Brightly, the ferryman's smile lit up; softly, he touched Siddhartha's arm and said: "Ask the river about it,
my friend! Hear it laugh about it! Would you actually believe that you had committed your foolish acts in
order to spare your son from committing them too? And could you in any way protect your son from
Sansara6? How could you? By means of teachings, prayer, admonition? My friend, have you entirely
forgotten that story, that story containing so many lessons, that story about Siddhartha, a Brahman's
son? 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? 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 friend, anybody might perhaps be spared
from taking this path? That perhaps your little son would be spared, because you love him, because you
would like to keep him from suffering and pain and disappointment? But even if you would die ten times

for him, you would not be able to take the slightest part of his destiny upon yourself."
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