
"Sample Quotes from Siddhartha" 
 
1. In the shade of the house, in the sunshine of the riverbank near the 

boats, in the shade of the Sal-wood forest, in the shade of the fig 
tree is where Siddhartha grew up, the handsome son of the 
Brahman, the young falcon, together with his friend Govinda, son of 
a Brahman. 

2. Once, Samanas had travelled through Siddhartha�s town, ascetics 
on a pilgrimage, three skinny, withered men, neither old nor young, 
with dusty and bloody shoulders, almost naked, scorched by the 
sun. 

3. A goal stood before Siddhartha, a single goal: to become empty, 
empty of thirst, empty of wishing, empty of dreams, empty of joy 
and sorrow. 

4. There is nothing to be learned! 
5. A man had appeared, Gotama by name, the exalted one, the 

Buddha, he had overcome the suffering of the world in himself and 
had halted the cycle of rebirths. 

6. I have grown distrustful and tired against teachings and learning, 
and that my faith in words, which are brought to us by teachers, is 
small. 

7. I do not seek to walk on water 
8. This man, this Buddha was truthful down to the gesture of his last 

finger. This man was holy. 
9. Suffering was life, full of suffering was the world, but salvation from 

suffering had been found: salvation was obtained by him who would 
walk the path of the Buddha. 

10. Govinda, my friend, now you have taken this step, now you have 
chosen this path. Always, oh Govinda, you�ve been my friend, 
you�ve always walked one step behind me. Often I have thought: 
Won�t Govinda for once also take a step by himself, without me, out 
of his own soul? 

11. You�ve heard the teachings, oh son of a Brahman, and good for 
you that you�ve thought about it thus deeply. You�ve found a gap in 
it, an error. You should think about this further. 

12. Slowly walking along, Siddhartha pondered. He realized that he 
was no youth any more, but had turned into a man.  

13. He looked around, as if he was seeing the world for the first 
time. Beautiful was the world, colourful was the world, strange and 
mysterious was the world!  

14. �How deaf and stupid have I been!� he thought, walking swiftly 
along. 

15. Out of this moment, when the world melted away all around 
him, when he stood alone like a star in the sky, out of this moment 



of a cold and despair, Siddhartha emerged, more a self than before, 
more firmly concentrated. He felt: This had been the last tremor of 
the awakening, the last struggle of this birth. And it was not long 
until he walked again in long strides. . . 

16. Siddhartha learned something new on every step of his path, for 
the world was transformed, and his heart was enchanted. He saw 
the sun rising over the mountains with their forests and setting 
over the distant beach with its palm-trees. At night, he saw the 
stars in the sky in their fixed positions and the crescent of the moon 
floating like a boat in the blue. 

17. �This is a beautiful river,� he said to his companion. 
�Yes,� said the ferryman, �a very beautiful river, I love it more than 
anything. Often I have listened to it, often I have looked into its 
eyes, and always I have learned from it. Much can be learned from 
a river.� 

18. Under black hair, which made to tower high on her head, he saw 
a very fair, very delicate, very smart face, a brightly red mouth, like 
a freshly cracked fig, eyebrows which were well tended and painted 
in a high arch, smart and watchful dark eyes, a clear, tall neck 
rising from a green and golden garment, resting fair hands, long 
and thin, with wide golden bracelets over the wrists. 

19. The next person who came along this path he asked about the 
grove and for the name of the woman, and was told that this was 
the grove of Kamala, the famous courtesan, and that, aside from 
the grove, she owned a house in the city. 

20. But out of all secrets of the river, he today only saw one, this 
one touched his soul. He saw: this water ran and ran, incessantly it 
ran, and was nevertheless always there, was always an at all times 
the same and yet new in every moment!  

21. But when Siddhartha fell silent, and a long silence had occurred, 
then Vasudeva said: �It is as I thought. The river has spoken to 
you. It is your friend as well, it speaks to you as well.  

22. Without speaking, she looked at him, and he saw the life fading 
from her eyes. When the final pain filled her eyes and made them 
grow dim, when the final shiver ran through her limbs, his finger 
closed her eyelids. 

23. Siddhartha understood that his son did not know him, that he 
could not love him like a father.  

24. Slowly, he hoped to win him over, by friendly patience. 
25. �Oh yes, he too is called upon, he too is of the eternal life. But 

do we, you and me, know what he is called upon to do, what path 
to take, what actions to perform, what pain to endure? 

26. Who has kept the Samana Siddhartha safe from Sansara, from 
sin, from greed, from foolishness? Were his father�s religious 



devotion, his teachers' warnings, his own knowledge, his own 
search able to keep him safe? 

27. Which father, which teacher had been able to protect him from 
living his life for himself, from soiling himself with life, from 
burdening himself with guilt, from drinking the bitter drink for 
himself, from finding his path for himself? Would you think, my 
dear, anybody might perhaps be spared from taking this path?  

28. When he ferried travellers of the ordinary kind, childlike people, 
businessmen, warriors, women, these people did not seem alien to 
him as they used to: he understood them, he understood and 
shared their life, which was not guided by thoughts and insight, but 
solely by urges and wishes, he felt like them. 

29. �He remembered how he, a long time ago, as a young man, had 
forced his father to let him go�, how he had bid his farewell to him, 
how he had gone and had never come back. Had his father not also 
suffered the same pain for him, which he now suffered for his son? 
Had his father not long since died, alone, without having seen his 
son again?  

30. �Everything together, all voices, all goals, all yearning, all 
suffering, all pleasure, all that was good and evil, all of this 
together was the world. All of it together was the flow of events, 
was the music of life.  

31. �When Siddhartha was listening attentively to this river, this 
song of a thousand voices, when he neither listened to when he 
heard them all, perceived the whole, the oneness, then the great 
song of the thousand voices consisted of a single word, which was 
Om: the perfection. 

32. �What should I possibly have to tell you, oh venerable one? 
Perhaps that you�re searching far too much? That in all that 
searching, you don�t find the time for finding?� finding means: 
being free, being open, having no goal.� 

33. �Striving for your goal, there are many things you don�t see, 
which are directly in front of your eyes.� 

34. Wisdom cannot be passed on. 
35. Knowledge can be conveyed, but not wisdom. It can be found, it 

can be lived, it is possible to be carried by it, miracles can be 
performed with it, but it cannot be expressed in words and taught 

36. Deeply, he bowed, touching the ground, before him who was 
sitting motionlessly, whose smile reminded him of everything he 
had ever loved in his life, what had ever been valuable and holy to 
him in his life.  


