
Sang A Chinese Heart Fourteen Hundred 
Years Ago: — 

 
There is Somebody of whom I am thinking. 
Far away there is Somebody of whom I am thinking. 
A hundred leagues of mountains lie between us: — 
Yet the same Moon shines upon us, and the passing Wind breathes upon us both. 
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“Good is the continence of the eye; 
Good is the continence of the ear; 
Good is the continence of the nostrils; 
Good is the continence of the tongue; 
Good is the continence of the body; 
Good is the continence of speech; 
Good is all. . . .” 

 
A gain the Vulture of Temptation soared to the highest heaven of his contemplation, bringing his 
soul down, down, reeling and fluttering, back to the World of Illusion. Again the memory made 
dizzy his thought, like the perfume of some venomous flower. Yet he had seen the bayadere for 
an instant only, when passing through Kasi upon his way to China,—to the vast empire of souls 
that thirsted after the refreshment of Buddha’s law, as sun-parched fields thirst for the life—giving 
rain. When she called him, and dropped her little gift into his mendicant’s bowl, he had indeed 
lifted his fan before his face, yet not quickly enough; and the penalty of that fault had followed 
him a thousand leagues,—pursued after him even into the strange land to which he had come to 
bear the words of the Universal Teacher. Accursed beauty! surely framed by the Tempter of 
tempters, by Mara himself, for the perdition of the just! Wisely had Bhagavat warned his 
disciples: “O ye Çramanas, women are not to be looked upon! 
 And if ye chance to meet women, ye must not suffer your eyes to dwell upon them; but, 
maintaining holy reserve, speak not to them at all. Then fail not to whisper unto your own hearts, 
‘Lo, we are Çramanas, whose duty it is to remain uncontaminated by the corruptions of this 
world, even as the Lotos, which suffereth no vileness to cling unto its leaves, though it blossom 
amid the refuse of the wayside ditch.’ ” Then also came to his memory, but with a new and terrible 
meaning, the words of the Twentieth-and-Third of the Admonitions:— 
 “Of all attachments unto objects of desire, the strongest indeed is the attachment to form. 
Happily, this passion is unique; for were there any other like unto it, then to enter the Perfect 
Way were impossible.” 
 How, indeed, thus haunted by the illusion of form, was he to fulfil the vow that he had made to 
pass a night and a day in perfect and unbroken meditation? Already the night was beginning! 
Assuredly, for sickness of the soul, for fever of the spirit, there was no physic save prayer. The 
sunset was swiftly fading out. He strove to pray:— 
 “O the Jewel in the Lotos! 



 “Even as the tortoise withdraweth its extremities into its shell, let me, O Blessed One, withdraw 
my senses wholly into meditation! 
 “O the Jewel in the Lotos! 
 “For even as rain penetrateth the broken roof of a dwelling long uninhabited, so may passion 
enter the soul uninhabited by meditation. 
 “O the Jewel in the Lotos! 
 “Even as still water that hath deposited all its slime, so let my soul, O Tathâgata, be made pure! 
Give me strong power to rise above the world, O Master, even as the wild bird rises from its 
marsh to follow the pathway of the Sun! 
 “O the Jewel in the Lotos! 
 “By day shineth the sun, by night shineth the moon; shineth also the warrior in harness of war; 
shineth likewise in meditations the Çramana. But the Buddha at all times, by night or by day, 
shineth ever the same, illuminating the world.(c) by H o r r o r M a s t e r s . c o m 
 “O the Jewel in the Lotos! 
 “Let me cease, O thou Perfectly Awakened, to remain as an Ape in the World-forest, forever 
ascending and descending in search of the fruits of folly. Swift as the twining of serpents, vast as 
the growth of lianas in a forest, are the all-encircling growths of the Plant of Desire. 
 “O the Jewel in the Lotos!” 
 Vain his prayer, alas! vain also his invocation! The mystic meaning of the holy text—the sense of 
the Lotos, the sense of the Jewel—had evaporated from the words, and their monotonous utterance 
now served only to lend more dangerous definition to the memory that tempted and tortured him. 
O the jewel in her ear! What lotos-bud more dainty than the folded flower of flesh, with its 
dripping of diamond-fire! Again he saw it, and the curve of the cheek beyond, luscious to look 
upon as beautiful brown fruit. How true the Two Hundred and Eighty-Fourth verse of the 
Admonitions! —“So long as a man shall not have torn from his heart even the smallest rootlet of 
that liana of desire which draweth his thought toward women, even so long shall his soul remain 
fettered.” And there came to his mind also the Three Hundred and Forty-Fifth verse of the same 
blessed book, regarding fetters: 
 “In bonds of rope, wise teachers have said, there is no strength; nor in fetters of wood, nor yet in 
fetters of iron. Much stronger than any of these is the fetter of concern for the jewelled earrings 
of women.” 
 “Omniscient Gotama!” he cried, —“all-seeing Tathâgata! How multiform the consolation of Thy 
Word! how marvellous Thy understanding of the human heart! Was this also one of Thy 
temptations?—one of the myriad illusions marshalled before Thee by Mara in that night when the 
earth rocked as a chariot, and the sacred trembling passed from sun to sun, from system to 
system, from universe to universe, from eternity to eternity?” This text was lifted from another site--warning, copyrights may have been violated. 
 O the jewel in her ear! The vision would not go! Nay, each time it hovered before his thought 
it seemed to take a warmer life, a fonder look, a fairer form; to develop with his weakness; to 
gain force from his enervation. He saw the eyes, large, limpid, soft, and black as a deer’s; the 
pearls in the dark hair, and the pearls in the pink mouth; the lips curling to a kiss, a flower-kiss; 
and a fragrance seemed to float to his senses, sweet, strange, soporific, — a perfume of youth, an 
odor of woman. Rising to his feet, with strong resolve he pronounced again the sacred 
invocation; and he recited the holy words of the Chapter of Impermaneney: 
 “Gazing upon the heavens and upon the earth ye must say, These are not permanent. Gazing 
upon the mountains and the rivers, ye must say, These are not permanent. Gazing upon the forms 



and upon the faces of exterior beings, and beholding their growth and their development, ye must 
say, These are not permanent.” 
 And nevertheless! how sweet illusion! The illusion of the great sun; the illusion of the shadow-
casting hills; the illusion of waters, formless and multiform; the illusion of—Nay, nay! what 
impious fancy! Accursed girl! yet, yet! why should he curse her? Had she ever done aught to 
merit the malediction of an ascetic? Never, never! Only her form, the memory of her, the 
beautiful phantom of her, the accursed phantom of her! What was she? An illusion creating 
illusions, a mockery, a dream, a shadow, a vanity, a vexation of spirit! The fault, the sin, was in 
himself, in his rebellious thought, in his untamed memory. Though mobile as water, intangible as 
vapor, Thought, nevertheless, may be tamed by the Will, may be harnessed to the chariot of 
Wisdom—must be!—that happiness be found. And he recited the blessed verses of the “Book of the 
Way of the Law”:— 
 “All forms are only temporary.” When this great truth is fully comprehended by any one, then 
is he delivered from all pain. This is the Way of Purification. 
 “All forms are subject unto pain.” When this great truth is fully comprehended by any one, 
then is he delivered from all pain. This is the Way of Purification. 
 “All forms are without substantial reality.” When this great truth is fully comprehended by 
any one, then is he delivered from all pain. This is the way of . . . 
 
 Her form, too, unsubstantial, unreal, an illusion only, though comeliest of illusions? She had 
given him alms! Was the merit of the giver illusive also,—illusive like the grace of the supple 
fingers that gave? Assuredly there were mysteries in the Abhidharma impenetrable, 
incomprehensible! . . . It was a golden coin, stamped with the symbol of an elephant,— not more of 
an illusion, indeed, than the gifts of Kings to the Buddha! Gold upon her bosom also, less fine 
than the gold of her skin. Naked between the silken sash and the narrow breast-corslet, her young 
waist curved glossy and pliant as a bow. Richer the silver in her voice than in the hollow pagals 
that made a moonlight about her ankles! But her smile!—the little teeth like flower-stamens in the 
perfumed blossom of her mouth! 
 Please note that this text was taken without permission from another source. 
 O weakness! O shame! How had the strong Charioteer of Resolve thus lost his control over the 
wild team of fancy! Was this languor of the Will a signal of coming peril, the peril of slumber? 
So strangely vivid those fancies were, so brightly definite, as about to take visible form, to move 
with factitious life, to play some unholy drama upon the stage of dreams! “O Thou Fully 
Awakened!” he cried aloud, “help now thy humble disciple to obtain the blessed wakefulness of 
perfect contemplation! let him find force to fulfil his vow! suffer not Mara to prevail against 
him!” And he recited the eternal verses of the Chapter of Wakefulness:— 
 “Completely and eternally awake are the disciples of Gotama! Unceasingly, by day and night, 
their thoughts are fixed upon the Law. 
 “Completely and eternally awake are the disciples of Gotama! Unceasingly, by day and night, 
their thoughts are fixed upon the Community. 
 “Completely and eternally awake are the disciples of Gotama! Unceasingly, by day and night, 
their thoughts are fixed upon the Body. 
 “Completely and eternally awake are the disciples of Gotama! Unceasingly, by day and night, 
their minds know the sweetness of perfect peace. 
 “Completely and eternally awake are the disciples of Gotama! Unceasingly, by day and night, 
their minds enjoy the deep peace of meditation.” 



 
 There came a murmur to his ears; a murmuring of many voices, smothering the utterances of 
his own, like a tumult of waters. The stars went out before his sight; the heavens darkened their 
infinities: all things became viewless, became blackness; and the great murmur deepened, like 
the murmur of a rising tide; and the earth seemed to sink from beneath him. His feet no longer 
touched the ground; a sense of supernatural buoyancy pervaded every fibre of his body: he felt 
himself floating in obscurity; then sinking softly, slowly, like a feather dropped from the 
pinnacle of a temple. Was this death? Nay, for all suddenly, as transported by the Sixth 
Supernatural Power, he stood again in light,—a perfumed, sleepy light, vapory, beautiful,—that 
bathed the marvellous streets of some Indian city. Now the nature of the murmur became 
manifest to him; for he moved with a mighty throng, a people of pilgrims, a nation of 
worshippers. But these were not of his faith; they bore upon their foreheads the smeared symbols 
of obscene gods! Still, he could not escape from their midst; the mile-broad human torrent bore 
him irresistibly with it, as a leaf is swept by the waters of the Ganges. Rajahs were there with 
their trains, and princes riding upon elephants, and Brahmins robed in their vestments, and 
swarms of voluptuous dancing-girls, moving to chant of kabit and damâri. But whither, whither? 
Out of the city into the sun they passed, between avenues of banyan, down colonnades of palm. 
But whither, whither? 
 Blue-distant, a mountain of carven stone appeared before them,—the Temple, lifting to heaven its 
wilderness of chiselled pinnacles, flinging to the sky the golden spray of its decoration. Higher it 
grew with approach, the blue tones changed to gray, the outlines sharpened in the light. Then 
each detail became visible: the elephants of the pedestals standing upon tortoises of rock; the 
great grim faces of the capitals; the serpents and monsters writhing among the friezes; the many-
headed gods of basalt in their galleries of fretted niches, tier above tier; the pictured foulnesses, 
the painted lusts, the divinities of abomination. And, yawning in the sloping precipice of 
sculpture, beneath a frenzied swarming of gods and Gopia,—a beetling pyramid of limbs and 
bodies interlocked,—the Gate, cavernous and shadowy as the mouth of Siva, devoured the living 
multitude.@#$ &# ~ 
 The eddy of the throng whirled him with it to the vastness of the interior. None seemed to note 
his yellow robe, none even to observe his presence. Giant aisles intercrossed their heights above 
him; myriads of mighty pillars, fantastically carven, filed away to invisibility behind the yellow 
illumination of torch-fires. Strange images, weirdly sensuous, loomed up through haze of 
incense. Colossal figures, that at a distance assumed the form of elephants or garuda-birds, 
changed aspect when approached, and revealed as the secret of their design an interplaiting of the 
bodies of women; while one divinity rode all the monstrous allegories,—one divinity or demon, 
eternally the same in the repetition of the sculptor, universally visible as though self-multiplied. 
The huge pillars themselves were symbols, figures, carnalities; the orgiastic spirit of that worship 
lived and writhed in the contorted bronze of the lamps, the twisted gold of the cups, the chiselled 
marble of the tanks. . . .~and the$ of ~this was not ~' 
 How far had he proceeded? He knew not; the journey among those countless columns, past 
those armies of petrified gods, down lanes of flickering lights, seemed longer than the voyage of 
a caravan, longer than his pilgrimage to China! But suddenly, inexplicably, there came a silence 
as of cemeteries; the living ocean seemed to have ebbed away from about him, to have been 
engulfed within abysses of subterranean architecture! He found himself alone in some strange 
crypt before a basin, shell-shaped and shallow, bearing in its centre a rounded column of less 
than human height, whose smooth and spherical summit was wreathed with flowers. Lamps 



similarly formed, and fed with oil of palm, hung above it. There was no other graven image, no 
visible divinity. Flowers of countless varieties lay heaped upon the pavement; they covered its 
surface like a carpet, thick, soft; they exhaled their ghosts beneath his feet. The perfume seemed 
to penetrate his brain, —a perfume sensuous, intoxicating, unholy; an unconquerable languor 
mastered his will, and he sank to rest upon the floral offerings. 
 The sound of a tread, light as a whisper, approached through the heavy stillness, with a drowsy 
tinkling of pagals, a tintinnabulation of anklets. All suddenly he felt glide about his neck the 
tepid smoothness of a woman’s arm. She, she! his Illusion, his Temptation; but how transformed, 
transfigured!—preternatural in her loveliness, incomprehensible in her charm! Delicate as a 
jasmine-petal the cheek that touched his own; deep as night, sweet as summer, the eyes that 
watched him. “Heart’s-thief,” her flower-lips whispered, —“heart’s-thief, how have I sought for 
thee! How have I found thee! Sweets I bring thee, my beloved; lips and bosom; fruit and 
blossom. Hast thirst? Drink from the well of mine eyes! Wouldst sacrifice? I am thine altar! 
Wouldst pray? I am thy God!” 
 Their lips touched; her kiss seemed to change the cells of his blood to flame. For a moment 
Illusion triumphed; Mara prevailed! . . . With a shock of resolve the dreamer awoke in the night, —
under the stars of the Chinese sky. 
 
 Only a mockery of sleep! But the vow had been violated, the sacred purpose unfulfilled! 
Humiliated, penitent, but resolved, the ascetic drew from his girdle a keen knife, and with 
unfaltering hands severed his eyelids from his eyes, and flung them from him. “O Thou Perfectly 
Awakened!” he prayed, “thy disciple hath not been overcome save through the feebleness of the 
body; and his vow hath been renewed. Here shall he linger, without food or drink, until the 
moment of its fulfilment.” And having assumed the hieratic posture,—seated himself with his lower 
limbs folded beneath him, and the palms of his hands upward, the right upon the left, the left 
resting upon the sole of his upturned foot, —he resumed his meditation. 
 



Dawn blushed; day brightened. The sun shortened all the shadows of the land, and lengthened 
them again, and sank at last upon his funeral pyre of crimson-burning cloud. Night came and 
glittered and passed. But Mara had tempted in vain. This time the vow had been fulfilled, the 
holy purpose accomplished. 
 And again the sun arose to fill the world with laughter of light; flowers opened their hearts to 
him; birds sang their morning hymn of fire worship; the deep forest trembled with delight; and 
far upon the plain, the eaves of many-storied temples and the peaked caps of the city-towers 
caught aureate glory. Strong in the holiness of his accomplished vow, the Indian pilgrim arose in 
the morning glow. He started for amazement as he lifted his hands to his eyes. What! was 
everything a dream? Impossible! Yet now his eyes felt no pain; neither were they lidless; not 
even so much as one of their lashes was lacking. What marvel had been wrought? In vain he 
looked for the severed lids that he had flung upon the ground; they had mysteriously vanished. 
But lo! there where he had cast them two wondrous shrubs were growing, with dainty leaflets 
eyelid-shaped, and snowy buds just opening to the East. 
 Then, by virtue of the supernatural power acquired in that mighty meditation, it was given the 
holy missionary to know the secret of that newly created plant,—the subtle virtue of its leaves. And 
he named it, in the language of the nation to whom he brought the Lotos of the Good Law, 
“TE”; and he spake to it, saying:— 
 “Blessed be thou, sweet plant, beneficent, life-giving, formed by the spirit of virtuous resolve! 
Lo! the fame of thee shall yet spread unto the ends of the earth; and the perfume of thy life be 
borne unto the uttermost parts by all the winds of heaven! Verily, for all time to come men who 
drink of thy sap shall find such refreshment that weariness may not overcome them nor languor 
seize upon them;—neither shall they know the confusion of drowsiness, nor any desire for slumber 
in the hour of duty or of prayer. Blessed be thou!” 
 
And still, as a mist of incense, as a smoke of universal sacrifice, perpetually ascends to heaven 
from all the lands of earth the pleasant vapor of TE, created for the refreshment of mankind by 
the power of a holy vow, the virtue of a pious atonement. 
 

 
 
 


