigua. Pensaba que habria alguien
agonizando de fiebre.
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Devala did as the Bhikshu had
instructed him. He had no desire to keep
the money. He only wished to be rid of
his karmic debt to the jeweler. At
nightfall, when they reached Varanasi, he
went to the inn where rich men stayed
and asked to see Pandu.

“Who shall I say wants him?” said
the innkeeper, looking scornfully at the

farmer’s country clothes.

“Tell him a friend has come,”
Devala said.

In a few minutes, Pandu entered
the hall where Devala was waiting,
When Pandu saw the farmer standing
there, holding out his purse to him, he
was struck speechless with amazement,
shame, and relief. But after staring for a
moment, he suddenly ran out of the
room again, shouting, “Stop! Stop
beating him!”

Devala had heard groans coming
from a room nearby— he had thought it

was someone dying of afever.






Al poco, un hombre alto y
corpulento entr6 con su espalda
desnuda cubierta de sangre, y
amoratada como consecuencia de los
golpes recibidos. Era Mahaduta, el
esclavo del joyero. Un oficial de policia
lo seguia con un latigo en una mano y un

paloenlaotra.

Al ver a Devala, Mahaduta se
sorprendio y dijo:

—Mi amable amo pens6 que le
habia robado la bolsa. Hizo que me
golpearan para que confesase. Este es mi
castigo por hacerte dafio siguiendo sus

ordenes.

Y a trompicones y sin dirigir
palabra a su amo, salio fuera y se perdi6
en lanoche. Pandu lo vio irse, pensando
que debia decir algo. Pero era
demasiado orgulloso para pedir el
perdon de un esclavo, especialmente
delante de otra gente.

El joyero no habia tenido la
oportunidad de saludar a Devala, ni de
coger su bolsa. Justo cuando iba a
hablar, un hombre corpulento vestido
con ricas sedas entro en la habitacion

gritando :

—Pand{, me contaron lo que ha

pasado.
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But in a moment a tall, burly man
staggered into the hall, his bare back red
and black with welts and bruises. It was
none other than Mahaduta, the jeweler’s
slave. A police officer followed him,
with a whip in one hand and a cane in the

other.

Seeing Devala, Mahaduta started
with surprise, and then said hoarsely,
“My kind master thought I'd stolen that
purse. He had me whipped so that I
would confess. This is my punishment
for hurting you at his bidding” And he
stumbled out into the night, without a
word to his master.

Pandu watched him go, thinking
that he ought to say something to him.
But he was too proud to apologize to a
slave, especially in front of so many

other people.

The jeweler still had not greeted
Devala, nor taken back his purse. Just as
he was about to speak, a fat man dressed
in rich silks bustled into the room,
saying loudly, “Ah, Pandu, they told me
what was happening”






—1La rueda de la fortuna gira y
gira, ;no es asi? Hace diez minutos
parecia que ambos estabamos
arruinados y ahora todo vuelve a estar
bien. Venga, toma la bolsa, por lo que
mas quieras, y dale las gracias a este
buen hombre.

Pandt tomo la bolsa e incliné su
cabeza ligeramente haciael agricultor:

—7Yo me porté mal contigo y
como pago tl me has ayudado. No se
cOmo podré pagarte por lo que has

hecho.

—;Coémo? iDale una recompen-
sa, Pandi! —elhombre gordo chillo—.
iRecompensalo!

Inclinandose hacia Pand(i, Devala
dijo: —Te he perdonado y no necesito
ninguna recompensa. Si no hubieses
ordenado a tu esclavo volcar mi carro,
posiblemente nunca habria tenido la
oportunidad de conocer al Venerable
Narada, ni de oir sus ensefianzas, las
cuales me han beneficiado mas que
cualquier cantidad de dinero. He
tomado la resolucion de nunca volver a
danar a otro ser vivo, ya que no quiero
que me vuelvan a suceder calamidades

como consecuencia de ello.
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Fortune’s wheel turns round and
round, does it not? Ten minutes ago it
seemed like we were both ruined men,
and now all is well again, hmm? Come

on, then, take the purse, for heaven’s

sake, and thank the good fellow.”

Pandu took the purse and bowed
slightly to the farmer. “I wronged you,
and you have helped me in return. I do
not know how to repay you.”

“Why, give him a reward, Pandu,
what else?” the fat man boomed. “Give

him areward!”

Bowing to Pandu in his turn,
Devala said, “I have forgiven you and
need no reward. If you hadn’t ordered
your slave to overturn my cart, I might
never have had the chance to meet the
Venerable Narada and hear his wise
teaching, which has benefited me more
than any amount of money.”

“I have resolved never to harm any
being again, since I don’t want to invite

injury inreturn.”






—Esta resolucion ha hecho que
me sienta seguro y en control de mi vida
de una manera que nunca antes habia
sentido.

—iNarada! —dijo Pandi—. ;Asi
que el te ha ensefiado! El me instruyo a
mi también pero me temo que no
escuche muy bien... Toma esto, buen
hombre—.Y dio a Devala varias piezas
de oro de su bolsa. —Y dime, ;sabes
donde se hospeda el Venerable Maestro
del Dharma enVaranasi?

—3S1, lo acabo de dejar en el
monasterio que hay junto a la entrada
Oeste de la ciudad
contesto—. De hecho, ¢l me dijo que

—Devala

era posible que tl quisieses verlo. Me
pidio que te dijese que puedes visitarlo
mafana por la tarde.

Pandu se inclin6 de nuevo, esta
vez con mayor dignidad y reverencia.

—Ahora si que tengo una
verdadera deuda contigo —dijo
Pand—.Y también creo en algo que
Narada me dijo. £l dijo que ta y
yo fuimos parientes en vidas previas y
que nuestros destinos discurren juntos.
Parece que hasta hemos encontrado al
mismo maestro.

El hombre gordo habia estado
escuchando impacientemente.
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“This resolve has made me feel safe
and in control of my life in a way that I
have never felt before.”

“Narada!” said Pandu. “So he has
instructed you! He instructed me, too,
but I'm afraid I didn’t listen too well...
Take this, good man”—he gave Devala
some gold from his purse—“and tell
me, do you know where the Venerable
Dharma Master is staying in Varanasi?”

“Yes, I have just left him at the
monastery next to the West Gate,”
Devala answered. “In fact, he told me
you might want to see him. He asked me
to say that you may call on him
tomorrow afternoon.”

Pandu bowed again, this time
deeply and reverently. “Now I am truly
indebted to you,” he said. “And I also
believe something else he told me. He
said you and I were relatives in former
lives and that our fates are tied together.
It seems we have even found the same
teacher.”

The fat man had been listening
impatiently.






—3Si, si, toda esta chachara
filosofica esta muy bien —dijo alzando
la voz—, jpero ahora hablemos de
negocios! Y girandose hacia Devala

. !/
continuo:

—Deja que me presente, soy
Mallika el banquero, amigo de Pand.
Tengo un contrato con el secretario del
rey para proveer el mejor arroz para su
cocina, pero hace tres dias, mi
competidor, deseando mi fracaso frente
al rey, compré todo el arroz enVaranasi.
Si no hago la entrega mafiana estaré
arruinado. Pero ahora, amigo mio, t
estas aqui, jy eso es lo que importa! ;Es
tu arroz de primera calidad? ;Fue
dafiado por el idiota de Mahaduta?
;Cuanto arroz tienes? ;Tienes un

acuerdo para venderlo? Habla!

Sonriendo ante la impaciencia del
banquero, Devala contest6: —He
traido mil quinientas libras de arroz de
primera calidad. So6lo uno de los sacos
se mojo un poco en el barro. No tengo
nada apalabrado y tenia previsto llevarlo

al mercado mafana por la mafiana.

—]Espléndido! iEspléendido! ;Al

mercado dices? —Mallika exclamo
frotandose las manos—. Supongo que
aceptaras el triple de lo que obtendrias

en el mercado, ;no?
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“Yes, yes, this high-minded talk is
all very well,” he finally cried. “But

let’s getdown to business!”

“Let
me introduce myself. I am Mallika, the

He turned to Devala.

banker, a friend of the good Pandu here.

“I have a contract with the king’s
steward to deliver the best rice for the
king’s table, but three days ago my
business rival, wishing to destroy my
flourishing trade with the king, bought

up all the rice inVaranasi.”

“If I don’t deliver tomorrow, I'm
ruined. But now, my friend, you are
here, and that’s the point! Is your rice of
fine grade? Was it damaged by that idiot
Mahaduta? How much is there of it? [s it
contracted? Speak up!”

Smiling at the banker’s eagerness,
Devala answered, “I have brought fifteen
hundred pounds of first grade rice. Only
one bag gota little wet in the mud. None
of it is spoken for, and I was planning to
take it to the market in the morning.”

“Splendid! Splendid! To the
market, you say?” Mallika cried, rubbing
his hands. “I expect you’ll take three
times the price that you could get at the
market, will you?”






—Lo aceptarée —respondio
Devala. —Claro que si —dijo el

banquero.

Llamo a sus sirvientes e hizo que
descargaran el carro de Devala
inmediatamente, y se dispuso a pagarle
generosamente. Al mismo tiempo que
contaba y ponia las monedas de oro en
las manos de Devala, le dijo a Pandu:

de

donde vendra la ayuda cuando Ia

— Un hombre nunca sabe

necesita. Nunca pierdas la esperanza,
pues la vida es un maravilloso misterio,

¢no?...Y esto completael pago.

—iNo lo malgastes en el juego!
—dijo Mallika a Devala—.
Mientras se retiraba riéndose para

continuar con su cena.

“I'will,” Devala agreed. “Of course
you will,” the banker beamed. Calling
for his servants, he had Devala’s cart

unloaded immediately.

He made his generous payment to
the farmer in gold, saying to Pandu, ashe
counted the coins into Devala’s hands,
“A man never knows where help will
come from when he needs it. Never lose
hope, for life is indeed a wonderful
mystery, isn’t it?There you are, my good
sir!” he said to Devala. “Don’t gamble it
all away!” Chuckling to himself, Mallika
then returned to his dinner.

Devala no tenia intencion de
gastarselo en juegos o apuestas. El ya
habia tomado la resolucion de ir
al monasterio donde el Venerable
Narada vivia y ofrecer la mitad
de su beneficio a laTriple Joya. El resto
se lo llevo a su casa y lo gasto
con cuidado a medida que lo
necesitaba. A partir de ese dia vivio
prosperamente. Debido a su honestidad
y sabiduria la gente de su pueblo llego a

considerarlo como su lider.
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had no
gambling his money away. He had

intention of

Devala

already resolved to go to the monastery
where the Venerable Narada lived and
offer half of his profit to the Triple Jewel.
The rest he took home and spent
carefully as he needed it. From that day
on he always prospered. Because of his
honesty and wisdom, the people of his
village naturally came to consider him

their leader.






Al dia siguiente por la tarde,
Pandl fue al monasterio junto a la
entrada Oeste de la ciudad. Narada lo
recibio en la sala de huespedes. Despues
de haber oido al joyero contar lo
acontecido en la posada, el monje le
dijo:

—Todavia tienes muchas dudas y
preferiria no darte la explicacion
completa de lo que pides, pues no la
aceptarias. Tu fe no es tan completa
como la del agricultor Devala, asi que
atin tendras que pasar mas pruebas antes
de poder convertirte en un verdadero

discipulo de Buda.

—Venerable Maestro del Dharma
Le
imploro que me lo explique, pues asi

—dijo Panda humildemente—.

podre seguir mejor sus sabios consejos.

—Muy bien —dijo el monje—.
Recuerda lo que te voy a decir y
reflexiona bien sobre ello. En el futuro
podras llegar a comprenderlo. Te he
explicado ya como todos y cada uno de
nosotros crea su propio destino en
funcion de lo que hace. Tu amigo rico,
Mallika, por ejemplo, tiene muchas
bendiciones, aunque muy poca

sabiduria.
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The next afternoon, Pandu went
to the monastery near the West Gate.
Narada received him in the guest hall.
Having heard the jeweler’s account of
what had happened at the inn, the
Bhikshu said, “You still have many
doubts, and so  would prefer not to give
you all the explanation that you ask for.
You would not accept it. Your faith is not
yet as deep as the farmer Devala’s, and
you still have to undergo many trials
before you become a true disciple of the

Buddha.”

“Venerable Dharma Master,” said
Pandu humbly, “I beg you to give me the
explanation you spoke of, so that I will
be better able to follow your wise

advice.”

“Very well,” the Bhikshu said.
“Then remember what I say and
contemplate it well. In the future you
may come to understand. I have told you
how each and every one of us makes his
own destiny, in accordance with what he
does. Your rich friend Mallika, for
example, has many blessings, though he
haslittle wisdom.”






—Cree que laruedadela fortuna,
como ¢l la llama, da vueltas y vueltas
misteriosamente. Pero no hay misterio
alguno. Su prosperidad y felicidad no
tienen nada que ver con ninguna fuerza
fuera de sus acciones, palabras y
pensamientos. Vida tras vida el es rico y
feliz simplemente porque vida tras vida
¢l ha sido amable y generoso.Yo no creo
que ¢l hubiese tratado a ninglin esclavo
del modo en que t trataste a Mahaduta.

—Es cierto —dijo Pando—.
Intent6 frenarme. Pero yo estaba
furioso y nolo escuche.

—Si —dijo Narada asintien-
do—.Y no pienses que estas libre de la
deuda contraida con Mahaduta por
haber hecho que lo apaleasen de un
modo tan cruel y sin razon. No pienses
que tl estas solo en este mundo, o que
tus acciones no tienen consecuencias.

—Recuerda que tarde o tempra-
no cada una de tus acciones, ya sean
buenas o malas, grandes o pequefias, te
sera devuelta del mismo modo y en la
cantidad exacta.

38

“He believes that the wheel of
fortune, as he calls it, turns round and
round mysteriously. But there is no
mystery. His prosperity and
contentment have nothing to do with
any force outside of his own actions,
words, and thoughts. In life after life he
is wealthy and contented, simply
because in life after life he has been kind
and generous. I don’t think he would
have treated any slave the way you
treated your slave Mahaduta.”

“Indeed,” Pandu said. “He did try
to restrain me. But [ was angry and did
not listen.”

“Yes,” Narada said, nodding. “And
don’t think that you are free of the debt
you owe Mahaduta for having had him so
cruelly beaten without cause. Don’t
think that you are alone in this world, or
that your actions have no consequences.”

“Remember that sooner or later
your every action, whether good or evil,
however small it may be, will be
returned to you in kind and in the exact
amount.”






De ahi el dicho: “Planta legumbres
y cosechara legumbres; planta melones

y cosecharamelones”.

—1La bondad produce cosas
buenas, mientras que la maldad trae
consigo cosas malas. Trata a todas las
criaturas vivas del mismo modo que a ti
te gustaria ser tratado. Es verdad que ta
no eres distinto del resto. Estas hecho
de la misma sustancia basica que el resto
de seres vivos; por eso, en cada una de
tus acciones y pensamientos, estas
relacionado con el resto de seres vivos
de un modo incluso mas intimo que la
relacion que existe entre los organos de

tu cuerpo.

—Si realmente puedes com-
prender esto en tu corazon —continu6
Narada—, ya no tendras mas deseos de
causar dafio a otros seres vivos, porque
comprenderas que ellos son iguales a ti.
Sentiras sus sufrimientos como los
tuyos propios, y siempre intentaras
ayudarlos. Deja que este verso te sirva

de gm’a:
Aquel que causa dano a

otros se dana a si mismo;

Aquel que ayuda a otros

se a)/uda a si mismo aun mds.

Para encontrar el Camino puro,
el Sendero de Luz,

Abandona la falsedad

de que tienes un ego.
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“As the saying goes, ‘Plant beans,
and you harvest beans; plant melons,
and you harvest melons” Goodness
brings about good, while evil is repaid

with evil.

“Treat all living creatures as you
would wish to be treated yourself.
Actually, you have no separate self. You
are of the same basic substance as all
other living beings; and so, in your every
thought and act, you are related to them
even more closely than the organs of
your body are related to each other.

“If you can truly understand this in
your heart,” Narada continued, “you will
have no more desire to harm other
beings, because you will know that they
are the same as you. You will feel their
sufferings as your own, and so you will
always try to help them. Let this verse
guide you:

He who hurts others
hurts himself;

He who belps others

helps himself even more.

Toﬁnd the pureWay,
the Path of Light,

Let go (g" the fa]sebood
that you have a self.”






Pandu se levanto y se postro tres
veces ante el Maestro del Dharma, algo

que nunca antes habia hecho con nadie.

Entonces dijo: —No olvidare¢ tus
palabras, Maestro del Dharma. Voy a
establecer un monasterio en mi ciudad
natal Kaushambi, para que la gente de
alli tenga la oportunidad de escuchar
este Dharma tan maravilloso. Solo
espero que el Maestro del Dharma, con
su compasion, me ayude a completar
este voto que ahora hago.

Los afios pasaron y Panda, el
joyero, prospero. Tomo refugio con
Narada y se convirtio en su discipulo, y
fue uno de los que dio mas donaciones y
ofreci6 proteccion al monasterio de
Kaushambi, que el mismo habia
ayudado a que Narada fundase. Siempre
que podia poner aparte sus negocios,
iba a escuchar las lecturas y expli-
caciones de los Sutras que daba el monje
Panthaka, abad del monasterio y
discipulo veterano de Narada. Panda
siempre estaba dispuesto a recibir las
instrucciones de Narada cuando éste
visitaba la ciudad, pero luego nunca
ponia las ensefianzas que ofa en practica.
£l pensaba que la cultivacion era cosa de
monjes, y sus negocios lo mantenian

demasiado ocupado.

Pandu rose and bowed down three
times to the Dharma Master, something

that he had never before done to anyone.

Then he said, “I will not forget
your words, Dharma Master. I will have
a monastery established in my
hometown, Kaushambi, so that the
people there will have the opportunity
to hear the wonderful Dharma. I only
hope that the Dharma Master will
compassionately help me fulfill my vow.”
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Years passed, and Pandu the
jeweler prospered. He took refuge with
and became a disciple of Narada, and
was a leading donor and protector of the
monastery at Kaushambi he had helped
Narada to found. Whenever his business
allowed, he went to listen to Sutra
lectures given by the Bhikshu Panthaka,
the abbot of the monastery and a senior
disciple of Narada. Pandu always
looked forward to receiving Narada’s
instructions whenever he visited town,
but he never put the teachings he heard
into practice. He told himself that
cultivation was the duty of monks and
that his own worldly business kept him
too busy.






Un dia, transcurridos seis o

siete afios desde su primer encuentro
con el Venerable Narada en el camino
haciaVaranasi, el taller de Pandu recibio
un encargo muy especial. El rey del pais
vecino, al otro lado de las montafias,
deseaba una nueva corona real. El habia
oido hablar de la~gran calidad de los
productos de joyeria de Panda. La
corona tenia que ser de oro con
incrustaciones de las mejores piedras
preciosas de toda la India. Los reyes de
la India siempre habian tenido debilidad
por las piedras preciosas y Pandi habia
sofiado a menudo con convertirse en el
joyero oficial de una casa real, pues
entonces ¢l tendria asegurada no solo
prosperidad sino tambien grandes
riquezas. Ahora su oportunidad habia

llegado.

Pandu dio ordenes de comprar
los mejores zafiros, rubies y diamantes
que se pudiesen encontrar. Invirtio la
mayor parte de su patrimonio en ellos.
Disef6 y trabajo en la corona ¢l mismo.
Después, usando una escolta numerosa
de hombres armados para protegerse
de los ladrones de las montanas, se

dispuso a viajar al pais vecino.
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One day, six or seven years after

his first meeting with the Venerable
Narada on the road to Varanasi, Pandu’s
workshop received an unusual order.
The king of the neighboring country
across the mountains desired a new royal
crown. He had heard of the beauty of
Pandu’s jewel work. The crown was to
be wrought in gold and set about with
the costliest gems to be found in all of
India. Indian kings had always had a
weakness for precious stones, and Pandu
had often dreamed of becoming the
supplier of jewelry to a royal house.
Then he would be assured not simply of
prosperity, but of great riches. Now his
chance had arrived.

Pandu immediately sent out
orders for the finest sapphires, rubies,
and diamonds that could be had. He
invested the greater part of his wealth in
them. He designed and worked the
crown himself. Then, gathering together
a strong escort of armed men to ensure
his safety against robbers in the
mountains, he set out for the neigh-

boring kingdom.









Todo estaba bien hasta que

llegaron a un estrecho sendero cerca de

la cima de la montana. Alli un grupo de

fieros ladrones descendieron con

estrepito sobre la caravana.

All was well until they reached a
narrow pass at the mountains’ summit.
There, a troop of fiercely yelling
brigands descended from the heights.




Aunque la escolta de Pandu era
mayor en numero, los caballos
asustados y el sendero tan estrecho
dificultaron la defensa.

En cuestion de minutos, los
Pandt habian sido

desarmados. Dos hombres sucios y sin

hombres de

afeitar abrieron la puerta del carruaje
del joyero, lo sacaron fuera y después de
tirarlo al suelo empezaron a golpearlo.
Panda aguant6 los golpes, pensando
solo en la bolsa escondida bajo sus
ropas, apretandola contra su pecho. En
labolsa estaba la corona y una coleccion
de piedras preciosas con las que ¢l habia
planeado tentar a la hija del rey y a la

reina.

—iParad un momento! — se oy6
gritar—. Era una voz que Pandu habia
oido antes, aunque al principio no podia
recordar de quién era. —jParad de

golpearle he dicho!

Pandu abri6 sus ojos. Alli delante
de el y vestido con pieles de animales y
un panuelo rojo en su cabeza estaba
Mahaduta, el esclavo que €] habia hecho
apalear unos afios antes. Pandl habia
oido que entre los ladrones de las
montanas, el jefe mas importante eraun
antiguo esclavo de Kaushambi. Lo que
nunca se le habia ocurrido era pensar

que fuese su propio esclavo.
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Pandu’s escort was greater in
number, but the shying horses and steep
sides of the mountain pass hampered the
defenders in battle.

In a matter of minutes Pandu’s
men were disarmed. Two unshaven and
dirty men threw open the door to the
jeweler’s carriage, pulled him out, flung
him to the ground, and began kicking
him and beating him with sticks. Pandu
bore the blows, thinking only of the
purse that was concealed in his robes,
clutching it against his chest. In it lay the
crown and a store of other jewels with
which he had planned to tempt the
king’s daughter and the queen.

“Stop amoment, my boys!”a voice
called out—a voice that Pandu had
heard before, though at first he could
not recall whose it was. “Stop beating
him, I said!”

Pandu opened his eyes. There,
standing over him, dressed in rough
leather clothing, his long hair bound in a
kerchief of red silk, was Mahaduta, the
slave he’d had whipped years before.
Pandu had heard that the greatest of all
robber chieftains in the mountains was a
former slave from Kaushambi. But it had
never occurred to him that the slave

might have been his own.






—Comprobad que es lo que tiene
en su mano derecha —Mahaduta
orden6 con firmeza—. Uno de los
hombres que le habia estado golpeando
puso una rodilla en el estomago de
Pandu y la otra sobre el brazo separado
de su cuerpo, y luego tomo sin mayores

problemas labolsa del joyero.

—Yo guardaré eso. Yo ya he
pagado por ello —dijo Mahaduta—.
Tomolabolsayla guard() bajo suropa.

—;No? Amo —pregunto a Panda

en un tono cinico y lleno de amargura.

—;Lo matamos entonces? —

inquirio uno de los ladrones a sujefe.

Mahaduta mir6 a Pandu, pero en
lugar de enfado o miedo, algo que podia
haber aumentado su odio, ¢l solo vio
tristeza y resignacion en los ojos de su
victima. El no sabia que en ese
momento Pand se estaba acordando de
las palabras del Venerable Narada, tan
claras como si las hubiese oido ayer: “No
pienses que estas libre de la deuda que
debes a Mahaduta por haber hecho que
lo apaleasen de un modo tan cruel y sin
razon. No pienses que ti estas solo en
este mundo, o que tus acciones no

tienen consecuencias. ..
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“See what he’s holding in his right
hand,” Mahaduta quietly commanded.

One of the men who had been
beating him planted his knee on Pandu’s
stomach, while the other forced Pandu’s
arm away from his chest. The jeweler’s

purse was mercilessly pried from his

hand.

“I’ll take that,” Mahaduta said. “I’ve
paid for it already.” He took it and put it
inside his jacket. “Have I not, master?”he
asked Pandu, his voice full of scorn and

bitterness.

“Shall we finish him, then?” One of
the robbers asked the chieftain.

Mahaduta looked down at Pandu,
but instead of anger or fright, which
might have enraged him in turn, he saw
only sadness and resignation in his
victim’s eyes. He had no way of knowing
that Pandu was remembering the
Venerable Narada’s voice saying, as
clearly as if he'd heard it yesterday:
“Don’t think that you are free of the debt
you owe Mahaduta for having him so
cruelly beaten without cause. Don’t
think that you are all alone in this world
and that what you do has no

consequences . ..”
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Si realmente puedes comprender
esto en tu corazon, ya no tendras mas
deseos de causar dafio a otros seres
vivos, porque comprenderas que ellos
son igual que tu. Sentiras sus

sufrimientos como los tuyos propios”.

Pand suspiro. De repente se dio
cuenta que nunca habia aceptado las
instrucciones de su maestro. Nunca
habia creido realmente que eran para él,
sino para que se las aplicaran a otros. Iba
a morir ahora, de un modo violento y
antes de su hora, sin la oportunidad de
despedirse de su familia. El habfa sido el
causante de todo, ocurria por su propia

culpa .

- Ni siquiera una vez se le habia
pasado por la cabeza el pensar en la
suerte de su esclavo Mahaduta. Los
sufrimientos que debia haber pasado en
las montanas durante los helados dias de
invierno; la senda del mal que habia
tomado, llena de desesperacion y
peligro, en la que Pandd habia
empujado a Mahaduta. Todas esas
consideraciones nunca habian cruzado
en su mente. Pero ahora habia llegado el
momento de pagar. Se aclaro la garganta
y habl6 humildemente a Mahaduta:

—Esverdad, ta yahas pagado.
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“If you can truly understand this in
your heart, you will have no more desire
to harm other beings, because you will
know that they are the same as yourself.
You will feel their sufferings as your

”»
own.

Pandu sighed. He suddenly
realized that he had never really
accepted his teacher’s instructions. He
had never truly believed that they
applied to him as well as to others. If he
was to die now, violently and before his
time, with no chance to say farewell to
his family, it was all his own doing, it was
all his own fault.

Not once had he thought about
what had happened to his runaway slave
Mahaduta. The man’s sufferings in the
mountains during the freezing winters,
and the desperation and danger of the
evil calling that he, Pandu, had pushed
Mahaduta

had simply never crossed his mind. Now

into—such considerations

the time of payment had come.

He coughed and said humbly to
Mahaduta, “It’s true.You have paid.”
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Gir6 su cabeza y se quedo
esperando el siguiente golpe.

Para su sorpresa, Mahaduta dijo a
sus hombres:

—Dejadlo ahi en el suelo. Su
carruaje tiene un compartimento
secreto bajo el asiento del conductor.
Abridlo y encontraréis un cofre lleno de
monedas de oro. Las dividiremos en
partes iguales. Hoy es un gran dia para

todos nosotros.

Los bandidos saltaron al carruaje
con gran excitacion. Pero Mahaduta no
sentia ningun tipo de alegria al llevar a
cabo su venganza. Habia pasado muchas
mafianas heladas deseando que llegase
este momento. Y ahora que por fin
habia llegado, sentia pesadez y
remordimiento, como si estuviese
maltratando a un miembro de su propia
familia. Se dirigi6 a sus hombres

diciéndoles que parasen de golpear alos
hombres de Pandu.

—No matéis a ninguno;
preocupaos solo de coger todo lo que
podais. El cofre lleno de oro les sirvi6 de
distraccion. Estaba escondido en el sitio
exacto donde Mahaduta lo habia puesto

muchas veces en afios pasados.

El jefe de los ladrones dejo que
Pandu y sus hombres abandonasen las
montaias y volviesen a Kaushambi.
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Then he looked away from the
robber chieftain and waited for the next
blow. To his surprise, Mahaduta told his
men, “Let him lie. There is a false bottom
in his carriage, underneath the
coachman’s seat. Knock it loose and take
out the chest of gold pieces that will
certainly be there. We’ll divide it
equally. This is a great day for all of you.”

The men jumped up eagerly. But
Mahaduta himself felt little joy at his
revenge, though he had spent many a
cold morning fervently wishing for it.
Now that it had come, he felt heaviness
and regret, as if he were hurting a
member of his own family. He went
among his men, telling them to stop
beating Pandu’s escort.

o

“Spoils only,” he said. “No killing’
And he distracted them with news of the
chest of gold which was, indeed wedged
behind the false bottom of the carriage,

just where Mahaduta himself had hidden
it many times in past years.

The robber chieftain let Pandu and
his men go free down the mountain back
to Kaushambi.
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Esa noche, cuando sus
complices estaban contando el oro y
riendose, Mahaduta escondio la bolsa
que habia cogido a Pandd en una
grietade su cueva. No volvio a tocarla
en mucho tiempo.
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That evening, when his
accomplices were counting the gold
and rejoicing, he hid the purse in a
crevice in his cave. He didn’t take it

outor look atit again fora long time.




Después del robo, Pandu yano era
un hombre rico. Habia perdido la
mayoria de su capital, y sin capital un
joyero puede hacer poco. Pero él no
culpé a nadie por su pérdida, sino a si

mismo.

—Cuando era joven me porte
mal con otras personas —dijo a su
familia—. Lo que me ha ocurrido ahora
es simplemente el pago por mi dureza y

arro gancia .

Arrepentirse y cultivar segln las
ensefianzas de Buda le llego ahora de un
modo natural, y adopto la costumbre de
recitar el nombre de Buda siempre que

sumente no estaba ocupada ennegocios

o hablando.

Gradualmente se dio cuenta que
en el fondo de su corazén ahora era mas
feliz que cuando era rico. Lo Gnico que
resentia era que ya no podia hacer
ofrendas al monasterio para apoyar el
Dharma o ayudar a la gente pobre de la
ciudad, algo que antes nunca habia
pensado mucho en hacer.

Varios afios pasaron. Un dia,
Panthaka, abad del monasterio en
Kaushambi, fue atacado por la banda de
Mahaduta mientras caminaba solo en un

peregrinaje a través de las montanas.
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After the robbery, Pandu was no
longer a rich man. He had lost much of
his capital, and without capital a jeweler
can do little. But he blamed no one for
his losses but himself. “In my younger
years I was very hard on people,” he told
his family. “What has happened to me
now is simply the payment for my
harshness and arrogance.” Repenting
and cultivating according to the
Buddha’s teachings now came very
naturally to him, and he took to reciting
the Buddha’s name whenever his mind
was not occupied with conversation or
business. Gradually he realized that,
deep down in his heart, he was happier
now than he had been when he was rich.
His only regret was that he was no
longer able to make so many offerings to
the monastery, to support the Dharma,
or to help the poor of the town—
something he had never thought to do

much before.

Again, several years passed by.

Then one day Panthaka, abbot of the
monastery at Kaushambi, was set upon
by Mahaduta’s robber band while
walking alone on a pilgrimage across the

mountains.






Panthaka no llevaba dinero y
Mahaduta le dio un par de golpes y lo

dejo seguir. Panthaka no camin6 mas ese

dia.

A la mafiana siguiente, al poco de
empezar a caminar, oyo gritos de lucha
junto ala carretera. Un hombre chillaba
de dolor. Panthaka se apresur6 con la
esperanza de disuadir a los bandidos
para que dejasen de golpear al viajero.
Peroen lugar de un inocente viajero, era
el propio Mahaduta quien era atacado.
Estaba rodeado por una docena de sus
propios hombres como un leon
acorralado por perros de caza. Con su
palo golpeo a varios de los ladrones pero
al final sucumbio6. Fue golpeado con su
propio palo hasta que se quedo inmovil

en el suelo.

Panthaka se qued6 escondido
hasta que los bandidos se fueron.
Entonces se acerco a Mahaduta y vio
que le quedaba poca vida. Panthaka bajo
a un riachuelo que discurria entre las
rocas no lejos de alli. Llen6 su cuenco
con agua fresca y lo llevo al hombre

moribundo.

Mahaduta bebi6 y abrio sus ojos
lentamente. Chill6 de dolor:

—;Dénde estan esos bandidos a
los que yo he llevado a la victoria tantas
veces? Habrian sido ahorcados hace

tiempo si no hubiese sido por mi.
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Panthaka carried no money, and so
Mahaduta beat him brieﬂy and let him
go. Panthaka went no further that day.

The next morning, before he had
walked far, he heard the sounds of men
fighting just off the road. One man was
roaring in pain. Panthaka hurried to the
scene, hoping to dissuade the robbers
from beating yet another traveler. But
instead of an innocent traveler, it was
Mahaduta himself who was being
attacked. He stood in the midst of a
dozen of his own men like a lion
cornered by hounds. His great stick hit
several of the other robbers, but at last
he himself fell. He was beaten with his
own stick until he lay as if dead.

Panthaka stayed hidden till the
robbers left. Then he found that
Mahaduta had little life left. Panthaka
walked down to the stream that ran
among the rocks nearby. He filled his
bowl with fresh water and brought it to
the dying man.

Mahaduta drank a little and
opened his eyes. He groaned and cried
out, “Where are those rotten thieves
that I have led to victory time after time?
They’d have been hanged long ago if it

weren’t for me!”






—Calmate —dijo Panthaka—.
No pienses en tus camaradas ni en las
fechorias que habéis hecho juntos,
piensa en tu destino. Ahora bebe un
poco de agua, y déjame que te vende las
heridas.Tal vez tu vida se pueda salvar.

Mahaduta mir6 atentamente a
Panthaka por primera vez.

—iTu eres el monje a quien yo
apale¢ ayer mismo! Y ahora vienes a
salvarme la vida. Haces que me
averguence.

Bebio un poco mas de aguay miro
alrededor suyo.

—Y los otros han escapado.
iPerros desagradecidos! Yo fui quien les
ensefie a pelear y ahora se vuelven
contrami.

—Ta les ensefiaste a pelear —
dijo Panthaka, —y te pagan peleando. Si
les hubieses ensenado amabilidad, te
hubiesen pagado con amabilidad. Has
recibido la cosecha que ti sembraste.

—Lo que dices es verdad. Muchas
veces temi que se volverian contrami...
iAy! jAy! —se quejo cuando Panthaka
intento levantarlo por el hombro.

—No creo que puedas salvar mi
vida, pero dime, si puedes, como me
puedo salvar del sufrimiento de los
infiernos que me merezco como pago
por una vida llena de maldad.
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“Calm down,” Panthaka said.
“Don’t think of your comrades, or of the
evil road you have taken together. Think
of your own fate and drink this water,
and let me dress your wounds. Perhaps
your life can still be saved.”

For the first time Mahaduta looked
closely at Panthaka. “You are the monk
to whom I gave a beating only yesterday!
And now you have come to save my life.
You shame me.”

He drank some more water and
looked around him. “And the others
have run off, the ungrateful hounds! I
was the one who taught them to fight,
and now they have turned on me.”

“You taught them to fight,”
Panthaka said, “and they have repaid you
by fighting. If you had taught them
kindness, they would have repaid you
with kindness. You have reaped the
harvest that you planted yourself.”

“What you say is true. I've often
been afraid they would turn on me—ah!
ah!” He groaned as Panthaka tried to lift
him by the shoulder. “I don’t think you
can save my life. But tell me, if you can,
how I can be saved from the pains of the
hells, which I know I deserve as payment

for my evil life.






Ultimamente he sentido como si
mi final estuviese cerca, y la angustia de
lo que viene después me pesaba como si
llevase una gran piedra oprimiéndome
el pecho; a veces casi no podia ni

respirar.

—Arrepiéntete sinceramente de
tus ofensas y reférmate —Panthaka le
dijo—. Arranca de raiz la codicia y el
odio de tu corazon y, en su lugat, llénalo
de pensamientos de amor hacia todos

los seres vivos.

—Pero yo desconozco esos
buenos sentimientos —dijo Maha-
duta—. Mi vida ha sido una historia
llena de maldades, sin nada bueno. ;Voy
a ir directo a los infiernos sin tener la
oportunidad de ir por el Camino noble

que ti has caminado, Maestro del
Dharma!

—No desesperes —contesto
Panthaka—.Y no infravalores el poder
del arrepentimiento y la reforma.
Recuerda que un tnico pensamiento
sincero de arrepentimiento puede
borrar diez mil eones llenos de

maldades.

Por ejemplo, ;has oido hablar del
gran ladron Kandata, que murio sin
arrepentirse y cayo a los Infiernos
Ininterrumpidos? Después de haber
sufrido alli durante varios eones, el
Buda Sakyamuni apareci6 en el mundo y

obtuvo la iluminacién bajo el arbol de

Bodhi.
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“Lately I have felt that my death
cannot be far off, and the dread of what
will come after has weighed like a heavy
stone on my chest, so that sometimes

I've hardly been able to breathe.”

“Sincerely repent of your offenses
and reform,” Panthaka said. “Root out
the greed and hatred from your heart,
and fill it instead with thoughts of
kindness for all beings.”

“Alas,  know nothing of kindness,”
Mahaduta said. “My life has been a story
of much evil and no good. I will go to the
hells and never escape along the noble
Path that you have walked, Dharma
Master!”

“Don’t despair,” Panthaka
answered, “and don’t underestimate the
power of repentance and reform. It is
said that a single heart felt thought of
repentance can wipe away ten thousand

eons’ worth of evil.

For example, do you know of the
great robber Kandata, who died
unrepentant and fell into the Uninter-
mittent Hells? After he had been
suffering there for several econs,
Shakyamuni Buddha appeared in the
world and accomplished enlightenment
beneath the Bodhi tree.
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Los rayos de luz que en ese
momento salieron de entre sus cejas
penetraron en los infiernos e inspiraron
a los seres que alli sufrian a tener
esperanza y a buscar una nueva vida.
Mirando hacia arriba, Kandata vio al
Buda meditando bajo el arbol de Bodhi y

exclamo:

—iSalvame, salvame, T4,
Honrado por el Mundo! Yo estoy
sufriendo aqui por todas las maldades
que he cometido, ;y no puedo salir!
jAyudame a andar el Camino que ta has

caminado, Honrado por el Mundo!

Buda mir6 hacia abajo y vio a
Kandata.

—Te guiaré en tu liberacion
—dijo al ladron—, pero debe ser
mediante el uso de tu propio buen
karma. ;Qué cosas buenas hiciste,
Kandata, cuando estabas en el mundo de
loshombres?

Kandata permanecio en silencio,
pues habia sido un hombre muy cruel.
Pero el Honrado por el Mundo, con su
ojo de Buda, mir6 en el pasado de
Kandata y vio que una vez, cuando iba
caminando por un sendero en el
bosque, evito pisar una arafia y penso:
“La arafia no ha herido a nadie, ;por qué
habria de aplastarla?” Al ver esto, el Buda
envio una arafia para que tejiese un hilo
muy fino que bajase a los Infiernos

Ininterrumpidos.
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“The rays of light that shone forth
from between his brows at that moment
penetrated all the way to the hells and
inspired the beings there with new life
and hope.

Looking up, Kandata saw the
Buddha seated in meditation beneath the
Bodhi tree, and he cried out, ‘Save me,
save me, World Honored One! I am
suffering here for the evils I have done,
and I cannot get out! Help me walk the
Path you have walked, World Honored
One!’

The Buddha looked down and saw
Kandata. ‘I will guide you in your
escape,” he said to the robber, “but it
must be with the help of your own good
karma. What good did you do, Kandata,

when you were in the world of men?’

“Kandata remained silent, for he
had been a cruel man. But the World
Honored One, with his Buddha Eye,
contemplated Kandata’s past. He saw
that once when Kandata was walking
along a forest path, he had stepped aside
to avoid crushing a spider beneath his
feet, thinking, “The spide<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>