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Editorial 
 

Om Sai Ram Dear Friends. 

First of all, I wish and pray that this edition of magazine finds you and your family in the best of health 

and spirits. I pray to Baba that you, your family members, near & dear ones, colleagues, relatives all stay 

safe and healthy. 

None of us would have ever imagined a pandemic of this scale in our lifetime. Diseases that could affect 

millions in one go were considered things of the past. However, this pandemic has shown us that human 

life is very fragile and relations are so valuable. 

There is no easy way to console those who have lost near and dear ones. Someone being in our life and 

then disappearing the next moment leaves a vacuum that is not easy to fill. My heart goes out to 

everyone out there who is grieving the loss of personal relationships. I wish you all possible courage, 

peace, and equanimity so that you can sail through this difficult period of your personal life a little more 

smoothly. 

Gratitude to everyone involved with healthcare and related public service and those frontline workers 

fighting against Covid. 

The situation in our Bharat-Mata is not good, however, the dharma and spirituality of this land will win 

over this demon soon. May Baba help restore normality in Bharat again. Dear Baba, please help Bharat-

Mata. 

Please take care of yourself. Wish you love, light and peace. Om Sai Ram. 

~Ashok 

  



Do You Want to Offer Your Services 

at Feet of Sai Baba?  
Sai-Ram Dear Friends,  

If you want to offer your time and talent at lotus feet of Baba, saisaburi.org offers few opportunities:  

1. If you are artistic and want to express your creativity through layout design of this magazine, you may 

email to editor@saisaburi.org .  

2. The other opportunity is becoming the messenger of our website. You can help in sharing links of 

various articles on our website on Facebook-groups dedicated to Sai-Baba. This way other devotees will 

get to know about our site and will read and potentially benefit from the articles. you may email to 

editor@saisaburi.org . 

3. If you can help in content creation of the magazine, you may assist in that too. you may email to 

editor@saisaburi.org . 

If you have any comment, suggestion, want to write article for this magazine, you can email on  

editor@saisaburi.org. Om Sai Ram. 

 

 

  

mailto:editor@saisaburi.org
mailto:editor@saisaburi.org
mailto:editor@saisaburi.org
mailto:editor@saisaburi.org


Cobbler and Monk 
Source: Apprenticed To A Himalayan Master – A Yogi’s Autobiography, by Sri M 

One cold evening, some days later, I reached Karnaprayag. On the outskirts of the little town, I saw a 

Shiva temple beside the river from which a Brahmin priest emerged. I made enquiries about a suitable 

place to spend the night and he recommended that I spend the night in the temple premises. There was 

a nice room meant for pilgrims, presently unoccupied, he said. The only problem was that, for food I had 

to be satisfied with two bananas and a piece of jaggery, for that was all he could offer me. He was going 

home to the town and would provide me food the next morning.  

I said that was fine, tired, and hungry as I was. The Brahmin left, and I lit the single kerosene lamp, and 

sat on the mattress that was laid on a wooden plank. As I started eating the bananas, I heard a voice 

outside saying, “Ram Ram, maharaj.” Outside the door, stood a darkish man of diminutive structure, 

wearing a long white kurta and pyjamas, and a typical white Gandhi cap on his head. His hands were 

folded in salutation.  

“Maharaj,” he said in a soft, subdued voice, “I am Ramprasad, a cobbler who lives in the town. My wife 

dreamt yesterday that a holy man would come to our house and have his meal. I am an untouchable, 

you know, and this is a Brahmin’s temple. I am not supposed to come here but I saw you get in and the 

Brahmin go away, and I summoned the courage to step in. Please do not get angry or curse me. 

Maharaj, do you think I can bring you food? My wife has cooked luchis, dal and halwa and is waiting for 

the holy man she dreamt of. It would be too much to invite you home, but we could bring the food 

here.” 

He was almost in tears. I stood up and said, “I’ll go with you to your house. Let your wife serve me.” 

Hardly believing his ears, he led me to his house in the Harijan section, separate from the rest of the 

village. “Please wait here, Maharaj,” he said pointing to the verandah of his house and hurried in, 

shouting excitedly to his wife, “Leelavati, a holy man has come.”  

Together, they washed my feet, not listening to my protests, and served me hot luchis, dal and delicious 

vegetables cooked in ghee. As I sat enjoying the food, they stood looking at me shedding tears of joy. 

Ramprasad kept shaking his head and telling his wife, “Leelavati, I can’t believe this is happening. Your 

dream has come true, we are blessed. Now, you will surely have a child. Maharaj bless us that we have a 

baby.”  

After eating hot and sweet halwa which was offered as dessert, I went back to the temple, escorted by 

Ramprasad who held a flashlight. My hunger appeased, I meditated for a while and fell asleep.  

Early morning, I was woken up by the Brahmin priest who was shouting loudly. I found him livid with 

anger. “What kind of a sadhu are you?” he screamed, “eating in an untouchable’s house. Couldn’t you 

wait for the morning? What kind of a brahmachari are you, sitting in a cobbler’s house, eating food 

prepared by low-caste untouchables? You have now polluted yourself and the temple premises. Get out 

before I get someone to beat you up and throw you out. Go and take a dip in the holy river to purify 

yourself. I will have to wash this room with holy water now. Go, get out!” 



 

Without a word, I took my belongings and walked out of the place. There was no point in talking to him. 

My heart was filled with pain. How could one human being call another untouchable? Is this the holy 

land where great yogis lived? Doubts assailed me, but I was determined to go the whole way and find 

out for myself. Would I find a great yogi somewhere who would show me the light that dispelled the 

darkness of ignorance? 

 

 

  



God Knows No Language Except of 

the Heart, Soul and Spirit  
Source: How I found God, by Yogi M K Spencer 

Build a temple of worship in your heart. God responds to  prayers that emanate from the heart and not 

from the lip.  

Seek God with all the warmth of your soul, heart and mind. God knows no language except of the heart. 

Immerse your mind in God. Kindle your heart and enflame your soul with the fire of the spirit within 

you. Make God the bedrock of your faith, the bulwark of your life, the target of your goal.  

Whosoever worships Him with the fullness of his heart, awakens to a new consciousness. It is the 

consciousness of the spirit within man, struggling to win unity with the Absolute.  

This awakening of consciousness brings in its wake a larger life, full of understanding of the higher 

values so essential for establishment of peace and harmony on the terrestrial plane.  

Like the fruit that falls to the ground when it is ripe, the soul seeks its level, when it becomes ripe for its 

flight from the imprisonment of the body.  

Soul is spirit. It is full of life and fire. Body is wooden. It is subject to decay and death. Guard the soul by 

discarding the body. Let the soul triumph and not your body, for in the triumph of the soul is your 

ultimate salvation and attainment of Eternal BLISS. (8.11.1952) 

 

  



Saved from Tsunami 
Murali Krishna (saibaba.ws) 

The village that I stay in is next to the seacoast. The sea is calm most of the time and the people had 

nothing to fear. 

26th December 2004 was a Sunday, I wanted to go down to the Sea Shore on that day as I did every 

Sunday. 

At around 8.30, I was getting ready to go to sea. I heard a loud noise of glass shattering in the next 

room. I rushed into the room and found that Swami's Photo had fallen with its glass broken. 

I cleaned the photo and removed the glass pieces which took around 30 minutes. As I was throwing the 

Pieces out; there was a huge roar of water along with the distress cries of villagers that the sea was in 

Spate. 

I started to run and saw a huge wave of water approaching me. I climbed on top of a tree and waited as 

the water came roaring down. The Tree was uprooted, and I was washed away. The waters came 

surging ahead, I saw a huge tree trunk floating and scrambled on it. Dramatically after 10 minutes, the 

waters receded. 

The scene was of utter devastation. I went into the remains of my house. I saw Swami's Photo which had 

fallen from the wall, safely on the hinges on the only door left in the whole village. 

My parents, fortunately, were in Nellore town on that particular and they had gone there to meet 

someone. On 13th January 2005 when a friend of mine, Shyam Prasad went to Parthi, Swami told him "I 

had to save your brother by smashing myself with glass and dropping my own Photograph. Swami never 

forgets anyone". The Lord is omnipotent and in every form, I would have surely been swept away into 

the sea if I had gone to the shore. What prevented me from going out for 30 minutes was Swami's Photo 

falling down and me cleaning it. 

  



Story of Grinding Wheat 
 

  



  



Phone Call from Non-Existent 

Number 
 

Murali Krishna (saibaba.ws) 

 

My Friend Shyam Prasad was on the Marina Beach in Chennai on that Fateful day. 

He had come with some friends to the beach. Just a few minutes before the Water 

started receding and the tsunami strikingnote, he got a phone call on his cell saying 

that his mother had fallen from the staircase and was in a serious condition.  

He immediately left the beach and took an auto-rickshaw home and to his great 

surprise his mother opened the door, he was shocked beyond words. 

His mother told him that she was hale and hearty. When he tried contacting that 

cell number the response was that it did not exist. On 13th'January'2005, When 

Swami mentioned about me He also told him, "I had to use a cellphone to save 

you. Swami always remembers his children". 

 

Swami never forgets anyone at any time. Trials, tribulations are part and parcel of 

life. Faith in God, love for God and devotion towards him are important to sail 

through life. 

note: As the tsunami approaches water is drawn back from the beach to effectively help feed the wave. Receding 

water and calmer ocean often mislead people to collect seashells and venture further into the shore. There can be 

multiple waves, and each separated by several minutes to several hours.  

  



Books Bring Bhrama Not Brahma – 

Sai Baba’s Advice 
Source: The Wondrous Saint Sai Baba 

On one Guru Poornima day, numerous devotees came to Sri Sar Baba and as usual placed a book before 

him so that might be returned with His asirvada or blessing for them to study it with profit and benefit.  

Sri Shirdi Sai Baba, however, took up a book brought by one man and gave it to another as he often 

does.  

On one occasion everyone had a book except myself. Baba then looked at me and pointing to the books 

said, "In these books they want to find Brahma (God). There is however Bhrama (delusion or confusion) 

in them. You are all right. Do not read books - but keep me in your heart. If you harmonise head and 

heart, that is enough".  

Judge Saheb mentions this incident in his reminiscences of Sri Sai Baba, and adds, that he has been 

following that advice with advantage. "Baba did not prescribe” adds the Judge Saheb "one uniform 

spiritual exercise or practice for all. He suited himself to the stage, circumstances and conditions of 

each".  

"If you are a Rama Bhakta, keep to it. If you want only Allah, keep to it", was his advice.  

If I am asked what I would suggest to one who wished to find out how he (not having seen Sri Sai Baba in 

the flesh) could make himself a devotee of Sri Sai Baba and get his help, my answer is that he should 

whole-heartedly pour his heart in love to Sri Sai Baba. It is not essential that he should go to Shirdi for 

the purpose, though Shirdi associations are undoubtedly helpful. All that he should do is to transcend 

the senses and concentrate with love on Sri Sai Baba. He would certainly reach and obtain the help of Sri 

Sai Baba- to obtain all that he is fit to achieve or receive. 

 

 

  



Stranded on a Hill 
 

Source: The Wondrous Saint Sai Baba 

Sometime later, Nana Saheb went up a barren, shade-less, waterless hill, known as 

Harischandra Hill.  

When he ,was half-way up, the scorching heat of summer told on his system and he 

felt the pangs of thirst. But there was no water -any water to be seen and no shade 

to rest under. He sat on a rock and exclaimed that if Sri Sai Baba were present 

there, he would surely provide him with water.  

A friend by his side reminded him that "ifs" were of no use. Sri SaLBaba was at 

Shirdi, scores of miles away and that he should try and ... get up to walk up or walk 

down.  

But poor Nana Saheb was unable to move even a few steps. Just at this juncture 

Sri Sai Baba was 'seated at his mosque at Shirdi. He remarked to those present, 

"What shall we do? Nana is thirsty. He is panting for water and the heat (of 

summer) is great. A little water at least must Be given to him".  

None of the listeners understood the exact implication of what Baba spoken.  

The Relief 
On the Hill, Nana Saheb, after a short spell of silence, looked up and saw a Bhil 

passing by. "Well, my friend", cried Nana, "I am very thirsty. Can a little water be 

had here to drink?”. 

 "Dear!" replied the Bhil, "under the very rock you are sitting upon, water is 

available”. And the Bhil went away. Nana's friends then, with much effort pushed 

away the rock he sat on; and lo! there was under it was potable water just enough 

to quench one man's thirst.  

How anyone could have known of its presence there? None could discover how and 

when that water got there.  

Nana felt that Baba must have provided it. Some days later Nana went to-Shirdi 

and Baba's first words to him were: "What Nana did you get water?" Nana shed 

tears of joy and his faith was greatly strengthened. People there told him of Baba's 

reference to him and his thirst on the memorable day. Nana placed himself 

thenceforward, entirely -under Baba's protection and was often thinking of him.   



  



Rumi’s Poems 
 

 

 

“Your task is not to seek for love, but merely to seek and find all the 

barriers within yourself that you have built against it.” 

 

 

“Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing 
and right-doing there is a field. 

I’ll meet you there. 
When the soul lies down in that grass 

the world is too full to talk about.” 

 

 

A donkey turning a millstone is not trying 
To press oil from sesame seed. He is fleeing the blow 

that was just struck and hoping to avoid the next. 
We look to ease our pain, and this keeps civilization 

Moving along. Fear is the architect here. 
Fear keeps us working near the ark. 

Sometimes though, it is fear, a contracting, 

That brings you into the presence. 
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This being human is a guest house. 

Every morning a new arrival. 

A joy, a depression, a meanness, 
Some momentary awareness comes 

As an unexpected visitor. 
Welcome and entertain them all! 
Even if they’re a crowd of sorrows, 

Who violently sweep your house 
Empty of its furniture, 

Still, treat each guest honorably. 
He may be clearing you out 

For some new delight. 

The dark thought, the shame, the malice, 
Meet them at the door laughing, 
And invite them in. 

Be grateful for whoever comes, 
Because each has been sent, 

As a guide from beyond. 

  



Read previous editions 
You can read previous editions of the magazine by visiting: mag.saisaburi.org  

 

 



 

  



Send your Experiences 
 

Dear Friends, 

 

If you have any spiritual experience to share, please send it to 

us. The experience can be with any God, Deity or Guru. 

 

If you write spiritual articles and you want them to be published 

in the magazine, you can send them to us on: 

editor@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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