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Editorial 
 

Om Sai Ram dear friends, brothers, and sisters. Hope this edition of the magazine finds you in the best 

of health and spirits. 

We all are looking for someone to love us unconditionally, someone who can look beyond our 

deficiencies and still love us. However hard we try, we find that while we do our best in loving our 

friends, families, siblings, parents, and children; we still feel deprived. During our youth, we all fall in 

love with attractive persons and we fall in love with famous people. We are drawn towards each other 

by appearances, by qualities, behavior, personalities, etc. We fall in love and we also come out of love. 

Some of us feel we are worthy of love and some of us do not. Many of us are burdened by our 

shortcomings, our failures, our lack of worldly achievements and believe that we are not lovable 

enough. Knowingly or unknowingly, we apply the same set of parameters to other people too. 

In our childhood, we found that in the arms of mother, father, grandparents; we felt most lovable, most 

secure and nothing else mattered. All anxieties and fears disappeared when we were loved when we felt 

safe and secure. 

As we grow up, we realize that however sincere love is of other people; nothing is beyond expectations, 

nothing is unconditional. However, God’s love, love of Guru is unconditional, unadulterated, pure, and 

selfless. Sai-Baba knows all about our good and bad deeds. He knows our thoughts and yet he is willing 

to look beyond all that and accept us in our totality. 

Why should I let go of any person who loves me most, would you? Would I not seek the company of the 

person who loves me the most? 

Take care of yourself and your near and dear ones. Hope you continue to lead lives with happiness, 

peace, and prosperity. With Love and Light to You All. Om Sai Ram. 

~Ashok 
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Baba Lives in Everyone 
 

Baba had become one with every being in the world. Hence the service of any creature ultimately 

reached Baba. 

BREAD FOR BABA 

A lady living at Shirdi would daily bake two breads – one for Baba and another for herself. One day she 

was taking the bread for Baba when a dog approached her, licking its lips in hunger. Instantly, by some 

inner urge, she offered the bread to the dog. She went back and started again to take the other bread 

for Baba. Now a pig approached her, and she offered him that bread too. Then realizing that she had 

nothing to give to Baba, she felt intensely sorry and mentally asked Baba’s pardon. Later, she went to 

Baba and sat with folded hands. Immediately Baba said, “Ma, today you offered me bread twice, so that 

I was doubly satisfied.” The lady thought Baba was taunting her for not giving him anything. 

Remorsefully she cried, “Baba, today I had nothing left with me. So, what could I bring for you?” Baba-

replied, “Ma, you offered one bread to the dog and another to the pig. They both reached me because I 

am one with them.” 

REUNION of LIZARDS 

Once a lizard, perched on a wall in the Dwarkamai began chirping vigorously. This is considered to be an 

ill-omen. So, a devotee asked Baba what evil it portended. Baba said, “There is no evil portend in this. 

The lizard’s sister will presently come here from Aurangabad to meet her. So, she is singing in joy.” 

Everyone there thought Baba was joking. But very soon a bhakta arrived from Aurangabad for Baba’s 

darshan (to meet and seek blessings). And as he opened his sack, a lizard jumped out. Straightaway she 

scaled the wall and embraced her ‘sister’. Their gestures definitely showed that they were overjoyed to 

meet each other. How could Baba know all this beforehand? All were convinced that the two lizards 

were sisters. My young friends, if you were there to, see the meeting, would you not feel the same? 

SERPENT OBEYS BABA 

Serpents and scorpions too were in Baba’s command. Once a cobra bit Shama’s foot and its poison 

began to go up. Shama was brought to Dwarkamai. Sensing the danger to Shama’s life, Baba said sternly, 

stop going up. Come down.” This was a command to the Serpent’s poison, and it obeyed the same 

immediately. 

TIGER’s DEBT PAID 

A darvesh had tamed a tiger who used to do certain tricks and thus maintain himself and his master. As 

the tiger grew old, he could no longer play his tricks. Naturally, he and his master both had to face 

starvation. Ultimately, the tiger became mad and uncontrollable. As he was approaching his end, the 

darvesh brought him to Baba for a last grace. Baba asked the darvesh to release the animal who at once 

became quiet. Approaching Baba, he prostrated himself at Baba’s feet and as Baba was stroking his 
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back, the tiger opened his jaw and breathed his last. Baba said, “This was a great bhakta of Lord Shiva. 

He has gone to Kailash (Lord Shiva’s abode). Now bury his mortal remains in front of Shiva”. Today his 

tomb can be seen in Shirdi. 

By Rajiv Kaicker, New Delhi 
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Baba Speaks in Father’s 
Voice 
Kaka Mahajani’s had a friend who was a devotee of formless God. He had no liking for idol worship. 

Upon insistence by Kaka Mahajani and out of curiosity, he agreed to go to Shirdi with Kaka Mahajani on 

two conditions: 1) That he would not bow to Baba. 2) He would not offer any Dakshina. 

Kaka agreed and they both left Bombay on a Saturday night and reached Shirdi the next morning. As 

soon as their feet touched the steps of the Masjid, Baba, looking at the friend from a distance, 

addressed him with sweet words, “Oh, welcome sir!” 

The voice in which Baba said these words was not his regular voice. It resembled the voice of the 

friend’s father. It reminded him of his departed father, and he became very joyous hearing this. What an 

enchanting power the voice had! With surprised look on his face the friend said, “This is no doubt the 

voice of my father”. Saying this, he went up and placed his head upon Baba’s feet, forgetting his 

resolution. During the day, Baba asked for Dakshina from Kaka twice, once in the morning and again at 

the noon. The friend whispered to Kaka, “Baba asked twice for Dakshina from you. I am with you, yet He 

ignores me?” 

“Why don’t you ask Baba Himself”, was Kaka’s reply. Baba asked Kaka what his friend was whispering to 

him. The friend asked Baba if he could offer any Dakshina. Baba replied, “You had no wish to offer 

dakshina, so you were not asked; but if you want to offer now you may.” 

Hearing this, the friend paid 17 Rupees as Dakshina, the same amount that Kaka had paid. Baba then 

addressed him with a few words of advice, “You destroy the wall (sense of difference) between us so 

that we can see and meet each other face to face”. 

Finally, Baba allowed them to depart; Though the weather was cloudy and not conducive for travel, 

Baba assured them of their safe journey. Both of them reached Bombay safely. When he reached home 

and opened the doors and windows of his house, he found two sparrows had fallen dead on the floor 

and one flew out through a window. He was sad that he did not leave the window open and that caused 

the death of two sparrows. Thinking more about it, it occurred to him that probably the birds had met 

their fate and that Baba had sent him back soon enough to save the third sparrow. Om Sai Ram. 

Source: Sai-Satcharitra 
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Samadhi in 1886 
 

In the year 1886, on the occasion of 'Margsheersh Poornima', Baba had an asthmatic attack because of 

which it became difficult for Him to breathe. He called Mhalsapati and said, "Oh! Disciple, I am going to 

meet Allah. Take care of my body for three days. If I return, I will look after my body myself otherwise 

you keep it near the Neem tree'. Saying this, Baba breathed his last at 10 p.m. His body became pale and 

cold. In no time the news of His demise spread everywhere. Senior police officials and the elders of the 

village came there and formed a committee. A report was made in which it was written that Baba had 

left his body out of his own wish to meet Allah. 

Mhalsapati told the police officers that Baba would return in 3 days, but the police officers did not trust 

him and tried to change his mind. Mhalsapati stuck to his words and said, "Baba is an extraordinary yogi 

and He has many yogic powers. Therefore, it is possible for Him to be alive again. The police officers 

decided to let Mhalsapati keep Baba's body for three days. Mhalsapati sat there for three days with 

Baba's body in his lap. On the third day suddenly, Baba's hands moved, and he opened his eyes. At 3 

a.m. Baba was alive again. His followers who were present there were overjoyed but they were also very 

surprised. All the devotees started praising Baba. Seeing the miraculous power of Baba - Mhalsapati/ 

Bayaja Ma and the other people of Shirdi, started believing in Baba with great devotion and faith. This 

news spread even to the nearby villages and as a result many people started coming from different 

places to see and meet Baba and take his blessings. 
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Dasganu's Bath in Prayag 
 

Dasganu left his job with the police and became Baba's staunch devotee and disciple. After receiving 

Baba's blessings, he decided that he would lead his life singing Bhajans, hymns and praises of the Lord. 

Thousands of people used to gather just to hear his speech. Baba changed him from a man who used to 

recite baseless poems to someone who only sang the praise of the Lord. By taking him in his shelter 

Baba had forgiven his sin. But with human beings, learning is an unending process till the last day of 

one's life. One's mind and brain is indecisive and never stable. We always suspect things. But on the 

other hand, God from time to time takes a human form and spends this life to teach us the facts and 

realities of life. But the vicious circle of suspicion, greed, caste and creed always surrounds us, and it 

prevents us from being one with God. 

On one occasion, Dasganu went to Shirdi to get Baba's blessing and he urged Baba to have bath at the 

holy river of Prayag. Baba said, "There is no need to go that far. Believe me that Prayag is here only. On 

Baba's uttering this, miraculously, the water from the Ganga-Yamuna started flowing from His feet. All 

the devotees present there observed this. Shri Dasganu bowed down in front of Baba and took some 

drops of the flowing holy water to sprinkle over his head. But while doing so he realized that Baba is a 

Muslim saint and doubted in his mind whether taking water from the feet of such a Muslim saint would 

be proper or not? 

Children! God gives blessings to all, but it is for us to get rid of any suspicion and have immense faith in 

Him. Because of one's good deeds (karmas), such opportunities are obtained and therefore one should 

not miss such a valuable moment. Dasganu, too, always felt sorry for missing such an opportunity in life. 

Source: Children’s Sai Baba book by Vikas Mehta 
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Two Billy Goats 
 

Once Baba was returning from Lendi Bagh, he saw a herd of goats. Out of the herd, He liked two goats a 

lot. Baba patted them lovingly and purchased them for Rs. 32. His devotees were quite surprised at this 

behavior as a goat in those days did not cost more than three or four rupees. They thought Baba had been 

cheated, as the two goats should not have costed more than eight rupees. 

They started taunting Baba, but He remained calm and quiet. When Shama and Tatya questioned Him 

regarding this Baba replied, "I am neither married nor do I possess a house for which I have to save 

money/' After saying this he fetched for 4 sers (a unit of measurement in old times) of Dal (pulses) from 

the market and fed them. After feeding them, Baba returned them to their master and told Tatya and 

Shama the story of the previous birth of the goats. "Oh! Shama and Tatya you must be thinking that I have 

been robbed in this bargain. But it is not so, and you must first listen to their story. In the previous birth, 

both of them were human beings and fortunately I knew them. 

They used to sit beside me. They were real brothers and used to love each other a lot but later they 

became sworn enemies. The elder brother was very lazy, but the younger one was very hard working. He 

was doing well in his work and earned a lot of money, which made the elder brother jealous of the younger 

one. He decided to kill his younger brother and rob him of his wealth. They forgot their blood relationship 

and began to quarrel with each other.  

The elder brother made many attempts to murder his younger brother but failed in all of them. On one 

such attempt, the elder brother hit his younger brother on the head with a stick. In return the younger 

brother, too, hit the elder brother on the head with an axe and both died on the spot.  

According to their karmas they were reborn as goats. The moment I saw them, I was reminded of their 

previous birth and I took pity on them. Thus, I decided to serve and feed them and tried to give them 

some happiness. This is the reason that I have spent some money on them, which, according to you, was 

a waste. You did not like this transaction. Therefore, I returned these goats to the shepherd/' Truly, Baba's 

love was great. By doing so He showed his love for all His creatures whether man or animal. 

Source: Children’s Sai Baba book by Vikas Mehta 
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Greed of Money and 
Rebirth Story 
Sri Sai was omniscient, and a perfect God and His divine acts speak of it. He surprised everybody around 

by telling the people stories of their previous birth. One such story which Baba narrated Himself is given 

below: 

"One day in the morning, after having breakfast I went outside for a walk. While I was wandering, I came 

upon a river. I was really tired, so I decided to take rest near the river. The water looked refreshingly 

tempting so I took a bath in the river and all my tiredness was gone. There were trees on the banks of 

the river. A slow breeze was blowing, and its touch cooled the body. I sat down to prepare the Chillum 

when suddenly I heard the croaking of a frog. I continued lighting the Chillum using two stones. 

Suddenly a stranger came to me and invited me to have food in his house. He lit the Chillum and passed 

it to me. He was talking to me when again the frog croaked bitterly. The man looked at me curiously. I 

answered his querying glance by telling him that this frog was in pain and was suffering the sins of his 

previous birth. Everyone must suffer the sins of their previous birth, so there is no vise crying.  

He enjoyed a puff and offered the Chillum to me while deciding to go ahead to find out why the frog was 

crying. Upon moving forward, he found that a snake had caught the frog in its mouth. He returned 

immediately and told me that a snake was about to swallow the frog. I at once said that it couldn't 

happen because I am his protector as well as his Father. I went forward and upon reaching near the 

snake I said, 'Oh! Veerbhadrappa now give up your enmity and start living peacefully. You haven't 

changed a bit even after all this suffering.' Hearing my words, the snake left the frog and slid into the 

river. The poor frog also went away and hid in the bushes. The man, who was watching all this quite 

keenly was amazed at how the snake left the frog after hearing My words and wondered who 

Veerbhadrappa was? What was the reason of their fight? I returned along with him and sat under the 

tree and started narrating him the story of Veerbhadrappa. 

 

Money collected in name of temple story 

 

About 4-5 miles away from my house, there was a holy place where a temple of Lord Shiva was made. 

The temple was not in a good condition and so the people of that place decided to rebuild it. 

They started collecting donations for this noble work and the Seth of that place was appointed as the 

treasurer. The Seth was a great miser and was also extremely greedy. He cunningly grabbed all the 

donations without anyone's knowledge. The temple remained in its former condition. Once again, the 

villagers went to the Seth and urged him to expedite the reconstruction of the temple. The Seth 

convinced the people to give him more money to start the work. But his intentions were still not right, 

and he again acted deceitfully. He took the money and again kept quiet about the whole issue. 
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After some days, Lord Shiva Himself appeared in the dream of the Seih's wife and said, 'Offer a Kalash in 

the temple. Whatever expenses you incur for this, I shall give you back a hundred times of that/ The wife 

informed her husband about the dream. After hearing her story, the Seth said, 'Is it actually possible? 

Well, if God really wants us to donate a Kalash, He can come and tell me to do so in my dream too. This 

dream is not correct, and you just forget about it/ God is never interested in the gift, which is offered 

without the devotee's wish. God is more appreciative of love and devotion. To Him even a very small 

thing given as a token of love is more precious than any riches. Lord Shiva again appeared in the dream 

of the Sethani and said, 'Don't listen to your husband. Start collecting the money yourself for making the 

Kalash. I am fond of your love & devotion. Whatever you want to spend, spend from your own side. 

After this dream she decided to sell her ornaments in order to obtain money for the Kalash. When the 

Seth got to know of his wife's plan, he purchased all the ornaments from her for a thousand rupees. The 

Seth then took those thousand rupees in lieu of the land, which he sold to his wife for making temple. 

However, in reality this was 

not the Seth's own land. The 

land belonged to Dubki, a 

poor lady who had 

mortgaged it with the Seth. 

Dubki had not repaid the 

Seth's loan and taking 

advantage of that, the Seth 

disposed of her land. The 

Seth gave this stony infertile 

land to the Pujari (caretaker 

of the temple) to build the 

temple.  

After a few days a strange 

incident occurred. An 

extremely powerful storm 

broke out and it was 

accompanied by terrifying 

lightning. Unfortunately, a 

bolt of lightning fell on the 

Seth's house he and his wife 

died. As more time passed 

Dubki, who was quite old, 

also died.  
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Next Birth  

In his next birth, the Seth was born in Mathura in a Brahmin family and his name was Veerbhadrappa. 

His wife of the previous birth was born in the house of a Pujari and her name was Gouri. Dubki was born 

as a male in the Sevak community of the temple and his name was Chenbasappa. The Pujari was my 

friend and he used to come to my house and have Chillim with me. We would smoke and gossip for 

hours. His daughter Gouri was also my devotee. Gouri was growing older therefore the Pujari was 

worried about her marriage. He consulted me on this matter, and I told him not to worry, as a suitable 

match would come to his house when the time is right.  

A few days later a boy of their caste, whose name was Veerbhadrappa, came to their house asking for 

alms and in the process, he also demanded Gouri's hand for marriage. After taking my permission Gouri 

was married to Veerbhadrappa. Initially Veerbhadrappa was my devotee but later on his intentions were 

more inclined to the material comforts of life. His greed for money had still not finished and he asked 

me to suggest him some business. Once again, a mysterious incident happened and suddenly prices of 

everything rose. In this financial upheaval Gouri's luck shone and the price of her land (which was 

bought by Gouri. in her previous birth as the Seth's wife for a thousand rupees) shot up to one lakh 

rupees. The land was sold for one lakh rupees and it was decided that Rs. 50,000 would be paid in cash 

and Rs 2,000 per year as installment. Everyone liked this proposal but as it often happens, money 

matters give rise to conflicts.  

They came to me for taking the decision and my reply was that the land belonged to Gouri so the money 

also belonged to Gouri. It would not be correct to spend even a single against Gouri's wishes. Hearing 

this Veerbhadrappa became very angry and started abusing me. Gouri didn't like her husband's 

behaviour so she came to me and apologized on his behalf and requested me to continue to bless her 

and her family in the future also. I assured her that I would stand by her whenever and wherever 

required.  

On that night only, Gouri had a dream. Lord Shiva came Himself and said, 'It is your own property and do 

not give anything to anybody. Take Chenbasappa's advice and spend a part of it for temple work. If you 

would like to spend it on anything else, you can take my advice by speaking to Baba as you will find me 

in Him. The next day Gouri narrated her dream to me and I suggested that she should keep the principal 

amount herself and pay half of the interest earned to Chenbasappa. Veerbhadrappa had no right on this 

amount. When I was telling this to her, Veerbhadrappa and Chenbasappa entered and it was obvious 

that they had been fighting with each other. I pacified both of them and narrated Gouri's dream to 

them.  

On hearing about the dream, Veerbhadrappa lost his temper and threatened to kill Chenbasappa. 

Chenbasappa was meek and when he thought about being killed, he started crying for help by holding 

My feet. I made sure that he was in my protective shield. After some time passed both of them died. 

Veerbhadrappa became a snake and Chenbasappa became a frog. Today when I heard Chenbasappa's 

voice, it reminded Me of my promise, and I saved him. All this is God's miracle. 
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Poor Brahmin and Pieces 
of Gold 
Offering food to the poor is the most divine form of donation. Baba also gave a lot of importance to this. 

Sometimes, He himself used to cook food and would serve these to his devotees happily. Baba had two 

Handees (cooking vessel), one of which was big and the other was small. Only the non-vegetarian 

people were served food cooked in the bigger Handee and other devotees were served food made in 

the smaller Handee.  

But sometimes Baba used to test his devotees for their faith in him. According to Sri Sai Sat Charitra 

Chapter No. 38, once on the eve of Ekadashi, Baba ordered one of his devotees named Dada Kelkar to 

fetch meat from the market to which he agreed merrily. 

One day Baba was sitting in Dwarkamai along with his disciples. Baba decided to cook meat pulao on 

that day. One of His disciples was busy cutting the flesh into small pieces in the courtyard of Dwarkamai. 

Having heard Baba's popularity, a poor Brahmin came to see Baba from a village near Shirdi. It was 

obvious from his appearance that he was very poor.  

On seeing the man who was cutting the meat the Brahmin wandered and thought in his mind if Baba 

was actually a Saint. He was not aware of Baba's kindheartedness. On seeing the poor and aggrieved 

Brahmin, Baba said, "Give some pieces of meat to this poor Brahmin. His children will enjoy it." During 

that time (in 1912) people, especially the villagers strongly believed in racial and caste discrimination. 

Thus, hearing these words of Baba, the Brahmin started trembling in fear. The person who was cutting 

the flesh was also confused. He began to wonder that how this Brahmin would go back to his village 

carrying the pieces of meat. On seeing the Brahmin still standing there empty handed, Baba shouted 

angrily, "Do as you have been told. Put some pieces of meat in his bag and let him go. 

 Who could go against the Baba's wishes? As Baba ordered, some pieces of meat were put into the 

Brahmin's bag. The Brahmin took the bag unhappily and walked back to his village. On his way he kept 

thinking of the consequences if he was seen carrying the pieces of meat. He could easily be boycotted 

from his caste. About one and a half miles away from Shirdi, he saw a streamlet of water. He thought of 

throwing the meat in this streamlet. He thought that Baba had made fun of him and he could not think 

of a better way than this to dispose of the meat. Upon thinking about it, he emptied his bag into the 

water. But he was most astonished to see the meat that he was throwing in the water had turned to 

gold. Within a moment all the pieces of gold fell into the water and disappeared. When he put his hand 

into the bag, he found that there was some hard thing stuck there. It was a small piece of gold. Now the 

Brahmin was very sad. He immediately ran to Dwarkamai and narrated the sad story to everyone. When 

Baba saw him, he became very angry and ran after him with a stick. The Brahmin ran away out of fear. 

On returning to Dwarkamai, Baba took a deep breath and said, "What an unlucky fellow he is? His 

children were probably not destined to possess that gold”. 
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Now a question arises that why Baba gave him meat instead of gold. Had Baba given him pieces of gold 

in front of other devotees, they would have become greedy and look up to Baba for material gain. Baba 

did not want his devotees to fall prey to this illusionary circle of wealth. The moral of this story is that 

we should have full faith in Sri Sai Baba and trust all his actions for he only thinks about the benefit of his 

devotees and their near and dear ones. 

Source: Children’s Sai Baba book by Vikas Mehta 
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Selfishness will never work 
in matters relating to God 
 

There is a small story in the Mahâbhârata. With a view to get Krishna on her side, Satyâbhama, one of 

his consorts, went to Nârada and requested him to tell her some way, a short-cut by which she can 

achieve her objective. Nârada knew that Satyâbhama was very selfish and that selfishness will never 

work in matters relating to God. 

Nârada wanted to teach a lesson to Satyâbhama and said he knew of a method which would get Krishna 

on her side, a ritual in which she gives away her husband as a gift to someone and then buys him back 

by paying money, equivalent in weight to the weight of the Lord. Nârada said that Krishna will belong 

solely to Satyâbhama under all circumstances if she went through this ritual. Satyâbhama was lured into 

the plan. Therefore, she did the ritual of gifting Krishna to Nârada and then getting Him back. In one pan 

of the balance, she made Krishna sit and she put all her jewels in the other pan, but it was no match to 

the weight of Krishna. Nârada saw an excellent opportunity in the situation and told Satyâbhama that 

since she is not able to give gold needed to equal her husband's weight, he was taking away Krishna and 

that from that day, Krishna would not belong to her; He would belong to him. 

In that situation, Satyâbhama thought of Rukminî and went in search of her. She found her performing 

Tulasî puja. Rukminî went with a few Tulasî leaves in her hand. She was astonished to find that 

Satyâbhama was trying to outweigh the Lord himself with gold. She knew that this would never be 

possible. She said that gold will never outweigh God and only God's Name can match Him in weight. 

Nârada did not agree with this and asked that since Krishna has a form which can be seen, He must be 

weighed against something which can also be seen. Rukminî immediately grasped the situation and she 

told herself that whether it is fruit, a flower, or a leaf or even a spoon of water, if given in full faith, God 

will surely respond. If there is any truth in this, she expected Krishna to respond to what she was going 

to do and in full faith, she placed a Tulasî leaf in the other pan of the balance, uttering the name of 

Krishna. It is only with affection, love and pure heart that one can get God. She won. 

  

mailto:editor@saisaburi.org
https://saisaburi.org/


Email: editor@saisaburi.org                        https://saisaburi.org                                                     19 | P a g e  
 

Self-condemnation is 
Egoism 
 

Once, Krishna pretended to be suffering from headache, intense, unbearable headache! 

He acted that role quite realistically. He wound warm clothes around His Head and 

rolled restlessly in bed. His eyes were red and He was in evident distress. The face too 

appeared swollen and pale. Rukminî, Satyâbhama and the other queens rushed about 

with all kinds of remedies and palliatives. But they were ineffective. At last, they 

consulted Nârada and he went into the sick room to consult Krishna Himself and find 

out which drug would cure Him. 

Krishna directed him to bring - What do you think the drug was? - the dust of the feet of 

a true bhakha! In a trice, Nârada manifested himself in the presence of some celebrated 

bhaktas of the Lord; but, they were too humble to offer the dust of their feet to be used 

by their Lord as a drug! 

That is also a kind of egoism: "I am low, mean, small, useless, poor, sinful, inferior" - 

such feelings also are egoistic; when the ego goes, you do not feel either superior or 

inferior. No one would give the dust wanted by the Lord; they were too worthless, they 

declared. Nârada came back disappointed to the sickbed. Then, Krishna asked him, "Did 

you try Vrindâvana where the gopîs live?" The queens laughed at the suggestion and 

even Nârada asked in dismay, "What do they know of bhakti?" Still, the sage had to 

hurry thither. When the gopîs heard He was ill and that the dust of their feet might cure 

Him, without a second thought they shook the dust of their feet and filled his hand with 

the same. By the time Nârada reached Dvârakâ, the headache had gone. It was just a 

fiveday drama, to teach that self-condemnation is also egoism and that the Lord's 

command must be obeyed without demur, by all bhaktas. 
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Deva-Bhumi: The Abode of 
the Gods in India 

Excerpt 1: With Neem Karoli Baba 

One day, after the last evening puja, the mothers were in their rooms and Maharajji and I were sitting 

together. Most of the time he was lost in his inner self, but in between he’d say, Kailash, anything to tell. 

I said no. I knew his tricks. I knew that there was nobody to talk with him and he wanted to make me to 

go on talking. I said, No, Maharajji. I have nothing to say. 

Then he looked serious and sat in the lotus position. He said, Kailash, you were watching how many 

people come from morning to evening to me. Everybody talks about his son, his family, the wedding of 

his children, all worries about his family, worldly things, and nobody ever asks about God. He became 

quiet. 

These were precious moments. It is very hard to express how lost he was and how he made me get lost 

myself. Beautiful moments that I spent with Baba, just he and I near the takhat. Quiet.  Everybody was in 

their rooms and we were talking quietly. Just think about that. Such rare moments! 

How rude I was. Instead of expressing my gratitude and saying Maharajji, there is so much grace and 

blessing that I’m realizing. I said, Maharajji, it is your duty to do that, and he would laugh. Had there 

been someone else in my place, I feel he would have been kicked out right at that moment. Despite my 

rude behavior and these kinds of things, I would say, Maharajji, it is your duty to pardon me. I will do 

wrong things; I will do everything bad. You need not scold me. You should treat me as if I had done 

nothing wrong. 

Every time I would say that he would laugh; he never said a single word. These moments when I 

received his blessings, his grace, I can tell you that nobody on this Earth, to this day, can claim that he 

enjoyed so much love from Baba. All His grace, His love! 

 

 

 

 

mailto:editor@saisaburi.org
https://saisaburi.org/


Email: editor@saisaburi.org                        https://saisaburi.org                                                     22 | P a g e  
 

Excerpt 2: Sage Riddhgiri 

A little distance from the capital, Champawat, was the small city of Almora. In the southern part of the 

city was a fort called Lal Mandi, and close to the fort was a well, really a naula (a depression with a little 

spring that communities use to collect drinking water). The sage Riddhgiri used to live close to this well. 

Since those times, the well is known in the area as “the well of the siddhas.” To this day, even in years of 

drought, this well is always full and provides water to a large part of the city. Close to this well is a dark 

tunnel, above which is a small temple. Maharaja Udhyotchandra had a routine of coming to this spot in 

the evenings when he could to spend some time with his guru. 

Once, during the peak of winter, the king went to visit the sage.  It was very cold, and the ground was 

covered with snow. The king went into the sage’s hut and saw that the sage was sitting next to a fire. 

The king bowed to the sage and sat in a corner of the hut.  When he realized that the sage was sitting 

naked in such cold weather, he took off his beautiful and expensive warm shawl and put it over the 

sage’s shoulders. The sage took it off and threw it into the fire. The woolen shawl caught fire 

immediately and within moments was reduced to ashes. On seeing this, the king felt sad, but he did not 

say anything. After a while, he returned to the palace, but he could not forget the shawl and did not 

sleep all night.  The next evening, he went to see the sage again. On seeing him, the sage laughed: “Son, 

were you not able to sleep all night?  Oh, I see, it was an expensive shawl, that is why! Here, take it 

back.” He put his tongs into the fire and pulled the shawl back out in pristine condition. He gave it to the 

king and said, “Fakirs like us have no need of something like this.” 

Sometime during the reign of Maharaja Udhyotchandra, the sage took jeevit samadhi in a place called 

Jageshwar about 26 miles away. A few years after this event, some people from Kurmanchal went to 

Haridwar for a pilgrimage. While taking a dip in the holy pond called Brahmakund, they saw someone 

come out from beneath the water. One of the pilgrims recognized the person and said, “That is Sage 

Riddhgiri. How can this be? He had taken jeevit samadhi at Jageshwar some time ago!” Other pilgrims 

also saw the sage and confirmed that it was him.  The sage indicated to the pilgrims to come near him. 

When they came close to him, he took a gold ring off his finger and said, “When you get back to Almora, 

please give this ring to your king, Maharaja Udhyotchandra. It is like bondage for me.” The king 

recognized the ring and remembered that he has gifted it to the sage some time earlier. He was very 

curious and had people dig up the samadhi of the sage at Jageshwar. They found no body and no 

skeleton at the spot. 
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Swami Vivekananda 

On the road from Almora to Kathgodam, by the banks of the river Kosi, is Kakrighat. The great Swami 

Vivekananda was traveling from Nainital to Almora in 1890, before his trip to America, accompanied by 

Bhikshu Gangadhar. He carried just a kamandalu (water pot) and a walking staff. One day, while walking 

in the afternoon heat, they decided to rest under a peepul (sacred fig tree) at Kakrighat. While sitting in 

this peaceful spot by the river, Swami Vivekananda had an experience of samadhi, and he experienced 

how the entire universe is inside a single atom, how everything from the microcosm to the macrocosm 

is connected and is one.  He spoke to his traveling companion: “This is a very special place, filled with 

the vibrations of great beings who lived in the area and did their practices here. I have just had a very 

special experience, unlike any other before.” A small, whitewashed temple still stands at the spot and 

can be seen from the road. 
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LIFTING OF GRIEF FROM THE HEART 

There was once a tapasvi (ascetic) who was always busy in worship and meditation. He had a young son 

who fell sick. He was an only son and much loved. The father sought help from many doctors and 

vaidyas; they all tried different treatments on the boy, but his illness did not abate. The doctors and 

vaidyas told the father: “Don’t worry, we will heal your boy one way or another.” 

Someone had once asked Ramakrishna Paramahansa, “When does God laugh?” He replied, “When 

someone is not well and the doctors say don’t worry, I will fix this.” 

The boy’s illness raged on and the man eventually lost hope. One day, the son passed away. The doctors 

consoled him saying, “We tried everything we could, but perhaps it was God’s wish and his time here 

was over.” Twelve days after the cremation, the boy’s last rites were completed. 

It all happened so quickly that no one around the village knew about the boy’s illness. When they found 

out the boy had passed, all the well-wishers came to console him. They felt bad about what had 

happened but did not worry too much about the father as he was usually the one who consoled others 

during their time of grief. They said, “You always consoled us with your kind and wise words, quoting 

such beautiful things from the scriptures, helping us to overcome our grief. We are not as wise as you, 

and cannot speak as eloquently as you, so cannot explain things to you so well. Please try and give 

yourself the same advice now.” 

The taspasvi replied: “When I was advising you, it was happening to you, not to me. Now it is happening 

to me. It is easier to advise others, but not always easy to follow the advice yourself.” His sorrow 

increased day by day, but eventually he realized that so much attachment was not good. He started 

reading scriptures, like the Yoga Vashistha. Still, his heart did not find peace and he was constantly 

troubled by the memory of his son. Finally, he remembered Sombari Baba and went to meet him at the 

ashram in Haldwani. When he arrived, Baba spoke, “What is the matter? Grief seems to have gripped 

you completely, but no matter, from now on you will be free from it.” As Baba spoke, the sadness lifted 

from the man’s heart and he was free from the sorrow. He was moved by Baba’s love. 

Many years after the event, he continued to tell people how Baba had cleared the grief from his heart 

with a few simple words, and how he never again felt that sorrowful about his son’s passing. Such is the 

power of love. 

Source: Deva Bhumi, the abode of the Gods in India by Krishna Kumar 
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Dropping Knowledge:  

Naropa′s haunting vision 
 

Naropa was a great scholar, a great pundit, with ten thousand disciples of his own. One day he was 

sitting surrounded by thousands of scriptures--ancient, very ancient, rare. Suddenly he fell asleep, must 

have been tired, and he saw a vision.  

He saw a very, very old, ugly, horrible woman--a hag. Her ugliness was such that he started trembling in 

his sleep. It was so nauseating he wanted to escape--but where to escape, where to go?  

He was caught, as if hypnotized by the old hag. Her eyes were like magnets.  

″What are you studying? ″ asked the old woman.  

He said, ″Philosophy, religion, epistemology, language, grammar, logic. ″  

The old woman asked again, ″Do you understand them? ″  

Naropa said, ″Of course... Yes, I understand them. ″  

The woman asked again, ″Do you understand the word, or the sense? ″  

Thousands of questions had been asked to Naropa in his life--thousands of students always asking, 

inquiring--but nobody had asked this: whether he understands the word, or the sense. And the woman′s 

eyes were so penetrating--those eyes were going to the very depth of his being, and it was impossible to 

lie. To anybody else he would have said, ″Of course I under-stand the sense, ″ but to this woman, this 

horrible-looking woman, he had to say the truth. He said, ″I understand the words. ″  

The woman was very happy. She started dancing and laughing, and her ugliness was transformed; a 

subtle beauty started coming out of her being. Thinking, ″I have made her so happy. Why not make her 

a little more happy? ″ Naropa then said, ″And yes, I understand the sense also.″  

The woman stopped laughing, stopped dancing. She started crying and weeping and all her ugliness was 

back--a thousandfold more. Naropa said, ″Why are you weeping and crying? And why were you laughing 

and dancing before? ″  

The woman said, ″I was happy because a great scholar like you didn′t lie. But now I am crying and 

weeping because you have lied to me. I know--and you know--that you don′t understand the sense. ″  

The vision disappeared and Naropa was transformed. He escaped from the university; he never again 

touched a scripture in his life. He became completely ignorant, he understood--the woman was nobody 

outside, it was just a projection. It was Naropa′s own being, through knowledge, that had become ugly. 

Just this much understanding, that ″I don′t understand the sense, ″ and the ugliness was transformed 

immediately into a beautiful phenomenon.  
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This vision of Naropa is very significant. Unless you feel that knowledge is useless you will never be in 

search of wisdom. You will carry the false coin thinking that this is the real treasure. You have to become 

aware that knowledge is a false coin--it is not knowing, it is not understanding. At the most it is 

intellectual--the word has been understood but the sense lost. 

The comment:   

Truth is your own experience, your own vision. Even if I have seen the truth and I tell you, the moment I 

tell you it will become a lie for you, not a truth. For me it was truth, for me it came through the eyes. It 

was my vision. For you, it will not be your vision, it will be a borrowed thing. It will be a belief; it will be 

knowledge--not knowing. And if you start believing in it, you will be believing a lie.  

Now remember it. Even a truth becomes a lie if it enters your being through the wrong door. The truth 

has to enter through the front door, through the eyes. Truth is a vision. One has to see it.  

Source: Osho Transformation Tarot. 
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The Woman And The River 
Crossing 
Two Buddhist monks are returning to their monastery; they come to a ford. The current is very 

powerful, it is a hilly place. A young, beautiful girl is waiting there, waiting for somebody to help her to 

cross. She is afraid to enter alone.  

One monk, who is the older one of course... because he is older, he walks ahead--all games of the ego. If 

you are older, you have to walk ahead; younger monks have to walk a little back. The older monk comes 

first. The young girl asks him, ″Would you help me; just hold my hand? I am afraid, the current is so 

strong and perhaps it may be deep.″  

The old man closes his eyes--that′s what Buddha had said to the monks, that if you see a woman, 

particularly if she is beautiful, close your eyes. But I am surprised: you have already seen her, then you 

close your eyes; otherwise, how can you determine she is a woman, and beautiful? You are already 

affected, and now you close your eyes! So, he closes his eyes and enters the ford without answering the 

woman. 

Then the second, younger monk comes. The girl is afraid, but there is nothing else to do--the sun is 

setting, soon it will be night. So, she asks the young monk, ″Will you please hold my hand? The ford 

seems to be deep and the current strong... and I am afraid.″  

The monk says, ″It is deep, I know, and just holding hands won′t do; you sit on my shoulders and I will 

carry you to the other side.″  

When they reach the monastery the older monk says to the young one, ″You, fellow, you have 

committed a sin and I am going to report that not only you touched a woman, not only you talked with 

her, you carried her on your shoulders! You should be expelled from the community; you are not worthy 

of being a monk.″  

The young man simply laughs and says, ″It seems although I have dropped that girl three miles back, you 

are still carrying her on your shoulders. Three miles have passed, and you are still bothered by it?″  

Now, what is happening to this old monk? The girl was beautiful; he has missed a chance. He is angry, he 

is jealous. He is full of sexuality; he is really in a mess. The younger one is completely clean. He took the 

girl across and left her on the other shore, and that′s that, the thing is finished. 

Never fight with greed, ego, anger, jealousy, hatred --you cannot kill them, you cannot crush them, you 

cannot fight with them. All that you can do is just be aware of them--and the moment you are aware, 

they are gone. In the light, the darkness simply disappears. 

The comment 

Ego is a social phenomenon--it is society, it is not you. But it gives you a function in the society, a place in 

the hierarchy of the society. And if you remain satisfied with it, you will miss the whole opportunity of 

finding the real self. Have you ever noticed that all types of miseries enter through the ego? It cannot 
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make you blissful; it can only make you miserable. Ego is hell. Whenever you suffer, just try to watch and 

analyze, and you will find, somewhere the ego is the cause of it. 

Source: Osho Transformation Tarot 
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Just Say RAM RAM 
“Give my greetings to Babaji. Say Ram Ram to him,” he said, “now you can go.” He pushed me out of his 

lap, and gave me a whack on my bum. I prostrated and walked back to where I was sitting, somewhere 

in the last row. That night, I stayed at the ashram. Someone kindly provided me with food and 

accommodation. However, I could not sleep the whole night. I was in deep meditation. In the morning, I 

left the ashram after bowing down to Neem Karoli Baba from a distance. The blissful meditation 

lingered. 

Before dinner the previous night, I had heard many wonderful stories about Baba, but the one that truly 

impressed and amused me was the LSD story. Those were the days of the hippies and flower children 

and a lot of them had been attracted to Neem Karoli Baba, thanks to Richard Alpert, who later changed 

his name to Ram Dass. 

One day it seems, Baba saw a westerner pushing a small bottle surreptitiously into his pocket, 

“What’s that?” he asked. 

“Bottle” said the hippie. 

“What’s inside?” 

“Medicine,” said the hippie. 

“What medicine?” 

“LSD, Baba.” 

“Give it to me.” 

“But, Baba this is strong medicine ....” 

“Give it to me, now.” 

Trembling with fear and apprehension, he handed over the bottle. Baba opened the lid and popped all 

ten or so LSD tablets into his mouth at one go. All the westerners who knew about the fatal 

consequences of an LSD overdose, gaped at Baba helplessly. 

In a minute or two, Baba suddenly began to behave strangely. He roared, screamed, rolled his eyes, put 

out his tongue and swung his body in circles. The hippies thought that the drug had begun to take effect 

and expected the worst. Instead, the Baba’s strange behavior ceased as suddenly as it started. He gave a 

big laugh and said “Kuch nahi hua (nothing happened). No LSD. Say Ram Naam, chant Ram Ram.” 

To the westerners, what happened was indeed unimaginable; a true demonstration of ‘mind over 

matter,’ a miracle. 

Source: Apprenticed to a Himalayan Master, A Yogi’s Autobiography  
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Through the Door at 
Chavadi 
From Pune, I took a bus to Shirdi and reached late at night. At the entrance of the Samadhi complex, 

stood Babaji. “Come, come,” he said, “so you met the young yogi. Here everything is closed now but we 

shall go to the Chavadi, where Sainath used to sleep.” We walked past the Samadhi, Gurusthan and 

Dwarkamayi, where the Dhuni fire burns, and reached the small structure called the Chavadi. There was 

no one around except a few stray dogs. The wooden door to the Chavadi was closed. I wondered what 

we were going to do. Babaji said, “Let’s enter.”  

I said, “The door is locked.” 

“I know,” he said, “now close your eyes and act as if you were entering the door.” 

“But Babaji...” 

“Just do it and don’t open your eyes.” 

With my eyes closed, I put my right foot forward with my knee bent. It felt like I was pushing against a 

cloth screen. It was the same feeling when the rest of my body came in contact with the door. 

In a flash, the feeling disappeared, and I heard Babaji saying, “okay, open your eyes.” 

I opened my eyes and found myself inside the Chavadi. The door was still locked. Babaji was standing 

beside me. I had hardly recovered from the astonishment of somehow walking through a closed and 

locked door, when I was taken aback by something even more astonishing, and unbelievable. 

On a narrow wooden plank, suspended from the roof by torn pieces of old cloth, twisted together like a 

rope, reclined the Sai Baba of Shirdi. Sai Baba of Shirdi was supposed to have passed away in 1918! As I 

stared at him with wonderment and awe, my hair stood on end and my whole body trembled. He sat up 

on the plank, and as I wondered how he could come down from his peculiar bed, hanging six feet above 

the ground, he quietly slid off the plank and floated down effortlessly to the floor. I noticed that the 

cloth that he is normally seen with, wrapped around his head was missing.  

His head was clean shaven, and when he stood beside us, I realized that he was a six-footer, and built 

like a wrestler. 

He hugged Babaji, Muslim style and they kissed each other’s nose lightly. I prostrated at his feet. He 

lifted me back to standing position and said, “Salaam (peace) boy, you have got a great guru, mursheed. 

I also had a great guru, my Venkusha, and all I did, was stare at him. Allah Malik Hai (God is the owner), 

Ram Ram.”  

Babaji said, “Please bless him, Baba.” 

“Allah Malik Hai, you have to do the kind of work I do, in a different way. Not easy, lad. This world is 

crazy, and they think I am mad. Hu Allah, Ram, Ram, Ram. Do Kabir’s work. Take guru’s blessings.” He 

reached under the sheet that covered his plank bed and took out a wad of currency. 
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“Here,” he said, “Allah bhala karega (God will take care). Take this money and travel to Ganagapur, 

Pithapur and Akkalkot. Go, go.” 

I hesitated to take the money. Babaji whispered, “Take it.” I took the money and again prostrated. 

Babaji and Sainath hugged each other, and we exited in the same fashion as we had come in. Babaji 

said, jokingly, “Don’t try passing through closed doors next time, you might end up with a flattened 

nose.” It was still dark outside, but dawn would soon be upon us. 

Babaji said, “Keep the money safe and begin your journey tomorrow. I have to leave now. I will see you 

when it is necessary.” He then gave me directions to the places mentioned by Sainath and walked away. 

At dawn, I visited the Gurusthan, the Samadhi, the Dwarakamayi, where the Dhuni burns and once again 

the Chavadi. Standing in the Chavadi, looking at the large picture of Sai Baba, I marveled at the 

extraordinary experience of the night. 

Source: Apprenticed to a Himalayan Master, A Yogi’s Autobiography  
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Each one is Perfect 
 

. . . Wisdom is achieved very slowly. This is because intellectual knowledge, easily acquired, must be 

transformed into 'emotional,' or subconscious, knowledge. Once transformed, the imprint is permanent. 

Behavioral practice is the necessary catalyst of this reaction. Without action, the concept will wither and 

fade. Theoretical knowledge without practical application is not enough.  

Balance and harmony are neglected today, yet they are the foundations of wisdom. Everything is done 

to excess. People seem excessively mean. They drink too much, smoke too much, carouse too much (or 

too little), talk too much without content, worry too much. There is too much black-or-white thinking. 

All or none. This is not the way of nature. 

In nature there is balance. Beasts destroy in small amounts. Ecological systems are not eliminated 

enmasse. Plants are consumed and then grow. The sources of sustenance are dipped into and then 

replenished. The flower is enjoyed, the fruit eaten, the root preserved.  

Humankind has not learned about balance, let alone practiced it. It is guided by greed and ambition, 

steered by fear. In this way it will eventually destroy itself. But nature will survive; at least the plants 

will. Happiness is really rooted in simplicity. The tendency to excessiveness in thought and action 

diminishes happiness. Excesses cloud basic values.  

Religious people tell us that happiness comes from filling one's heart with love, from faith and hope, 

from practicing charity and dispensing kindness. They actually are right. Given those attitudes, balance 

and harmony usually follow. These are collectively a state of being. In these days, they are an altered 

state of consciousness. It is as if humankind were not in its natural state while on earth. It must reach an 

altered state in order to fill itself with love and charity and simplicity, to feel purity, to rid itself of its 

chronic fearfulness. " 

Humankind is immortal, and what we are doing now is learning our lessons. We are all in school. It is so 

simple if you can believe in immortality. "If a part of humankind is eternal, and there is much evidence 

and history to think so, then why are we doing such bad things to ourselves? Why do we step on and 

over others for our personal 'gain' when actually we're flunking the lesson? We all seem to be going to 

the same place ultimately, albeit at different speeds. No one is greater than another. "Consider the 

lessons. Intellectually the answers have always been there, but this need to actualize by experience, to 

make the subconscious imprint permanent by 'emotionalizing' and practicing the concept, is the key.  

Memorizing in Sunday School is not good enough. Lip service without the behavior has no value. It is 

easy to read about or to talk about love and charity and faith. But to do it, to feel it, almost requires an 

altered state of consciousness. Not the transient state induced by drugs, alcohol, or unexpected 

emotion. The permanent state is reached by knowledge and understanding. It is sustained by physical 

behavior, by act and deed, by practice.  

It is taking something nearly mystical and transforming it to everyday familiarity by practice, making it a 

habit. "Understand that no one is greater than another. Feel it. Practice helping another. We are all 

rowing the same boat. If we don't pull together, our plants are going to be awfully lonely."  

mailto:editor@saisaburi.org
https://saisaburi.org/


Email: editor@saisaburi.org                        https://saisaburi.org                                                     34 | P a g e  
 

On another night, in a different dream I was asking a question. "How is it that you say all are equal, yet 

the obvious contradictions smack us in the face: inequalities in virtues, temperances, finances, rights, 

abilities and talents, intelligence, mathematical aptitude, ad infinitum?"  

The answer was a metaphor. "It is as if a large diamond were to be found inside each person. Picture a 

diamond a foot long. The diamond has a thousand facets, but the facets are covered with dirt and tar. It 

is the job of the soul to clean each facet until the surface is brilliant and can reflect a rainbow of colors. 

Now, some have cleaned many facets and gleam brightly. Others have only managed to clean a few; 

they do not sparkle so. Yet, underneath the dirt, each person possesses within a brilliant diamond with a 

thousand gleaming facets. The diamond is perfect, not one flaw. The only differences among people are 

the number of facets cleaned. But each diamond is the same, and each is perfect. 

Source: Excerpt from Many Lives Many Masters by Dr Brian L Weiss 
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The Teacher and the 
Student 
 

Once, the Bodhisattva was born as Karandiya, a young Brahmin studying under a renowned teacher in 

Takshila. The teacher had a habit of preaching moral laws to anyone and everyone he met, regardless of 

the face whether they were willing to listen or not. 

One day, Karandiya went out with his friends to a nearby village. On the way, while crossing a jungle, he 

noticed a cave and started throwing stories as it. After they returned, they students informed the 

teacher about Karandiya’s strange behaviour. The latter asked Karandiya to explain his weird actions. 

Karandiya merely expressed his surprise and said, “Why can’t I try to make the world level when you 

think you can make the whole world moral?” The teacher realised his mistake and stopped his habit of 

preaching indiscriminately. 
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Shirdi Sai Baba – Shri 
Thakur  
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Previous Editions 
 

Dear Friend, to read previous editions of the 

magazine, please click below link or image. 

https://mag.saisaburi.org/ 
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Want to offer your 
services? 
 

If you want to offer your time and talent to work for 

magazine and website dedicated to Sai-Baba, please email on: 

editor@saisaburi.org OR admin@saisaburi.org.  

OM SAI RAM.!! 
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Write to Us 
 

Dear Friends, please send in your spiritual experiences, articles/posts 

on Spiritual topic, your drawing on Baba or related to spirituality, your 

feedback and comments to us at this email: admin@saisaburi.org  
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Disclaimer 
Please note that the information in this magazine, including all articles, photos, does not make any 

claims. Any information offered is the opinion of the creators/authors of that material. It is respectfully 

offered to you to explore, in the hope and with the intention that exploring this material will be 

informational and helpful to you. All contents in this magazine will be reviewed by the editors. While we 

make every reasonable effort to ensure the accuracy of the information, some information may not be 

complete, and may contain inaccuracies or errors. If you believe any information is inaccurate, please let 

us know by contacting us at: editor@saisaburi.org 
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