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1. Introduction


Herman Hesse’s short novel Siddhartha was an elegant and seductive story portraying the life of a young Brahmin’s search for enlightenment, by way of experiencing the world - first through asceticism, then by means of the teachings of the historic Buddha and finally by full immersion into the world and its vices.  Among the many realizations the main character gets at the end is an understanding of the unreality of time.  I have, in my work, propelled that character through time in what perhaps could be called an apologetics novel.  My background includes undergraduate work in literature and creative writing, an MDiv from Yale University, thirty years as a campus minister at the University of Oregon and adjunct professor of World Religions and Apologetics.  I have published articles and essays.


Along the way, I have Siddhartha lose what Hesse gave him – the illusion of peaceful integration into the unity of all things (settling into pantheism)  – in favor of an understanding of the voice behind the world – her Creator!  Through the vehicle of time travel, beautifully set up by Hesse himself, Siddhartha has dialogues and adventures with Thoreau and Emerson, Jewish scholars in Dachau, the intellectual element of the 60s counter culture, the budding Jesus movement of the late 60s, post-modern relativists, Islamic scholars and Christ himself!  


I believe I have, in this narrative, blended elements of apologetics education and story in a way that draws a reader into a learning adventure.  Chapter 18 is a theoretical discussion of time and time travel in a biblical context.  The end is a bit surprising, as Siddhartha has journeyed to the end of this era only to be sent back to his proper time and place – but with a new task!  It is my theory that, as important as apologetics is, Christians avoid it because it is dry and difficult and non-Christians spurn it because it seems to them to be shallow philosophically.  It takes an excellent book like James Sire’s The Universe Next Door, to bridge the gap.  Perhaps my short experiment will do that in another way.  This short novel should interest college and high school students – Christian and non-Christian alike.  It would fit also in the bibliography of a world religions course.

2. Sample Chapters – One and Five


“Time is not real, Govinda.  I have realized this repeatedly.  And if time is not real, then the dividing line that seems to lie between this world and eternity, between suffering and bliss, between good and evil, is also an illusion..... During deep meditation it is possible to dispel time, to see simultaneously all the past, present and future, and then everything is good, everything is perfect, everything is Brahman.

…. and Govinda saw that this mask-like smile, this smile of unity over the flowing forms, this smile of simultaneousness over the thousands of births and deaths - this smile of Siddhartha - was exactly the same as the calm, delicate, impenetrable, perhaps gracious, perhaps mocking, wise, thousand-fold smile of Gotama, the Buddha.  It was in such a manner, Govinda knew, that the Perfect One smiled.  He bowed low, right down to the ground, in front of the man sitting there motionless, whose smile reminded him of everything that had ever been of value and holy in his life.”1
I. Ancient India
 
Siddhartha placed his hand on Govinda's shoulder as the apparition of unity faded from his view.  Govinda once more felt the pain of his incompleteness and separation, but now he dared to hope that if so much peace could be issued in a moment's experience then that great gift, stored in the memory, would make its recurrence somehow more probable.  He knew enough from his days as the devoted disciple of Gotoma the Buddha not to desire a repetition of the ecstasy.  Siddhartha and Govinda departed after a meal of rice and black bread.  Siddhartha rowed his childhood friend to the other shore and smiled after him as his yellow robes disappeared through the trees.


Siddhartha returned and went to his hut where he and his great friend Vasudeva had together listened to the river teach them the unity of all world processes, all forces whether good or evil, all destinies, all time. 


"This illusion of time is most interesting,” thought Siddhartha.  "Time disappears at the moment one is most reconciled to the present.  When the false self is lost, every thing and every time is within reach."


He allowed his soul to stretch out over the river and fields, over the town where his own years of desire and nausea had taken their course, over the years of his past now summed up in this moving, living wholeness of the present world.  He tasted his own dissolution.  There would be no more rebirth.  He was content to wait for the moment when his body would drop away and Siddhartha would be released.  It was then that a wild rushing thought came to him, like a tree uprooted and carried by the river to the sea.  It startled him with joy, but not so as to disturb the depth of his peace.  So why wait?!  The soul, it appeared to him, already existed in all times.  It was the body that was chained to the place and time of its appointed karma.  But now that he had overcome karma, why not simply will his body through time and arrive at the crossroads of his own death?  There was nothing of importance left to do anyway.  What could more experience, more love or more pain, teach him?


But who had ever dared such a thing?  It was said that Buddha, after having received his release under the Bodhi Tree, pondered for days whether he should pass into nirvana or remain to teach the souls caught in Samsara the way to non-attachment and salvation.  If others had taken the path that Siddhartha now contemplated, time travel towards his own destiny, nothing would perhaps be recorded, no stories could be told.  These spiritual vagabonds would simply disappear from history as they ventured forth to meet themselves in eternity's mirror. 


Siddhartha again stretched out his soul in all directions and beheld the unity and therefore the non-existence of linear time.  All things were possible and yet all things were mysterious and therefore always unknown to some degree.  With his soul in complete mastery over his body and his time he began the forward motion.  The world was a blur of colors, cascading from the furthest reaches of his mind and making their impression on his eyes.  The colors of trees and sky, earth and river all met one another and disappeared into a hollow vortex that at once swallowed up all things and then issued them forth again.  Siddhartha then realized he had moved his body through time and, because of curiosity or doubt, he stopped.


It had been late summer a moment before.  As Siddhartha gazed around, the buds of spring, the wet chill of a March morning, and a light rain all met his senses.



"I have traveled perhaps six months in a moment," thought Siddhartha with a wonder not unlike a child's.


Then he rose from the trunk of the old tree where he had sat overlooking the swollen river and walked up the mud-washed trail to his hut.  What he saw completely disturbed, not his peace, but his bearings.  Where the hut had stood there were charred stumps.  As Siddhartha looked up he saw the branches of the trees that circled the hut, making the natural grove that he loved, burnt to the trunk.  As he observed more closely, green twigs and foliage had sprouted, some to the length of an arm.  It then occurred to Siddhartha that he had arrived in this present future at least two years later and not merely six months.  He looked for his ferry boat but found no trace.  


Siddhartha wandered down to the bank and peered over the brush into the moving water.  The voice of the river still hovered over the moving changeless drama and still encompassed the thousand voices with the eternal sound of Om.  He looked intently at his own reflection.  Nothing had changed.  His short beard was the same and his clothing showed no sign of wear or disturbance.  The truth of this startled Siddhartha but, like so many other new discoveries, was swallowed up by his peace.  It was plain though that the time travel he had considered and successfully accomplished did not age him.  And if he would not age then he could never of his own efforts come to the moment of death and final release - moksha.  If he moved himself forward in time a thousand years, still his body would not age.  Move or not, Siddhartha was wedded to his destiny where movement was to be as that of every other man, no matter what time he inhabited.  Laughter, deep and powerful, loosed itself from his heart and he was content.


To be one with the world and now able to walk a path along time was reminding Siddhartha of moments in his early childhood when innocence spawned joy and wonder at the interplay of nature and her colors as he ran from home to the temple where his father had been priest.  There was no need to distinguish one thing from another, desire one thing over another, nor be dismayed about anything in particular.  What it was in childhood that sometimes disturbed this spontaneity he could only surmise as his growing mind had been shaped by the discipline of his parents.  He had obeyed them but could not return his father's love.  Yet memory of his mother's gentleness now eased the pain of lost simplicity.  


"I wonder what would happen if I moved back along the path of time,” thought Siddhartha.  "Would I remain at my present age or would I recede into the Siddhartha that was?  I would have much encouragement for him."


Once again this man who had cut ties with his natural time lifted his soul to the eternal passageways and peered intently from where he had come.  Whether it was the impossibility that he should become himself before the great peace settled over him, or whether the past was simply sealed in rock-hard fact, Siddhartha knew at once that backward travel was not open.  His story had been written precisely as it was, even the lapse of the two years in which he had become discontinuous with history was itself unalterable.  The present danced all about him with intentional life, yet without apparent meaning.


"Meaning and purpose are always emerging in the future,” he thought.  "Yet desire for present meaning ruins the joy of the present.  It is asking something which the present moment cannot deliver.  Sometimes the meaning of the past becomes clear.  But it is often a truth written in the sand.  And what is the future save more of the present with its same emptiness of answers?  The present contains no answer in itself.”


These were Siddhartha's thoughts as he again turned his gaze toward the charcoal pile that had been his hut, now glistening in the mist.  "It is not my destiny to do as Vasudeva did and walk into the woods, into the unity of all things, and there starve myself to death.  No, I need do nothing, yet I know I am destined for other and stranger events than I have known.  Did not the Buddha delay his final release to teach others the path?  But I have renounced the teaching that comes with words.  How could I accomplish what the illustrious one labored at for a lifetime?  Did not my friend Govinda, who spent many years at the perfect one's feet, fail to find peace?  My destiny is to teach wordlessly and........perhaps in other times.”


As he considered these things a gentle breeze blew around his face, and the woods and the river curved and receded as if they existed in a glass ball.  It seemed that the world itself were inside him, and he was on the outside in some mysterious way.  The corridor through which he had come opened again with its swirling riot of colors and its spinning vortex.  How far ahead would he go?  He had come far enough to establish the reality of time travel.  But had he controlled the duration?  The two year journey had happened to him, had controlled him.  Whatever was happening would happen.  With no thought this time of experimentation, Siddhartha surrendered himself to his disappearance and moved into an unknown future.  His heart remained steady.  All else gave way.

V. A Visitor

Siddhartha had walked no more than an hour when the road split.  One way kept with the bend in the river towards the village and Siddhartha could see people carrying buckets returning to their houses.  The path to the left disappeared into the woods.  At first he scarcely noted the man in the straw hat smoking a pipe who was busily gathering berries from the bushes that appeared along one side.  What captured his attention was the fiery red and deep orange of the broad leaf forest.  Everywhere the foliage was displayed like an artist's bright canvas.  Suddenly a flash of orange darted across the road and disappeared as though the color from the trees were too much alive to sit still.  A white tipped tail remained visible long enough for Siddhartha to identify the fox and then it was gone.


"Hallo," called the man in the straw hat, "the foxes are on the hunt now.  So is every creature in the forest.  First snow is soon no doubt, last chance for berries too."  The man paused as he took in Siddhartha and his strange clothing.  Siddhartha wondered what manner of people he had come to now.  How he should discern the year of his arrival in this paint-brushed country seemed impossible.  He was having some doubts about whether he was traveling through time at all.  Perhaps something else was happening.


"Are you a Hindu then," asked the man as he approached.  It was not an unfriendly or judgmental question, but one of good natured curiosity.  "Name's Thoreau,” he said and offered a calloused and weathered hand.  "Henry Thoreau.”


"I am Siddhartha, son of the Brahmin priest, Raj Deva.  I lived in the Indus Valley.....some years ago.  I am a traveler.  This is a wondrous land.  Can you tell me where I am?"


Thoreau removed his pipe and an ironic grin creased his face.  "Well, I am not sure the people of Concord, Massachusetts are ready for a real Brahmin in their midst, good industrious Christians that they are.  But that's where you are.  Did you arrive by ship into Boston then?"


"I came...........by way of the river," Siddhartha said quietly.  "Tell me, does not this river have a single voice that instructs and sings and calls to you?  There is a river where I lived that speaks with many voices and with one, but not like this."


"Aha" cried Thoreau with obvious delight.  "This calls for more than a conversation on the road.  If you have the morning free and want some breakfast, come home with me.  These berries will go well with the pickerel (Do you eat fish? Good!) and I will brew some tea and we will talk about the voice of the river and the forest and my little lake.  My cabin is small - I built it myself.  But it will house our conversation even if we invite the universe in.  You will come?  Good."


Siddhartha no longer wondered that each new person seemed versed in his own language.  For all he knew, he was speaking in the stranger's tongue.  He was quite content to have an offer of a meal and to spend time with a man who was so quick to speak of the river's voice.  He realized how much he missed the quiet talks with Vasudeva who understood more quickly than he, the nuances of the manifold voice of the river and the Om that united its complexity into unity.


Would Vasudeva have understood this river?  It rang with an authority, a voice of thunderous laughter.  There was something that challenged the unity of Om, something like the teacher's voice who had invited him to stay and predicted that they would meet again.  The river also sang of a reunion.  But it was not a return to undifferentiated unity -  it was something else.  Siddhartha followed Thoreau on the path away from the river and after half an hour stood before the door of a single room cabin on a small lake, ringed by the fire and gold of the forest.


"Walden in the fall is what first lured me here," said Thoreau. "The pickerel have their spawning colors and swarm around the shallows there and in the weeds.  You can see their stippled emerald backs and the gold tips of their fins.  I took two this morning.  In another two weeks you could not eat them.  They are right down here tied off this branch."


He emerged holding two fish on a string and indicated to Siddhartha that he should enter the cabin.  Siddhartha warmed at the simplicity of the room.  Thoreau blew on the embers of a fire in a small blackened stove and added sticks and short white branches.  Muddy boots, socks and a red shirt hung on the wall nearby.  There was a cot made of chopped and tied boughs, a table, three chairs and a shelf of books above the table.  Wax candles in various stages of blackened disfigurment, stuck to the end of the shelf.  Thoreau put a kettle on the stove while red flames danced and crackled filling the cabin with warmth.  Siddhartha felt sleepy.


Before long Thoreau handed Siddhartha a steaming mug of tea and then took a seat himself at the opposite corner of the room.  


"Voices in the river call for a little distance between us," he mused.  "If the topic were the weather, or the politics of Concord, or the governor's new slaves, we might start out together at the table.  But the voices behind nature call for the full use of this little ship of mine.  (He motioned with his pipe hand indicating the rustic cabin.)  We need room to trim our sails."


"So tell me," continued Thoreau, "A Brahmin, a world traveler comes to America, hears a voice in the river and wonders.  I should have thought your tradition would inform you that all creation speaks with one voice."


The matter-of-fact common sense startled Siddhartha.  He had never heard of America and had become accustomed to hearing very different views on the world since he began his travel through time.  There was something of the academic in this fair skinned man, yet something of the contemplative too.  Behind the humorous bearded smile and the merry eyes was a deep connection with the world that went beyond the classifications of knowledge.  Siddhartha began to probe.


"You then understand the unity of it all?  You have heard the voice of the One in the Many," offered Siddhartha, feeling some confusion himself.  "You are right about my tradition as you call it.  I have known of Om since my childhood.  My father recited the Vedas.  I could also recall them perfectly.  But I finally abandoned the way of teachers and plunged, first into the world and then into the world of my own soul.  But these distinctions seemed to me to work only for the teachers.  They do not help a man die to himself.  They do not allow Om to be what it is.  But here is the thing.  A suspicion has crept into my thinking that Om is not what it seems to be.  For awhile it encompassed everything - all lesser things.  This is the teaching.  This was the truth.  Now it seems like there is something else."


Thoreau had followed the logic perfectly. He nodded and relit his pipe.  "I do love the deep end of the lake,' he chuckled, "my friend Waldo says that each man is open on one side of his being to an infinite spiritual ocean.  You are Neptune come from the deeps, I warrant.  But tell me.... what is the problem with the voice of the Concord River?  Surely it is also a part of all that exists."


"It speaks differently," said Siddhartha,  "It calls to me from outside of the world, from beyond all worlds.  I did not think it was possible.  I do not know what it is yet, but this much I know - it seemed to me that when my self merged into a seamless continuity with the universe, I knew then that there was nothing left between me and it.  We (what can I say) were One.  But something in this voice reestablishes the division.  And not only between myself and the world, but between me and all other things."


"I see," laughed Thoreau, "and the Christians would say it is God.  But my friend Emerson and I are rowing on the river in the opposite direction.  We have left behind the old anthropomorphic deity of the Bible and have embraced instead the enlightened knowledge of your Indian culture.  Brahman, or as Waldo calls it, the Over-soul - the unity of all being and beings is the god behind god.  I admit that it raises certain problems in my own thinking that Emerson hasn't addressed very satisfactorily, but he is content to spin the gossamer and let others take it on the road."


"I too have found it unhelpful to imagine that a god, a being like any man, could aid me in what was my quest.  The quest ended.  I only sought to venture beyond time and meet my destiny there," said Siddhartha.


"I do not know what you mean by that last remark," ventured Thoreau, "but it smells of desire and the Buddha taught that desire was the beginning of sorrows."


Siddhartha moved to the edge of his seat.  "How long ago did the Buddha live?" he asked.


"Surely you would know!" said Thoreau incredulously, "Over twenty-three centuries of course.  Before Christ by five hundred years more or less.  This is common knowledge."


Siddhartha smiled to himself and shook his head, "Twenty three hundred years...."  He sat for a long time in silence.  Was it possible that in the journey he had undertaken he had lost the enlightenment he once had?  That the question would even occur was suggestive that something had changed in Siddhartha.  As a young man he had wondered at times about the ancient assertion that knowledge of the Oneness had been lost by the human race through desire and ignorance.  If all was One, then there was nowhere for the ignorance to have come from.  And now it seemed that Oneness, once it was discovered, could be lost again.  Perhaps it wasn't Brahman, the unity of all things that dispels the illusions.  Perhaps Brahman itself was an illusion, in fact the greatest of illusions.  Finally Siddhartha asked, "Christ?  Who is Christ?"


Thoreau by now was deeply puzzled by this visitor to his cabin by the pond.  For an educated Hindu to be asking, quite sincerely, about the Buddha and the Christ fell short of his expectations to say the least.  Siddhartha did not appear to be in any way deranged.  What had he meant by “venturing beyond time?”  He knocked out his pipe, set it by the stove and reached for a book.  "Jesus Christ," he said flatly, searching Siddhartha's eyes for some recognition.  "The founder of Christianity, the idol of the church, the moral captain of Europe and America.  There are Christian churches in India too.  The English have seen to that."


Thoreau opened the black book towards the end and began to read.

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.  The same was in the beginning with God.  All things were made by him; and without him was not any thing made that was made.  In him was life; and the life was the light of men.  And the light shineth in darkness; and the darkness comprehended it not.  There was a man sent from God, whose name was John.  The same came for a witness, to bear witness of the Light, that all men through him might believe.  He was not that Light, but was sent to bear witness of that Light.  That was the true Light, which lighteth every man that cometh into the world.  He was in the world, and the world was made by him, and the world knew him not.  He came unto his own, and his own received him not.  But as many as received him, to them gave he power to become the sons of God, even to them that believe on his name:  Which were born, not of blood, nor of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but of God.  And the Word was made flesh, and dwelt among us, (and we beheld his glory, the glory as of the only begotten of the Father,) full of grace and truth.3

"And that is Christ in a nutshell, according to Christianity," he continued.  "You are serious then?  You have never heard these words?"


"It sounds like a fable and yet it enters my heart strangely," Siddhartha mused, "There are stories from the Vedas about the origin of all things.  Each tradition ascribes creation to its own god.  We learn as children to take these as analogies."


“As have we,” returned Thoreau, “so-called Transcendentalists that is.  When you personify the creative force of the universe it is easier for most men to grasp it.  The human race wants to worship a person, you know.  But my friend Waldo says that one grasps the ultimate, not with the categories of the mind, but with a direct leap of the intuition.  

The theologians at Harvard tell me that the section I read you from the Bible is revealed truth - revelation.  Emerson says that direct knowing is far superior.  That is why I live out here far from my neighbors.  I feast on direct knowledge every day.  Nature herself is my banquet.  Let me read you something from one of Waldo's essays."  


He grabbed a little green book from his shelf and opened it to where a flower had been pressed.


The Supreme Critic on the errors of the past and the present and the only prophet of that which must be is that great nature in which we rest as the earth lies in the soft arms of the atmosphere; that Unity, that Over-Soul, within every man's particular being is contained and made one with all other; that common heart of which all right action is submission; that overpowering reality which confutes our tricks and talents and constrains everyone to pass for what he is and to speak from his character and not from his tongue, and which evermore tends to pass into our thought and hand and become wisdom and virtue and power and beauty.  We live in succession, in division, in parts, in particles.  Meantime within man is the soul of the whole; the wise silence; the universal beauty, to which every part and particle is equally related; the eternal One.  And this deep power in which we exist and whose beatitude is all accessible to us is not only self-sufficing and perfect in every hour, but the act of seeing and the thing seen, the seer and the spectacle, the subject and the object, are one.


Only itself (“the eternal oneness, he means,” interjected Thoreau) can inspire whom it will, and behold! their speech shall be lyrical and sweet and universal as the rising of the wind.  Yet I desire, even by profane words if I might not use sacred, to indicate the heaven of this deity and to report what hints I have collected of the transcendent simplicity and energy of the Highest Law.4

At this Thoreau laughed and snorted.  "You see, even the great Emerson has to smuggle in the anthropomorphic deity at the end.  But I can tell you first hand that he means no such thing.  It is the direct perception of the universal Law that inspires.  Some call Emerson a mystic.  Others call him heretic.  At any rate, he redefined Christianity and for that he was forced to give up his church and his ministry.  Jesus, he thinks, was an enlightened teacher like Buddha.  How could anyone be more than entirely enlightened?"


"Yes," Siddhartha responded, "how indeed?!  These thoughts of your friend are familiar to me.   I would have also said once that every hour is perfect when you understand that all of life works together towards a common destiny.  I thought we needed evil along with the good; sin along with virtue in order to accept the world the way it is.  However......the voice of your river carries a knowledge different from this.  Do you not hear it?"


"I do not know about voices in the Concord," mused Thoreau, "but you have put your finger on the one thing I cannot seem to accept from Emerson's transcendent realm.  And that is his reconciliation of evil – a necessary corollary of good.  I sometimes house a runaway negro and get him on to freedom.  Slavery plays no acceptable part in the scheme of things as far as I can see - the whippings, the hangings, the suppression of education.  In the South and, if the truth be told, in much of the North they use the Bible as justification - "the natural order of creation" they call it.  Well, I know they are misreading the book.  But Emerson's ideas just seem to lead to the conclusion - whatever is, is right.  Well, I get some negro across the line to freedom and so I am also right.  Can we both be right?  I don't think so.  Actually Emerson abhors slavery too.  And he would cry evil if some miscreant attacked his household.  The unity of all things feels like truth when you are sitting by Walden Pond on a fall day.  But it doesn't hold up under that old problem of evil.  Transcendentalism was a heady liberation for awhile there.  But you can't walk with it if you know what I mean."


"I do know that I am discovering that Oneness does not fulfill my heart and I have only learned this of late,” returned Siddhartha.  “If I had remained by the river of my land and contented myself with the Song of Eternity, the Holy Om, I would never have discovered that ....something... exists entirely (but not entirely) outside (in some sense).  Do I make sense?  Why do I feel this intense desire to make sense?  It is one more symptom of my return to unrest.  From the moment I reached out through the window of time, nothing has been the same.  And the voice!  It calls and now I sense it, even though we are a furlong from the river.  Tell me friend, there is more about the Christ?  The reading mentioned a man named John.  Who is he?  Is there more?"


"Oh yes," replied Thoreau, "Christianity regards this as the most solemn history."  By this time he had suspended his disbelief that this Occidental had no acquaintance with the Bible, as unlikely as it was.  "Actually I know most of the Vedic myths, and the gospels do not really read in the same way.  The writer Luke has always seemed to me to be a very adequate historian and risks mentioning dates and places and governors so that you could go check him out if you were of a mind.  But what do you say we bake a couple pickerel and boil some beans and potatoes?  An introduction to Christianity is at least a two hour project and we would do better with some food.  How long has it been since breakfast?" he asked.


Siddhartha fixed Thoreau's merry blue eyes with a look of mystery.  "I think it may be somewhat over two thousand years,” he said, "But never the less, I am hungry."

3. Chapter Summary

1. Ancient India

As Siddhartha watches the departure of his childhood friend, he meditates on the unreality of time until it seems to him that time should present no barrier to the traveler who wishes to pursue his destiny.  In Buddhist terms this is a mistake because it reawakens desire.  Traversing six months with a movement of his will, Siddhartha abandons himself to the future.

2. First Century Palestine

Siddhartha comes to a strange land and people, joining a multitude who are transfixed with a charismatic healer and moral teacher.  Still believing in the reality of pantheism and his own enlightenment, he engages the teacher in dialogue, much the way he did in Hesse’s story with the Buddha.  However, in this case the teacher makes claims that only the maker of time itself would utter.  Siddhartha has met Jesus at the height of his ministry.

3. Beyond the River Om

The time traveler departs again, expecting any new time or place to reverberate with the unity of Om.  This time he comes across another river that seems to speak with a different voice.  Somehow he is joined by two other time travelers – his father whom he has not seen since he was a boy and an ancient priest/king (Zadok) who has ravaged his own time and egoistically imagines that he will be lord and master of any new time or place.

4. Reconciliation

Siddhartha makes himself known to his father who is startled by the anomalies of time travel.  Zadok rages at the new voice of the river.  Siddhartha and his father reconcile before the father slips back into the stream of time and disappears.  The river beckons him forward.

5. A Visitor

Siddhartha meets Henry David Thoreau and learns that he is in a place called Massachusetts near the town of Concord.  Thoreau recognizes Siddhartha as a Hindu and invites him to his cabin by Walden Pond.  Siddhartha’s talk of voices in the river seems familiar to Thoreau, who is as versed in pantheistic Hinduism as he is in Christianity.  He introduces Siddhartha to the Transcendentalist movement and the thoughts of Ralph Waldo Emerson.

6. Siddhartha Tells His Story

Siddhartha tells his life’s story to Thoreau, including his adventures in time travel.  They discuss the problem of blending good and evil which is acceptable within the framework of pantheism but not in Biblical Christianity.  They talk about “lost estates” and paradise, which sets up the need for a Savior and the next day’s discussion.

7. The Voice Has A Name

Thoreau launches into an introduction to Christianity, comparing various beliefs in a lost paradise.  The life, identity and work of Jesus are laid out by Thoreau who is sympathetic but more eastern leaning himself than others of his time.  Siddhartha begins to realize that he has met this phenomenal teacher Jesus in the beginning of his travels.  They decide to visit Emerson the next day.

8. Oil And Water

Thoreau and Siddhartha walk into town, startling the good people of Concord.  They arrive at Emerson’s home only to find Zadok the priest emerging from the front door in a rage.  He has tangled with Emerson and doused him with hot oil from a lamp.  They have talked about spirit forces and the harmony of the universe.  Zadok has bristled at Emerson’s professorial manner.  Siddhartha, sensing disaster, follows Zadok to the old north bridge where he lays hold of him and sets his will again for the future.

9. Dachau

As Siddhartha and Zadok enter the time vortex they separate.  Siddhartha emerges in a cattle car with imprisoned Jews on their way to the Dachau concentration camp near Munich.  During the trip he remembers his love for Kamala, the mother of his son.  Siddhartha is thrown into the barracks as a kind of Gypsy-Jew and finds that Zadok, with his memory somewhat impaired, has become a sadistic camp guard.  Siddhartha befriends a young Jewish boy named Asher who has lost his parents in the process.  Siddhartha has not experienced evil this deep and obvious before.

10. Timing

Life in the camp is explored, as well as the religious and philosophical suffering and outrage experienced by the Jewish community.  Siddhartha knows that he has a way out – escape once again, into the future.  But he is determined to bring Asher with him, and Zadok too, if possible.  The opportunity arises one evening during a deep discussion that includes the ideas of the rabi, a young Lutheran minister and Dr. Frankl (who invented logo therapy after his incarceration in a Nazi camp).  Zadok busts in to break up the late night debate and is grabbed by Siddhartha once more, along with Asher, and propelled into an unknown time and place.

11. Chemical Enlightenment

Siddhartha and Asher emerge in Berkeley, California near Telegraph Ave. and the university at the height of the counterculture and the psychedelic drug traffic.  They meet a young man named Eli, stoned on acid, who rambles on about the confluence of a fire in the sky, the end times and the book of Revelation.  For Eli, drugs has been a means to enlightenment in the eastern sense, but he is experiencing  diminishing returns on his acid trips.

12. Massacre In The Park

Eli discourses on the connections between fiery judgment and the fire in the sky while reading passages from Revelation.  Fiction meets with historic reality as they are caught up in a confrontation with national guardsmen.  Eli is shot.  Siddhartha and Asher make their way to the Berkeley Christian Coalition house.

13. The Last Days

In the Jesus Movement community, Siddhartha and Asher hear teaching that connects the dots between the violence of the last days, the return of Christ and the message of salvation.  Asher commits his life and is baptized.  On a walk, Siddhartha and Asher spot Zadok in a house watching television and drinking beer.  His memory and bearing continue to diminish as he travels through time.  Siddhartha leaves Asher in Berkeley and journeys on into the future.

14. A New Century

Siddhartha finds himself in Stratford, England in 2010 and walking by the Avon River.  He hears the new voice in the Avon, but greatly diminished as is appropriate for a “post-Christian” nation.  He takes a tour of the family home of Shakespeare and joins a student discussion group led by a professor who quotes Shakespeare and encourages disparaging of finding absolute truth.

15. The Fruit Of Subjectivity

The group adjourns to a pub to continue their sophisticated banter about relativism spurred on by a famous quote from Lewis Carroll.  There is dialogue amongst the students about existentialism, the inadequacy of the mind to grasp truth and the post-modern insistence that words create reality without signifying anything objective.  The chapter ends with a would-be suicide bomber scaring everyone into a newfound sobriety but deciding not to do any harm.  Siddhartha is on his way to talk to her when he once more loses himself to the forward press of Time.

16. Three Religions, One Truth

Siddhartha finds himself in Jerusalem about 2012 a.d. and is reunited with a middle-aged Asher, who is delighted to see his adopted father.  They catch up on elapsed time, which is decades for Asher and a day for Siddhartha.  Asher has become a profound teacher and scholar of the Scriptures and is anticipating prophetic events in Jerusalem.  Siddhartha has long since sensed that something besides his own will has been propelling him through time.  The new voice of the rivers and that of creation are agitated in this place and time.

17. The Religion Of The Prophet

Asher invites Siddhartha to participate in a respectful dialogue with a group of Muslim scholars – a weekly event that Asher has attended for sometime.  They discuss the Islamic idea that it is a disgrace to attribute fatherhood of a son to the Almighty.  There is also discussion of the Muslim claim that the Bible has been corrupted.  Explosions in the street break up the meeting as Siddhartha and Asher retreat to a safe house.

18. About Time

While they wait for the streets to calm, Siddhartha and Asher delve into the mysteries of Time, God and time travel.  Asher points to the passage in Hebrews 6 that speaks of the “powers of the age to come” that may indicate that the redeemed will have access to past, present and future.

19. Prelude To Invasion

When Siddhartha had arrived in Jerusalem, Asher told him of the impending destruction of the Dome of the Rock – a Muslim holy place that, if destroyed, would bring an immediate response of war from many  nations.  As Siddhartha is spending some wonderful moments with Asher’s wife and grandson while continuing to plumb the depths of the meaning of Siddhartha’s odyssey, the long awaited events  begin to unfold.  Earth movers begin to descend on the mosque and the nations cross the borders to descend on Israel.

20. The Nations Begin Their Move

Siddhartha and Asher make their way to the Wailing Wall to observe the cataclysm.  Siddhartha reads prophetic passages of Scripture scrawled on slips of paper and stuck between the stones of the wall.  Asher returns to his family and Siddhartha is caught up in a unique suspension of time where he sees events past, present and future as they affect Israel.  Armies invade and retreat, temples are constructed and destroyed, faces and events from Siddhartha’s life appear and recede.  All the time, he can feel his back leaning on the Wailing Wall.

21. The Return

As the vision clears, Siddhartha is still at the wall, but the mosque is gone and a grassy hill filled with colorful rejoicing throngs of people meet his gaze.  Asher and his family come to him and tell him that the Lord is coming to speak with him.  Siddhartha and Jesus meet again and clear up some of the mysteries that have made up his voyage through time.

22. Epilogue

Siddhartha is sent back to his own time at precisely the moment his boyhood friend Govinda is disappearing from view.  He calls to him that there is more to talk about!

Note: This manuscript, in my formatting, is 143 pages and 41,581 words.  There is also an introduction that runs a little over two pages.
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