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You Call Yourself a Farmer?
Kasibharadvaja Sutta

Sutta Nipata 76-80

At one time the Buddha was living in Magadha, just below the hills, near a brahman village
called Ekanala. At that time the brahman Kasibharadvaja had yoked together a number of

plows, for it was planting time.

The Buddha arose in the morning, and having dressed and taken up his bowl he went up to
where the brahman Kasibharadvaja was working. At that time the farmer was feeding his
workers. So the Buddha went up to where that feeding was taking place and stood to one side.

Seeing the Buddha standing there for alms, the brahman Kasibharadvaja said this to him:
“1, recluse, plow and sow; and only after having plown and sown do I eat. You too should plow
and sow; and only after having plown and sown should you eat.”

“I do indeed plow and sow, brahman.” replied the Buddha, “And only after having plown

and sown do I eat.”

“But, Gotama, we do not see your yoke and plough, nor your ploughshare, oxen or goad.
And yet you say you plow and sow, and eat only after having plown and sown!
And then the brahman Kasibharadvaja addressed the Buddha with this verse:

kassako patijanasi,

na ca passama te kasim,
kasin no pucchito brithi,
yatha janemu te kasim.

saddha bijam, tapo vutthi,
paiiiid me yuganangalam,
hiri isa, mano yottam,
sati me phalapacanam.

kayagutto vacigutto
ahare udare yato

saccam karomi niddanam,
soraccam me pamocanam,

viriyam me dhuradhorayham,
yogakkhemadhivahanam
gacchati anivattantam,
yattha gantva na socati.

evam esa kasi kattha,

sa hoti amatapphala:

etam kasim kasitvana
sabbadukkha pamuccati ti.

So you claim to be a farmer...

But we do not see you ploughing!

Tell me, since you're asked, of ploughing,
So I'll know what you call “ploughing”.

Faith is the seed, practice the rain,

And wisdom is my yoke and plough.
Modesty’s the pole, mind the strap,
Mindfulness my ploughshare and goad.

Body and speech are guarded well,

And food and drink have been restrained.
Truthfulness I use for weeding,

And gentleness urges me on.

Effort is my beast of burden,
Pulling me onward to safety.
On it goes without returning,
Where, having gone, one does not grieve.

This is how I plough my ploughing—

The crop it yields is deathlessness!

And when one has ploughed this plouging,
One is released from all suffering.

Then the brahman Kasibharadvaja filled a large bronze bowl with food and offered it to the
Buddha: “Please eat, Gotama sir, this food! You are indeed a farmer! Surely you plough the

ploughing that yields the crop of deathlessness!”
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