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TABLEAU TWO - The Seven Treasures 
Year: 10,861 B.C. in Jammu, Kashmir 

Near the headwaters of the East branch of the Indus River where the 
border of India and China is today, with the Karakoram mountains to the 

North 
 

"Love rules the court, the camp, the 

grove, 

The men below and the saints above; 

For love is heaven and heaven is 

love." 

 
It was in the year 10,861 BC; by our standards today. 

For the people of that time and that world, it was known 
as the "Year of the Mournful Hototogisu." The Hototogisu 
was a rare cuckoo bird and it was said that in the ninth 
moon, when the mountains turn white on the distant 
horizon, the Silver Trees along the ‘River of Seven 
Treasures’ turn golden; then the Hototogisu will sing its 
last mournful cry, for the Golden Age of the 6th world 
cycle, the Satya Yuga, shall end. 

 
 

The Prophecy 

n that ancient land, stood the most magnificent palace by the 
Seventh Treasure, the famed plateau shrine of the Four Winds 
along the River of Seven Treasures. There the silver trees 

shimmered in the wind, tossing their glossy surfaces to reveal 
opaque undersides that shone a dull white, yet now with just a 
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fringe of gold. 
“Oh grandfath..., I mean Master. Master! Wait along that lake 

road! I have seen the temple of Chambhala this very day! Yes, 
there at the forest temple, an altar of sticks and stones and a ring 
of fire, but the Princes were gone.” 

“Huh, Chaitya! Come here foolish boy. What an imagination 
you have! You have not seen the Temple of Chambhala. It is far 
towards those whitening mountains in the north. Besides, only a 
Master may take you there... when the Princes so desire of 
course,” said the old man, his balding head, banded by graying 
long hair, shining golden in the afternoon sun slanting over the 
thin blue lake stretching off to the south. The freshening breeze 
kicked up a dusty whirl along River Road. A few villagers passed 
by leading their Dumbras, a miniature stringy-haired horse, 
straddled with supply bags. The old man waved and greeted a few 
cheerfully, they too so happy to see him out walking. 

The old man gently scolded the thin sturdily built boy of 
perhaps seven years: “I ordered you to spend your mornings 
studying your mathematics and astrology lessons from Belithzar!  
I do not wish to deny you recreation. When you go out take your 
music lessons along. Did you do any of these things Chaitya?” 

The energetic youngster dashed up, skipping, kicking up a few 
stones and more dust along the road. “I’ve at least exercised, 
Master. See, I’ve ran all the way from the forest temple.” 

“Running is natural to a boy. But you do not do your yoga. 
You cannot sit still so long. I’m disappointed you do not have 
your fishing pole with you,” the Master said longingly looking 
south along the lakeshore.  

“So, you’ve been up to that ruined hermitage again? And now 
you’re dreaming it is Chambhala. Silly for a boy who should be 
learning all he can. Harmless, I suppose. But you are wasting 
precious time. Harassing monkeys, reading adventure stories. 
You’ll find no special relics there. The “Ring of Fire” and the 
“Travel-Portal” are meta-powers to attain by spiritual study. As 
I’ve said, if you’d only meditate more instead of day-dreaming, 
you’ll not only attain the object of your studies easily, but you’ll 
please me. 
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 Someday, I’ll take you to the Chambhala Temple,” he firmly 
but gently took the boy’s hand, “if you’ll study today! Besides, 
next time bring the monkeys some nuts.” 

The old man trotted along like one twenty years younger. He 
was strong and erect, not stooped; was it the exercises he did 
everyday in the courtyard, where all could see his example? They 
were a series of special movements, simple yet effective. His 
routine was working. He was approaching ninety-seven years, a 
not unreasonable age. 

“Master, I thought it was a message from Chambhala, because 
I found a special box. It had many sticks of unusual shapes, and a 
scroll with instructions to play a game. Is it a special power relic?” 
The boy scratched his head and tossed his hair, sounding excited 
as usual. 

“You have found the old monk Ryokan’s prayer sticks that’s 
all. He’s gone many years, but has preserved his wooden prayer 
box. I will fetch it. Were there little parchments inside? He was a 
great poet. The sticks are used with our Book of Changes to toss in 
piles according to rules of chance. This determines the hexagrams 
that can be coupled into future predictions. Now I must instruct 
you since you are curious. Better than to learn in error. But I’ll do 
so intuitively, I’ve not the time and you have not the patience. 
Study your music and disciplines. Do you understand Chaitya?” 

“Yes Master. I trotted down the hilltop ruins by the stream. I 
saw the Silver Trees; they’re not silver now. They’re fringed gold.” 
said Chaitya. 

“Do you hear? The plateau wind shrine—the wind has shifted 
early this year.” 

“Can one hear a Hototogisu, Master? Or is it only at night?” 
“No. Not now. Perhaps tomorrow. It is the wind shrine 

whistling a soothing harmony. Now there’s a second tone, very 
faint. That’s the harmonic of the first, 12 micro-tones higher. You 
see, the wind is vibrating both sets of strings. It was west this 
morning, now north. What note, Chaitya? Your ears should be 
trained well by now. Sing it, and then figure from the lowest tone 
you blow on your flute.” 

“I do not know master. It sounds higher than my low note. Is 
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it € or ђ, perhaps between? 
“Close. It is raised from your low ₣ to a sharpened ₣. The 

wind has shifted. There’ll be no more rain this year,” said the old 
man. 

“Will winter come early, Master?” 
“Yes. Tomorrow we’ll hike up the River of Seven Treasures. 

We shall see how gold our trees are. We may yet have a few warm 
days, but the rains have ended early. 

Now run home. Your step-family will wonder where you’ve 
been. Come tomorrow by the lake. We’ll hike up to where the 
bottom is pebbly like stars shining on the sandy bottom—a 
special place I love,” said the old man with a tinge of nostalgic 
sadness. “I will meditate here on this rock a few moments, and 
then I must see Belithzar.  He’s making important observations I 
hear.” 

“Thank you grand... I mean Master. I will study tonight. I so 
much look forward to our walk tomorrow,” said the boy. 

“Oh son—I mean Chaitya—bring your fishing pole! We will 
be where the trout hide in the fast water.” The old man called out 
to the boy as he ran back down the River Road. “And bring some 
feathered lures.” Turning back the boy joyfully waved: 

“I will not forget! Tonight I’ll get ready. Thank you master, 
have a nice meditation!” And Chaitya, filled with zest, scrappy 
bronze hair flying, danced off home whistling a joyful tune of his 
own making, full of today’s adventures and tomorrow’s plans. 

         

 

An Ancient Kingdom had been spreading for centuries 
from the valley between the Karakoram Range and the 
Zaskar Mountains, near Leh, on the Indus headwaters, 
spilling out along the route south toward the plains along 
the Indus River. The kingdom had no earthly king 
residing over a material kingdom, but rulers who they 


