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Editorial 
Sai Ram dear Friends, I hope you are doing fine in your life. Wish that you continue to gain 
more peace and perception in your life. 

The edition should be reaching you on or before Deepavali. The festival of light provides more 
joy when all those who are lovingly bound by each other celebrate it together. I hope you are 
with your loved ones, your near and dear ones and have good time.  

May the light of diyas penetrate deep into us and remove darkness of ignorance from us.  

Take care and Om Sai Ram. Love, Light and Peace to you. 

~Admin 
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Nature of True Devotion 
 

Once Sathyabhama and Rukmini questioned Lord Krishna: "Why do you always make much of the 
devotion of Draupadi? Is she that great?"  

The Lord replied with a smile, "I shall let you know by and by." 

One day, Draupadi came to visit her dear brother Krishna and she                                                                   
was given a suite of rooms. Krishna called Sathyabhama and Rukmini and                                                     
said: "Let us go to Draupadi's apartment."  

Draupadi welcomed them with love and excitement. She had just taken oil                                                      
bath; her long tresses were hanging loose. She was combing her hair.                                                                
The lord looked at his queens and said: "See! My sister                                                                                      
seems to find it difficult to comb her long tresses.                                                                                                   
Why don't you both help her?"  

Sathyabhama and Rukmini readily agreed. The tresses                                                                                       
were parted, one half was taken care by Sathyabhama                                                                                     
and the other by Rukmini. While they were combing, they                                                                                
heard from every hair, "Krishna", "Krishna", in a soft tone.                                                                                   
They were surprised and looked at Krishna as if to say they had                                                                 
understood Draupadi's devotion.  

Krishna sat still enjoying the scene.  

True devotion is silent and avoids display. 

Source: Chinna-Katha  
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What is the Use of Grace? 
 

Once A Great Saint was walking along the streets of a city. It was a slum area. He saw a young man 
rolling in dirt, dead drunk. He went to him, sat by his side and woke him up. 

The young man opened his eyes and saw The Great Saint. The Great Saint asked him: "Son! Why are you 
wasting your precious youth in drinking?" The young man replied: "Master! I was a leper. You cured me 
of my leprosy. What else can I do?" The Great Saint heaved a sigh and walked away. 

In another street he saw a man madly pursuing a beautiful woman. The 
Great Saint caught hold of him and asked him: "Son! Why do you 
desecrate your body by indulging in such a sinful act?" The man replied: 
"Master! I was blind. You gave me vision. What else can I do?" 

                                                          The Great Saint trudged along another street. He saw an old man crying                   

                                                       bitterly. The Great Saint approached him and gently touched him. The old                              

                                                     man wiped his tears and looked at The Great Saint. 

The Great Saint questioned him: "Why are you weeping old man?" The 
old man said: "Master! I was nearly dead. You granted me life. What 
else can I do except weep in this old age?" 

In times of difficulty and distress, we cry out for God's help. But 
when God, out of His boundless love and compassion, responds 
to our prayer, we ignore Him and fall back into our self-centered 
life. One must guard oneself against this greatest sin of 
ingratitude towards God. We must make use of the blessings to 
advance further realizing God. 

Source: Chinna Katha 
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Sai Baba’s Gurus 
 

On one momentous occasion, very late in his life, Shirdi Sai Baba revealed to Mahlsapathy the 
interesting fact that his parents were Brahmins of Patri in the Nizam's State. Patri is part of Parvani taluk, 
near Manwath. Sai Baba added, in explanation of the fact that he was living in a Mosque, that while still 
a tender child his Brahmin parents handed him over to the care of a fakir who brought him up. This is 
fairly indisputable testimony, as Mahlsapathy was a person of sterling character noted for his integrity, 
truthfulness and vairagya.  

All persons including Sai Baba, H.S. Dixit, and others held him in very high esteem, and none would 
doubt his veracity. Sai Baba occasionally showed his interest in Patri and Parvani when people from 
those parts came to him, by questioning them about the residents of those places. This does not take us 
very far. But this is practically all that we have about the birth and parentage of Sri Sai Baba. 

Under Tutelage of a Fakir 

But whoever his parents were it is quite important to remember that from his earliest infancy he had all 
the associations or dissociation or detachment a true vairagi or jnani should have. Having no parents or 
kinsmen, and being brought up by a fakir, he easily picked up his foster-father's vairagya and spiritual 
turn of mind.  

Even that fakir passed away within four or five years after taking charge of him. The fakir directed his 
wife to take the young child, Baba, and leave him in charge of a noted saintly zamindar, Gopal  Rao 
Deshmukh at Selu.  

Under Tutelage of Gopal Rao Desmukh 

The appellation Deshmukh was not meaningless in the case of Gopal Rao but denoted an actual 
appointment as Deshmukh or Provincial Governor for Jintur Parganna, and the title or sanad of 
Deshmukh had been conferred on him by the descendants of the Peshwas. The exact date of the title 
cannot be discovered. There are ballads and some old manuscripts in the possession of Deshmukh's 
descendants which show that somewhere about the first quarter of the last century, the Peshwas 
recognised his military capacity which enabled him, Gopal Rao, to bring Jintur Parganna under his 
control with his own horsemen and other followers.  

Young Baba, left under the care of this Gopal Rao Deshmukh spent the best and the most 
impressionable part of his life at Selu which was the centre of that Parganna, and which had a fort and 
castle wherein the Deshmukh resided. The young boy was very greatly attached to his master, and the 
master in turn was deeply interested in the boy.  

Consequently, the boy was with the master at all times, whether the latter was in the field or at puja, 
whether he was in the garden or in the court. Baba seems to have had no education given to him at any 
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time, that is, no book study, and no masters either in the regional language which must have been 
Marathi or Telugu or in any other language. But real education of the highest sort, he had in plenty.  
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More About Baba’s Guru 
 

Deshmukh, unlike many other Deshmukhs or zamindars of his times, was not a dissolute and sensuous 
person of brutal nature revelling in cruelty and violation of all moral rules or scruples.  

On the other hand, he was an extremely pious devotee greatly attached to Tirupati Venkatesa whose 
image he worshipped daily in his own castle. He was rich, and liberal, and patronised learning and piety.  

Hence an abundance of real education could be picked up by the young child Baba when attending on 
his master.  

This Deshmukh's worship of Venkatesa was not of the ordinary sort. He had direct communion with his 
Ishta Devata, and the guidance of that Ishta Devata in all His affairs made his life a-remarkable spiritual 
and temporal success.  

He maintained his political sovereignly against all odds, and the ballads of his time show that his 
regiment was greatly esteemed by the Peshwas whom he helped and feared by the Muslim Nizam 
whom he opposed.  

 

A Remarkable Encounter 

Deshmukh spent much of his time in holy pastimes. He went round visiting holy places, and at one of 
those places a remarkable incident took place showing his nature.  

He occupied, with his retainers, a haunted house. The original owner of the house had died and become 
a Brahma-Rakshas, who would appear suddenly at midnight and kill the occupants.  

But Gopal Rao, the devout worshipper of Venkatesa, was not afraid. He carried on the puja of Venkatesa 
and Saligram right up to the middle of the night. The evil spirit, dishevelled and hairy all over, appeared 
and demanded in a terrific voice, 'Who are you? How dare you come to my house?' Then Gopal Rao 
coolly replied that the statement that the house was his was a mistake when there was nothing in 
common between him and the materials making up the house.  

The- spirit, infuriated, tried to approach him, though with some fear. Gopal Rao waited, and when the 
spirit came within a few yards, he hurled the abhikshekam water on the head of that spirit. At once this 
effected a marvellous change. The spirit fell down prostrate and recited its past history and prayed that 
Gopal Rao should take possession of the vast hoards of wealth which the spirit had made when alive and 
which it had kept in the house and watched over and to utilise all that; to release it from its Brahma 
Rakshas state. Gopal Rao agreed and carried away the treasures to Kasi where he performed the 
requisite rites for the liberation of the Brahmarakshas. 
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Ramananda and Kabir 

Another noteworthy incident in his travels was at Ahmedabad. There at the tomb of Suvag Shah which 
he approached, a remarkable incident occured. The tomb actually perspired with joy and spoke to him. 
It stated that Gopal Rao was formerly Ramananda of Kasi and that now he had become a grihasta and a 
ruler but all the same, his former devotee Kabir would be coming to him soon. It was after this, that 
young Baba was brought to him by the fakir's widow, and Gopal Rao recognised him as Kabir. 
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Do You Want to Offer Your Services at 

Feet of Sai Baba?  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Sai-Ram Dear Friends, do you want to offer 
your time and talent at lotus feet of Baba? If 
you do, https://saisaburi.org offers few 
opportunities for you. If you think a friend of 
yours would be interested please forward 
this magazine to your friend. : ) 

1. You can help spread message about the 
website and this magazine on Facebook. It 
just needs a couple of minutes whenever 
you have time. To know more, email us on 
editor@saisaburi.org 

 2. You can write articles for the website 
https://saisaburi.org or for this magazine. 
We publish all articles and give credit to the 
authors.  

3. You can help in the magazine/website. 
The nature of tasks may be technical or 
non-technical depending on what you want 
to do. There is no commitment - just your 
interest and your dedication. That is it. :)                                                           

To know/discuss email me on 
editor@saisaburi.org. 

If you have any comment regarding 
website/magazine, any suggestion for 
improvement, any thoughts, please feel free 
to email on  editor@saisaburi.org.                                                                                                                         
Om Sai Ram. 
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Anecdotes Ramana Maharshi – From a 

Great Darkness 
 

It was about that time that Chhaganlal Yogi met an old friend on the train who had recently visited 
Ramanashram. His friend described his visit with great enthusiasm and tried his best to convince 
Chhaganlal that Ramana Maharshi was an authentic sage. Then his friend gave him a pinch of vibhutti, 
holy ash from Ramana Maharshi’s ashram, but such was his skepticism and cynicism that he let the 
precious ashes fall from his fingers onto the floor of the train. But in parting his friend gave him a book 
about the Maharshi which Chhaganlal read and was intrigued by, yet he still felt a great skepticism. 
Despite his cynicism, he could not get the Maharshi out of his mind. Finally, after reading other books 
and repeatedly writing to the ashram, he decided to visit and find out for himself. 

What does Sri Bhagavan mean to me? After many years of experiencing his grace, I can now reply, “He is 
everything to me. He is my Guru and my God.” I can say this with confidence because, had I not had the 
good fortune of seeing him and thereafter getting into closer contact with him, I would have been still 
groping in the dark. I would still have been a doubting Thomas. 

How did it all begin? When I was eighteen, I read a lot of books by Swami Vivekananda and Swami Rama 
Tirtha. This reading generated a desire in me that I should also become a sannyasin, like the authors of 
these books. Their writings also implanted in me the ideal of plain living, high thinking, and a life 
dedicated to spiritual matters. Somehow, my desire to become a sannyasin was never fulfilled, but the 
ideal of a dedicated life made a deeper and deeper impression on my mind. At the age of twenty I had 
the good fortune of contacting Mahatma Gandhi. His ideals won my heart and for several years I 
faithfully tried to put them into practice. 

I was doing my duty to the best of my ability and leading, as best I could, a pure and dedicated life until 
the age of thirty-eight. Around that time skepticism began to assail me and my mind became a home for 
all kinds of doubts. I began to doubt the ideals of Gandhiji; I began to doubt sadhus and sannyasins; I 
doubted religion, and I even began to doubt the existence of God. 

It was in this darkest period of my life that I first heard of Sri Ramana Maharshi. At that time I seemed to 
be heading swiftly towards total skepticism. The world appeared to me to be full of injustice, cruelty, 
greed, hate and other evils, the existence of which logically led me to a strong disbelief in God. For, I 
argued, did He truly exist, could anything dark or evil ever have flourished? Doubt upon doubt assailed 
me like dark shadows which dogged my footsteps. I had, as a consequence, lost whatever little 
reverence I might have had for sadhus and sannyasins. I found myself slowly but surely losing my 
interest in religion. The very word itself eventually became a synonym in my mind for a clever ruse to 
delude the credulity of the world. In short, I began to live a life lacking optimism and faith. I was not 
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happy in my disbelief, for my mind took on the aspect of turbulent waters, and I felt that all around me 
there was raging a scorching fire which seemed to burn up my very entrails. 

At first, I was terribly disappointed because nothing seemed to strike me in the way I had expected. I 
found Sri Bhagavan seated on a couch, as quiet and unmoving as a statue. His presence did not seem to 
emanate anything unusual, and I was very disappointed to discover that he displayed no interest in me 
at all. I had expected warmth and intimacy, but unfortunately, I seemed to be in the presence of 
someone who lacked both. 

From morning till evening, I sat waiting to catch a glimpse of his grace, of his interest in me, a stranger 
who had come all the way from Bombay, but I evoked no response. Sri Bhagavan merely seemed cold 
and unaffected. After pinning such hopes on him, his apparent lack of interest nearly broke my heart. 
Eventually, I decided to leave the ashram, knowing full well that if I did, I would be more skeptical and 
hard-headed that before. 

The Veda parayana was chanted every evening in Sri Bhagavan’s presence. It was considered to be one 
of the most attractive items in the daily program of the ashram, but in my depressed state it fell flat on 
my ears. It was the evening of the day that I had decided to leave. The sun was setting like a sad 
farewell, spreading a darkness over both the hill and my heart. The gloom deepened until the 
neighborhood disappeared into the blackness of the night. In my sensitive state the electric light which 
was switched on in the hall seemed like a living wound on the body of the darkness. My mind, which 
was deeply tormented, felt that the psychic atmosphere in the hall was stuffy and choking. Unable to 
bear it any longer, I walked outside to get a breath of fresh air. A young man called Gopalan came up to 
me and asked me where I had come from. 

“Bombay,” I replied. 

He asked me if I had been introduced to the Master, and when I replied that I had not, he was most 
surprised. He immediately led me to the office, introduced me to the Sarvadhikari and then proceeded 
with me to the hall where he introduced me to Sri Bhagavan. When he heard my name Sri Bhagavan’s 
eyes turned to me, looked straight into mine and twinkled like stars. With a smile beaming with grace he 
asked me if I were a Gujerati. I replied that I was. Immediately he sent for a copy of the Gujerati 
translation by Sri Kishorelal Mashruwala of Upadesa Saram, a few copies of which had only just arrived. 
He then asked me to chant the Gujerati verses from the book. 

“But I am not a singer,” I answered, hesitating to begin. But when it became clear that I was expected to 
perform, I got over my initial hesitation and began to chant verses from the book. I had sung about 
fifteen when the bell for the evening meal rang. All the time I was chanting I could feel Sri Bhagavan 
keenly observing me. It seemed that the light of his eyes was suffusing my consciousness, even without 
my being conscious of it. His silent gaze brought about a subtle but definite transformation in me. The 
darkness, which a few minutes before had seemed heavy and unbearable, gradually lightened, and 
melted into a glow of well-being. My erstwhile sadness completely disappeared, leaving in my heart an 
inexplicable emotion of joy. My limbs appeared to have been washed in an ocean-tide of freedom. 
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That evening I sat close to Sri Bhagavan in the dining room. In my exalted state the food I ate seemed to 
have an unusual and unearthly taste. I quite literally felt that I was participating in some heavenly meal 
in the direct presence of God. After having such an experience, I, of course, abandoned all thought of 
leaving the ashram that night. I stayed on for three days longer in order to widen the sacred and 
extraordinary experience which had already begun, an experience of divine grace which I felt would lead 
me in the direction of spiritual liberation. 

During the three days of my stay in the proximity of the Divine Master, I found my whole outlook 
entirely changed. After that short period, I could find little evidence of my old self, a self which had been 
tied down with all kinds of preconceptions and prejudices. I felt that I had lost the chains which bind the 
eyes of true vision. I became aware that the whole texture of my mind had undergone a change. The 
colors of the world seemed different, and even the ordinary daylight took on an ethereal aspect. I began 
to see the foolishness and the futility of turning my gaze only on the dark side of life. 

In those few days Sri Bhagavan, the divine magician, opened up for me a strange new world of 
illumination, hope and joy. I felt that his presence on earth alone constituted sufficient proof that 
humanity, suffering and wounded because of its obstinate ignorance, could be uplifted, and saved. For 
the first time I fully understood the significance of ‘darshan’. 

While I lay in bed in the guest room of the ashram, the encounter which had taken place on the train in 
Bombay replayed itself in my mind. I recalled the blind audacity which had prompted me to drop the 
thrice holy vibhuti in contempt onto the floor of the railway carriage. Today, even one speck of such 
vibhuti is a treasure to me. 

“O Master,” I thought to myself, “what a miracle of transformation! Why did it take half a lifetime 
before I could meet you? Half a lifetime of blundering, of failing and falling. But I suppose, my Master, 
that you would say that time is a mental concept. For I feel that in your sight your bhaktas have, 
throughout all time, always been with you and near you. 

As these thoughts were passing through my mind, I slowly fell into a deep sleep. The next morning, I 
arose in a rejuvenated state; there was a new vigor in my limbs and an awareness that my heart was 
permeated with light. On the third day of my visit, I sadly took leave of Sri Bhagavan. I was still human 
enough, still caught in the sense of time and space, for the parting to leave me with a feeling of aching 
and emptiness in the heart. But there was no despair. Something assured me that I would be returning 
to the feet of the Master sooner than I could imagine. 

 

Chhaganlal V. Yogi, source: greatmaster.info  
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Sin/Karma of Being Born a King 
 

Once the Maharaja of Mysore visited the Ashram. He would not visit Bhagavan in the Hall and asked for 
a private interview. We were perplexed, for Bhagavan never allowed such a thing. Whatever had to be 
said was said in public, by letter, or in the mind. Finally, it was decided to bring the Maharaja in when 
Bhagavan was having his bath. The Maharaja entered the bathroom, and we were all standing outside. 
Trays and trays of costly presents and all kinds of sweets and dainties were offered at Bhagavan’s feet. 
For ten minutes the Maharaja just stood looking and then prostrated before Bhagavan. Tears flowing 
from his eyes actually made Bhagavan’s feet wet. He sobbed for some time and went away. 

A few days later the Maharani of Travancore also came to the Ashram. When Bhagavan was sitting alone 
in the dining hall after lunch, I asked him: “The Maharani was here. What did she do?” 

“She asked many questions and went away.” 

“And the Maharaja of Mysore?” 

“Oh, he is a ripe fruit,” said Bhagavan, and with great feeling he re-enacted the scene. We could almost 
see the Maharaja’s eagerness, his humility and sadness. The Maharaja had told him: “They made me a 
Maharaja and bound me to a throne. For the sin/karma of being born a king I lost the chance of sitting at 
your feet and serving in your glorious presence. I cannot stay here, and I do not hope to come again. 
Only these few minutes are mine. I can only pray for your grace.” 

Shantammal, Eternal Bhagavan  
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Read & Share Previous editions 
You can read previous editions of the magazine by visiting: https://mag.saisaburi.org/    
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Man Counting Leaves 
 

Bhagavân Ramakrishna used to tell a story of some men who went into a mango orchard and busied 
themselves in counting the leaves, the twigs, and the branches, examining their colour, comparing their 
size, and noting down everything most carefully, and then got up a learned discussion on each of these 
topics, which were undoubtedly highly interesting to them.  

cvBut one of them, more sensible than the others, did not care for all these things. And instead, thereof, 
began to eat the mango fruit. And was he not wise?  

So, leave this counting of leaves and twigs and note-taking to others. This kind of work has its proper 
place, but not here in the spiritual domain.  

You never see a strong spiritual man among these “leaf counters”.  

Religion, the highest aim, the highest glory of man, does not require so much labour. If you want to be a 
Bhakta, it is not at all necessary for you to know whether Krishna was born in Mathurâ or in Vraja, what 
he was doing, or just the exact date on which he pronounced the teachings of the Gitâ.  

You only require feeling and craving for the beautiful lessons of duty and love in the Gita.  

All the other particulars about it and its author are for the enjoyment of the learned. Let them have 
what they desire.  

Say “Shântih, Shântih” to their learned controversies, and let us “eat the mangoes”. 

Source: Internet 
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Sri Sarada Devi Quotes 
 

  Open your grief-stricken heart to the Lord. Weep and sincerely pray, ‘O Lord, draw me 
towards You; give me peace of mind.’ By doing so constantly you, will gradually attain peace of 
mind. 

 Thus Spake the Holy Mother. p. 78. 

 
  Pray to God with tears in your eyes whenever you want illumination or find yourself faced 
with any doubt or difficulty. The Lord will remove all your impurities, assuage your mental 
anguish, and give you enlightenment. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 344. 

 
  One who makes a habit of prayer will easily overcome all difficulties and remain calm and 
unruffled in the midst of the trials of life. 

 Sw. Aseshananda. Glimpses of a Great Soul; a Portrait of Sw. Saradananda. p. 43. 

 
  When someone speaks from the heart, one should listen to them 

 Mother’s Love – Sw. Ishanananda. 

 
  We have to surrender ourselves completely to the Lord with faith and devotion in Him, serve 
others to the best of our capacity, and never be a source of sorrow to anybody. 

 Sw. Saradeshananda (1976-1981). “The Holy Mother’s Reminiscences”. Vedanta Kesari. 

 
  Such is life, here today, gone tomorrow! Nothing goes with one, except one’s merit and 
demerit; good and evil deeds follow one even after death. 

 In the Company of the Holy Mother. pp. 124-125. 

 
  He who thinks always of the Lord, which way can evil come to him? 

 (1969)”Holy Mother”. Prabuddha Bharatha. 
 

  Certainly you will have doubts. There will be questionings and faith will return again. That is 
how faith is established. 
  Give up this dry discussion, this hodge-podge of philosophy. Who has been able to know God 
by reasoning? Even sages like Suka and Vyasa are at best like big ants trying to carry away a few 
grains of sugar from a large hea 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. pp. 188-189. 
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  He who has really prayed to the Master, even once, has nothing to fear. By, praying to him 
constantly one gets ecstatic love (Prema Bhakti) through his grace. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 363. 

 
  Is faith so cheap, my child? Faith is the last word. If one has faith, the goal is practically 
reached. 

 The Temple Dedication Souvenir. 

 
  Does one get faith by mere studying of books? Too much reading creates confusion. The 
Master used to say that one should learn from the scriptures that God alone is real and the world 
illusory. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 348. 

 
  The Mother of the universe is the Mother of all. From Her have come out both good and evil. 

 In the Company of the Holy Mother. p. 115. 

 
  Does it matter in the least to God whether you believe or not? Even the sage Suka Deva was 
to Him like a big ant at the most. Infinite is He. How much can you understand of Him? 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 327. 

 
  Why do people argue? Even the wisest of men have not found God through argument! Is God 
a subject for argument? 

 In the Company of the Holy Mother. p. 200. 

 
  God is one’s very own. It is the eternal relationship. He is everyone’s own. One realizes Him 
in proportion to the intensity of one’s feeling for Him. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 302. 

 
  God cannot be realized without love. Yes, sincere love. 

 A Short Life of the Holy Mother. p. 88. 

 
  The grace of God is the thing that is needful. One should pray for the grace of God. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 301. 

 
  He who will pray to God eagerly will see Him. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 231. 

 
  If one calls upon Him repeatedly, He becomes compassionate; and so a devoted attachment 
comes into being. This love for love’s sake should be hidden from all eyes. 

 In the Company of the Holy Mother. p. 295. 
 
  Realization of God cannot be achieved without ecstatic love for Him. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 290. 
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  The whole world is a dream; even this (the waking state) is a dream … What you dreamt last 
night does not exist now. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 302. 

 
  Everything, husband, wife, or even the body, is only illusory. These are all shackles of 
illusion. Unless you can free yourself from these bondages, you will never be able to go to the 
other shore of the world. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 261. 

 
  However strong or beautiful this body may be, its culmination is in those three pounds of 
ashes. And still people are so attached to it. Glory be to God. 

 Sw. Tapasyananda, Sw. Nikhilananda. Sri Sarada Devi, the Holy Mother; Life and Conversations. p. 261. 
 Context: In Hindus, when a person dies he is cremated in fire. Sarada Devi is referring to this as “three pounds of 

ashes”. 

 
  What an illusion Mahamaya has conjured up! Here is this infinite world, and what one claims 
as his possession will be left behind at death. Still men cannot understand this simple truth. 

 Sw. Nikhilananda. Holy Mother. p. 121. 
 
  The world is the Lord’s. He created it for His own play. We are mere pawns in His game. 
Wherever He keeps us and in whatever way He does so, we have to abide by it contentedly. 

 Sw. Saradeshananda (1976-1981). “The Holy Mother’s Reminiscences”. Vedanta Kesari. 
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Baba Was Jitendriya 
 

When Baba left the body, he had only Rs.16 in his hand and no other property. Hence the Raja 
upacharas, which would have puffed up or affected other persons, did not affect him.  

In refusing to own properties or have a palace, he set an excellent example. If all sadhus had followed 
his example, there would not be so much of scandal against sadhus and so much of wreck in sadhus' 
lives that we notice.  

Baba followed the direction of the sastras for hermits and fakirs that a hermit should not put by 
anything for the morrow. Srimad Bhagavata says, 

Sayantanam Scwastanam Va  

Na Sangrinhita Bhikshitam  

Pani Patro Udharamatro  

Makshika Iva Na Sangrahi II 

This means, the sage should not store what he obtains by begging for the evening or keep it for the next 
day. His vessels for receiving alms must be either the hand or the stomach. He should not hoard things 
like the bee.  

The 12th verse adds, if he does, like the bee i.e. if the spiritual persons store, develop attachment or 
Moha, it will means death of the soul.  

Baba had also no necessity for delicacies. He had thoroughly conquered his palate. Srimad Bhagavata62 
says, 

Jitam Sarvam Jite Rase 

that is, When the palate is conquered, everything is controlled. Baba was a perfect Jitendriya. His dhriti 
or self-control included conquest of the urges of hunger and carnal desires as directed in Srimad 
Bhagavata63, Jihvopastha jayo Dhrutih that is, Dhruti means perfect control over the palate and carnal 
urges.  
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Happy Deepavali 
 

Happy Deepavali to All the Readers of 
Saisaburi.org and Saisaburi Magazine. 
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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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