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Dear Friend, first of all thank you very much being a reader of the magazine. A year is about to 
pass, and a year is about to begin. Every new year brings hope and expectations for a new and 
improved future. So, happy new year to you and your family.  

The focus of this edition is to share with you - stories and experiences which are related to 
turning over a new leaf and starting afresh. Materially, we always look forward for fashionable 
clothes, modern gadgets, new car, bigger house, etc. Every new thing is attractive because it 
comes with a promise, the promise of making us happier. After a long and weary journey of a 
lifetime, even soul looks for a new physical sheath as told in all eastern scriptures.  

Newfound understanding about ourselves, new perspectives, renewed vigor, and zest for life is 
what we persistently seek. 

Sometimes starting afresh, forging ahead needs a moment of inspiration, germination of a 
thought seed in our mind. However tiny the seed may be, it finds its way out through stubborn 
earth and come to fore and bears fruit in time. 

With this hope and wish may let us read and relish the articles in this magazine.  

Take care and keep doing fine. Love, Light and Peace to you.  

Om Sai Ram. 
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NOTE: This article runs over several pages and is relatively a long article. I hope you all enjoy reading this. 
I have tried to add some sub-headings in order to make it easy to follow/read. Om Sai Ram. 

Milarepa is one of the most widely known Tibetan Saints. In a superhuman effort, he rose above the 
miseries of his younger life and with the help of his Guru, Marpa the Translator, took to a solitary life of 
meditation until he had achieved the pinnacle of the enlightened state, never to be born again into the 
Samsara (whirlpool of life and death) of worldly existence.  

Out of compassion for humanity, he undertook the most rigid asceticism to reach the Buddhic state of 
enlightenment and to pass his accomplishments on to the rest of humanity.  

The narrative of his life has been passed down through almost a millennium of time and has become an 
integral part of Tibetan culture.  

Milarepa extemporaneously composed innumerable songs throughout his life relevant to the dramatic 
turns of events of himself and his disciples in accordance with an art form that was in practice at the 
time. These songs have been widely sung and studied in Tibet ever since and have been recorded as the 
Hundred Thousand Songs of Milarepa.  

 

EARLY LIFE OF MILAREPA 
 

Milarepa was born into the family of Mila-Dorje-Senge in the year 1052. His father was a trader in wool 
and had become wealthy by the standards of the time when his wife bore a son. The son was named 
Thopaga which means delightful to hear, and Thopaga, later known as Mila-repa (Mila, the cotton clad), 
lived up to his name as he had a beautiful voice and charmed his companions with his singing. The 
family lived in a large stone house that consisted of three stories held in place by a large central pillar 
and supporting columns - a mansion in comparison to the modest homes of his neighbors.  

The brother and sister of Milarepa's father had also settled in the area along with their families, and the 
clan would often congregate at the great stone house of Mila-Dorje-Senge. The family was well to do 
and generous and became the darling of all the relatives and neighbors in the area. They would often 
gather at the house to enjoy feasts. The gathering of friends and neighbors would often fawn over the 
small children - the young son Milarepa (then called Thopaga), and his sister, Peta who was four years 
younger. During this period the family enjoyed the admiration and attention of their neighbors, ate only 
the finest food and wore nothing but fancy clothes and jewelry. 
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About this time the father, Mila-Dorje-Senge, became gravely ill and accepting his impending death, 
called together the extended family and made known to all that he wanted his entire estate and all 
possessions put into the care of his brother and sister until such time as Milarepa had grown and 
married Zesay, one of the neighboring girls who had been betrothed to him in childhood according to 
the tradition of the times. 

After the father’s death, however, Milarepa's greedy Aunt and Uncle who had been given charge of the 
property, divided the estate between them, dispossessing Milarepa, his mother, and sister Peta of all 
their worldly possessions. They were forced to live with them in the lowest accommodations and were 
given only coarse food and even made to work in the fields. Over the ensuing years their health 
suffered, their clothes were rough and tattered, the heads of the two children became invaded by lice.  

 

The mother and her two children who had formerly been the darlings of the village, now became objects 
of derision and abuse by all, who now spurned and ridiculed them. 

When Milarepa reached his fifteenth year, his mother decided on a plan to recover the lost inheritance. 
She scraped together whatever resources she could borrow from neighbors and relatives and put on a 
feast, inviting all who had been present when her husband had died and made known his last wishes. As 
the assembled neighbors and relatives were feasting and drinking large cups of chang (fermented 
barley), she stood up and recounted all that her husband had said on his deathbed, reminding her 
husband's brother and sister that they were to be only caretakers of the estate.  

 

 

 

"All worldly pursuits have but the one unavoidable end, which 
is sorrow: acquisitions end in dispersion; buildings in 

destruction; meetings in separation; births, in death. Knowing 
this, one should, from the very first, renounce acquisition and 

heaping up, and building, and meeting; and faithful to the 
commands of an eminent guru, set about realizing the Truth 

(which has no birth or death)." 

Milarepa 
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Now that Milarepa had attained his majority, she requested that all the property be restored to them. 
But the greedy Aunt and Uncle now claimed that they had been the original owners and had only loaned 
the property to the Mila-Dorje-Senge family and thus, Milarapa and his mother had no real claim on the 
property. The aunt and uncle now began indignantly slapping Milarepa's mother and the two children, 
calling them ungrateful wretches to act thus after accepting the charity of living with them and eating 
their food. Thus, they drove them out of the large stone house to let the mother and children fend for 
themselves. 

Some of the relatives and neighbors were sympathetic to Milarepa's family, but they were not sufficient 
in strength or numbers to oppose the clan of the Aunt and Uncle. And so it happened that the three 
were turned out of their own house. After that they lived meagerly, supported by the relatives of 
Milarepa's mother and charity from Zesay's family. The three were forced to work hard, exchanging 
their labor for a bit of food or a scrap of clothing. During this time, they found no joy in their lives 
whatsoever. 

REBUKE FROM MOTHER & START OF A CYCLE OF KARMAS 
 

One day Milarepa happened to be singing loudly, proud of his voice, when his mother overheard him 
and was stung to the quick by his unseemly outburst of happiness. She immediately berated him for his 
transgression in the face of the relentless misery of their existence. She thought over the situation and 
decided to take action. She wanted him to learn the black arts of sorcery in order to wreak vengeance 
on their enemies, the greedy Aunt and Uncle. Milarepa agreed that he would apply himself under a 
good teacher if his mother provided him with fees for the apprenticeship and living expenses. In order 
to do so, she sold half of the small plot of property that had belonged to her side of the family before 
her marriage and sent Milarapa off with money. Before he took her leave, she very solemnly told him 
that she would kill herself in his very presence if he returned without having learned sufficient magic to 
be able to wreak some havoc on their enemies. 

Milarepa traveled a distance away to a Lama who was known about the countryside as one who was 
proficient in the black arts. Along with some other young apprentices, Milarepa spent nearly a year 
learning mostly ineffectual magic rites with high sounding titles. At the end of the year, the pupils were 
sent off and told that if they applied themselves diligently they would succeed in their quest. Milarepa 
accompanied his companions for a time as they took their leave but then turned back to the Lama's 
house. Along the way, he collected a quantity of manure and dug a hole and buried it in the Lama's 
garden as a small gift to his teacher. The Lama observed this from his roof, and is said to have remarked 
that he had never had a pupil more affectionate and industrious as the young lad Milarepa was.  

The latter, went in to the Lama's presence and told him of his mother's vow to kill herself in his presence 
if he didn't learn some real magic. He then recounted his tale of woe in all its detail to the Lama who 
was greatly saddened by the story.  

The Lama decided to confer some real power on Milarepa but he wanted to make sure that the magic 
would not be used unjustly so he sent a fleet disciple to Milarepa's homeland to find out if the tale was 
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true. On the disciples return, he agreed to show him the true and potent rituals for invoking the Tutelary 
deities to take revenge. 

Milarepa absorbed all the teachings thoroughly and carefully carried out the prescribed ritual for 14 
days. At the end of the ritual the Tutelary deities appeared to him in a vision with the bloody heads and 
hearts of 35 of the relatives who had most ill-treated him. The Lama informed him that two of the guilty 
ones had been missed and asked Milarepa if he wanted their lives as well. He replied that he wanted 
them to be spared as witnesses to the power of his magic. Thus, it came to pass that his two very worst 
enemies, the greedy Aunt and Uncle were spared from harm. 

 

 

 

 

The Disaster 
 

From a phenomenal aspect, the sorcery took the form of a disaster that occurred at the family wedding. 
All the relatives and friends who had been most offensive to him had gathered at the great stone house 
to celebrate the wedding. There was a big commotion outside and some of the horses kept in the yard 
started kicking and running about violently agitated, until one of them ran into the main supporting 
column of the three-story house with such force that the entire house came crashing down on the 
wedding party with tremendous noise and force killing everyone inside except for the Aunt and Uncle. 

 
"If you do not acquire contentment in yourselves, 
Heaped-up accumulations will only enrich others. 

 
If you do not obtain the light of Inner Peace, 

Mere external ease and pleasure will become a source of 
pain. 

 
If you do not suppress the Demon of Ambition, 

Desire for fame will lead to ruin and to lawsuits" 
 

Milarepa 
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All this was observed by some of those sympathetic to the Milarepa family who were just approaching 
the house. Milarepa's mother quickly learned of the catastrophe and was ecstatic with cruel joy. She 
came gloating over the destruction that her son had caused telling everyone what joy her son had 
brought to her aging heart by causing so much death and destruction. The relatives of the dead were 
quite upset at the tragedy and more so to learn of her gloating. They talked it over but were divided on 
whether to get together and kill her in revenge, or to go after her son Milarepa, who had directly caused 
the destruction. After due consideration they decided to find and kill the son. Soon word of their plans 
got back to the mother, so she sent a message to her son, along with several gold pieces she got from 
selling the remaining half of her plot of land. In the note she described her joy at his success and 
requested him now to launch a powerful hailstorm on the area, ruining the crops of their enemies and 
striking fear into their hearts so as to prevent further retaliation. 

Milarepa received the note from the pilgrim courier and gave the gold pieces over to the Sorcerer-Lama, 
requesting him to teach him the art of launching hailstorms. Armed with his new magic, Milarepa 
traveled incognito back to his homeland and set up his ritualistic site on a hillside overlooking the valley 
of his homeland below. He began his incantations and soon dark clouds began to gather and then a 
succession of three powerful hailstorms utterly ruined the entire barley crop of that year, a crop that 
had promised to be one of the heaviest in years. 

After the destruction, Milarepa retreated to a cave in the hillside to escape the cold wind and lit a fire 
for warmth. After a few hours he heard some of his former neighbors walking by the cave he had taken 
refuge in. They had guessed who was responsible for this fresh mischief and were immensely angered 
by the all destruction he had caused, first to the 35 people killed in the wedding party, and now to the 
season's rich harvest of barley - utterly laid waste. The men were talking amongst themselves, saying as 
they walked past the cave that if Milarapa fell into their hands at that very moment, their vengeance 
could hardly be satisfied by chopping his body into tiny bits; such was their anger. At that instant one of 
them spotted the fire and guessed that it was Milarepa himself taking refuge in the cave. They hurried 
quickly and quietly away to go gather a party to go after him. Meanwhile as soon as they had left, 
Milarepa made good his escape and journeyed back to the Sorcerer-Lama. 

 

REPENTANCE 
 

The Lama congratulated Milarepa on his success but by now Milarapa was deeply repenting all the evil 
deeds his mother had urged him to commit.  

He longed for religion and wanted to be delivered from committing further evil acts. He worried greatly 
over the heavy debts of karma he had incurred through his evil actions and could think of nothing else. 
He wanted to ask the Lama Guru for religious instruction but didn't have the nerve to broach the 
subject, so he stayed on, faithfully serving the Lama and waiting for an opportune moment to bring up 
the subject of his salvation. 
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Transitory Life 
 

The Lama now was called away to attend to one of his followers who had died after a short illness. The 
Lama returned lamenting that such an excellent man in the prime of his life had died so suddenly. He 
spoke on the transitoriness of life and the misery of this earthly existence and then started ruminating 
over his own life. He had spent his entire life up to that point practicing the art of dealing death and 
destruction and teaching those same black arts to many others. By doing so he had to take at least a 
portion of the karmic responsibility for all the evil acts that had come out of it. 

In his mood of deep remorse, he urged Milarepa to go and seek out a teacher of the Holy Dharma and at 
least deliver himself and maybe even the Lama into a higher state of existence in a future life. This was 
precisely the opportunity Milarepa had been waiting for. He prayed to be allowed to take to the 
religious life and his teacher readily agreed, giving him gifts and a letter of introduction to a well-known 
Lama versed in a doctrine called "The Great Perfection". 

Milarepa went to the Lama and requested to be taught. The Lama gave him some meditation 
instructions and told him to go practice but after a few days, the Lama had an insight that he was not 
the proper teacher for Milarepa, so he sent him on to a very learned Lama he knew of named "Marpa 
the Translator". Marpa was known widely among other religious centers for his trips to India to procure 
sacred teachings which he had brought back to Tibet in large bundles of scrolls. Marpa had been 
initiated by the famed Naropa, a powerful Saint who had fully transferred his exalted state of 
enlightenment to his disciple Marpa. 

When Milarepa first heard the Lama utter the name "Marpa", he felt a thrill go through his body. 
Suddenly all his hairs stood on end and tears of joy started flowing from his eyes. He set out thinking of 
nothing else but the moment he would finally set eyes on his new guru. 

Meanwhile, the day before Milarepa arrived, Marpa the Translator had a dream in which his own Guru, 
the Great Saint Naropa appeared to him and gave him a five pointed dorje (i.e. sceptre) made of the 
precious gem lapis lazuli. The dorje, however, was slightly tarnished and Naropa urged him to wash the 
dirt off with an elixir of holy water from a golden pot until it shone in splendour and then to raise it up 
upon a Banner of Victory. In his dream Marpa saw that the dorje, once polished and raised up emitted a 
brilliant radiance that shone on all the sentient beings in the six Lokas (the physical and spiritual realms 
or worlds). In his dream, the spectacle of the radiant dorje was blessed with the benedictions of the 
Victorious Ones (previous humanity who had passed into the state of Buddhahood, or enlightenment). 

Marpa was a member of the Kargyutpa sect and one of the specialties of the lineage was to divine 
future events through the reading of omens. From the dream he knew that a momentous meeting with 
his chief disciple was about to take place and that his task was to expiate some evil karma by which the 
disciple had been tarnished and then to bring him to the state of enlightenment. 
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MEETING THE GURU 
 

Marpa left his house telling his wife Damema that he was going to plow his field that day, a thing he had 
never done before. Marpa walked down the road a way and kept busy at the plowing until he spied 
Milarepa coming up the road towards him. As soon as Milarepa approached and laid eyes on the Lama 
Marpa, an inexpressible bliss gripped him and for a few moments he lost consciousness of his 
surroundings swept up in an ecstatic state. As soon as he had recovered, he addressed Marpa as 
Reverend Sir and asked him where he might find the faithful disciple of the famous saint Naropa who 
was called Marpa the translator. Milarepa added that he wanted to learn the True Doctrine by which he 
might obtain Deliverance in one single lifetime. At this Marpa was inwardly pleased but he showed no 
emotion and only said that he would procure an introduction to the Lama Marpa if only Milarepa would 
finish the task of plowing the field. 

Marpa offered Milarepa some chang (barley beverage) as refreshment. Milarepa thanked him and drank 
the entire quantity of chang offered. Milarepa then plowed the field with enthusiasm and even when 
one of the disciples came to call him to the Lama's presence, Milarepa asked him to wait until he had 
finished plowing the field thoroughly and completely as requested by Marpa. Marpa took these two 
omens as signs of his new disciple's thoroughness and willingness to work towards the spiritual goal. 

After that initial meeting began a period during which Marpa held out the goal of spiritual instruction 
and kept Milarepa busy at strenuous physical labours building various stone edifices. By nature, Marpa 
was outwardly a rough and tyrannical teacher but inwardly he was all love and compassion. By the 
previous omens and Milarepa's recounting of his evil deeds, Marpa knew there was a great deal of evil 
karma to be worked out so he pretended to be always short tempered and demanding with the sincere 
and faithful lad.  

He had Milarepa build a stone structure on a high rocky ridge only to have him tear it down again, and 
take all the rocks and boulders back to where they were found, telling him he had changed his plans and 
now wanted a new structure built in another place. This was repeated on three different ridges until 
finally he had Milarepa build a grand many storied edifice on yet a forth ridge. Throughout the tasks, 
Milarepa never lost faith that he would receive the instructions he was looking for and put forth a 
Herculean effort, moving stones that ordinarily could only be moved by the combined strength of three 
men. He put forth such strenuous effort that he wore his body out until his back was one great sore 
from carrying rocks and mortar. His arms and legs were all cracked and bruised. Yet he continued 
working on, every day hoping at last to be favored with some religious instruction. Out of sympathy with 
his wounds, Marpa showed him how to pad his back and allowed him to rest while his body healed, but 
never did he allow Milarepa to avoid any of the building work that he had set out for him to complete. 

During the years when all this building was going on, Marpa continued giving instruction to his other 
students.  
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Despair and Hope  
 

On several different occasions, various individuals among the disciples underwent initiations to receive 
the sacred instructions and Milarepa would try to join them, but the Lama would drive him away with 
angry shouts and fierce beatings, causing him great mental distress.  

Each time Milarepa would be plunged into deep despair thinking that Marpa's actions were due only to 
the evil he had previously done. Sometimes Milarepa considered taking drastic action but each time he 
was on the verge of either taking his own life or running away, Marpa's wife, Damema, would give him 
sympathy and comfort, telling him the Lama would surely soon favor him with some instruction. 

Soon another opportunity for instruction presented itself with the grand initiation of some disciples into 
the Mandala rite of Gaypa Dorje'.  

Marpa's wife Damema secretly gave a rare colored turquoise which had been in her family to Milarepa 
as an offering of the initiation fee and then urged him to take his place once again with the other 
participants to the initiation.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
"If you lose all differentiation between yourselves and others, 

fit to serve others you will be. 
 

And when in serving others you will win success, 
then shall you meet with me; 

 
And finding me, you shall attain to Buddhahood." 

 

Milarepa 
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ILLUSIVE KNOWLEDGE 
 

When the time came for the ceremony, Marpa approached Milarepa, carefully examined the turquoise 
and asked him how he came to possess it. Milarepa had to confess that the Reverend Mother (Damema) 
had given it to him. In reply Marpa merely told him that if he had anything of his own to offer, he could 
stay.  

Thinking that maybe the Lama would soften and allow him to take initiation, Milarepa stayed on a while 
and waited. But this only made Marpa furious (at least outwardly) and he threw young Milarepa to the 
ground with great force and made as if to beat him with a stick. At this the young lad felt as if his heart 
was breaking and weeping openly, he left the house. 

The next day the Lama summoned him and asked him if his refusal to confer initiation on him had 
shaken his faith. Milarepa replied that he only considered that it was the result of his own evil deeds 
which had prevented him from taking his place in the ceremony, whereupon he burst into tears anew. 
At this, the Lama ordered him out in an angry voice, asking him how he dared try to blame the Lama for 
this by his weeping so in his presence. Again, Milarepa was sunk into the utmost despair feeling as if his 
heart were being torn out. 

Milarepa went off by himself and thinking things over he concluded that the Lama never would confer 
on him the spiritual truths he was seeking and that he would have to seek them elsewhere. So, he 
sought out Damema and told her of his plans to find another Guru. She reluctantly agreed that it 
appeared the Lama never would give him any instruction. Therefore, she gave him some relics of 
Marpa's Guru Naropa as a gift and sent him off to another highly developed Lama, Ngogpa, who was of 
the same sect as Marpa. She wrote a note asking Lama Ngogpa to teach Milarepa some religious 
instructions and then sealed the note with Marpa's own seal. 

After a short journey to the Lama's monastery, Milarepa arrived just as Lama Ngogpa had reached an 
auspicious point in a lecture to a large number of his pupils. He was reading: "I am the Expounder and I 
am the Truth. I am the Teacher of the World. I am the Being who has passed beyond all states of worldly 
existence. I am the Blissful one." Just as he said these words, he looked up to see Milarepa prostrating 
before him in salutation. The Lama took this simple sign as an omen that Milarepa would one day 
become a master of all religious lore. 

As soon as Milarepa presented the Lama with Naropa's sacred relics and the note requesting instruction, 
the Lama was overjoyed to be so favored with such auspicious gifts and he then ordered a great 
celebration. Lama Ngogpa had heard about the Great Sorcerer (as Milarepa was called) staying with 
Marpa and had thought about sending for him.  

The Lama explained to Milarepa that many of his pupils had been waylaid and robbed of their meager 
possessions and supplies by the lawless inhabitants of one of the nearby provinces as they journeyed to 
and from the lamasery. He therefore dispatched Milarepa to launch a powerful hailstorm on the area. 
He promised Milarepa that as soon as this was accomplished, he would give him the instructions he 
sought. Now Milarepa bitterly repented his fate that instead of getting religious instruction, he was now 
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being asked to commit still more evil acts. But he saw no way he could refuse so he set out for the 
province and set up his apparatus on a hillside and began the rites. 

Soon a large and violent storm gathered and let loose huge quantities of rain and hail. After the storm 
had passed, he saw that the fields of grain had all been wasted, the hills around were deeply cut by 
ravines, and many of the domestic animals of the residents as well as even birds, rats, and other animals 
had perished in the storm.  

Finding a shepherd who had lost his entire flock, Milarepa made known to him that the people of the 
province had better refrain from robbing the religious pilgrims passing through the area or risk having 
more disastrous hailstorms visited upon them. On hearing of this the people were profoundly impressed 
with the power of Lama Ngogpa and not only refrained from robbing the pilgrims in the future, but 
many of them became devoted followers and faithfully served him. 

Milarepa returned to the Lama in despair bewailing the fact that he came to the Lama searching for 
religious teaching but instead had been required to heap up even more sin. The Lama comforted him by 
telling him that all that had perished in the flood would in future times become themselves pupils on the 
path to Buddhahood. 

 
GLIMMER OF KNOWLEDGE 
 

Lama Ngogpa now fulfilled his promise to Milarepa and initiated him into the sacred rite of the Mandala 
of Gaypa Dorje. Milarepa was then conducted to a solitary cave where he was walled up inside of it with 
a stone wall held in place with mud as mortar. Now he was to commence his meditation practices. A 
small aperture was left for handing in food and water. Milarepa followed the Lama's meditation 
instructions with great zeal but despite a prodigious effort on his part, he failed utterly to experience 
any kind of spiritual development. 

After a while the Lama came to him and asked him if he had experienced such and such to which 
Milarepa replied in the negative. The Lama was greatly puzzled as even the least advanced pupil should 
have had at least some measure of experiences by that point. Milarepa was inwardly alarmed by this 
and guessed that it was because he did not have Marpa's blessings. He was afraid to say anything 
though, so he kept quiet, and the Lama directed him to continue with his practices. 

At about this time, Lama Ngogpa received a summons from Marpa to join him for a great religious 
event. The letter also stated that Lama Ngogpa should return the "wicked person" who had taken refuge 
with him. The Lama went to Milarepa's cave and read the letter to him. At this Milarepa confessed that 
indeed, it was not Marpa that had sent him there for instruction, but his wife, the Reverend Mother 
Damema. The Lama then stated that in that case, they had been engaged in totally profitless work. 

Lama Ngogpa now collected all his pupils and taking a large number of objects and all his livestock as 
offerings in the ceremony, they proceeded to the residence of Marpa. When they were a short distance 
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away, Lama Ngogpa sent Milarapa ahead to inform Marpa that they were near so that he could send 
some disciples back with refreshments (according to Tibetan custom). 

Milarepa hurried to Marpa's residence and first encountered Damema. They greeted one another with 
great joy like reunited mother and son. She then told him to go inside and pay his respects to Marpa. 
Marpa was on the top floor of the house and when Milarepa approached from one direction, Marpa 
turned in another. Milarepa approached him again and Marpa turned back in yet another direction. 
Then Milarepa informed him that though he was unwilling to accept his own obeisance, Marpa should at 
least prepare a reception for Lama Ngogpa's party who was now only a short distance away. Marpa 
became enraged at this and replied that when he himself had returned from India with a load of 
precious teachings, not even as much as a lame bird hopped out to greet him. 

At this Milarepa left to find Damema. The two, along with some of Marpa's disciples went back with a 
quantity of chang to greet Lama Ngogpa's party. Once the entire group had assembled, the religious 
consecration of the completed residence of Marpa's son was carried out. Then a few days later, Marpa 
conferred on Lama Ngogpa the final ear whispered teaching that he lacked - the Short Cut of the 
Immutable Path - through which it is possible to attain to Nirvana in a single lifetime. 

After this Marpa put on a great feast, including his own disciples and all those who had assembled there 
from far distant locations. During the feast, Marpa sat looking fiercely at Lama Ngogpa and suddenly 
pointing an accusing finger at him and glancing at his long staff he had by his side, he demanded that the 
Lama account for his inexcusable behaviour in granting teachings to the wicked and evil Milarepa. The 
Lama was terrified and replied to him that he had only carried out the instructions that Marpa himself 
had written in his letter, signed with his own seal and accompanied by the relics of Saint Naropa to show 
their authenticity. Marpa then turned on Milarepa and demanded to know where he got the relics of 
Naropa to give to the Lama. Milarepa shrunk in terror and felt his soul within sinking. He quickly passed 
from a state of extreme terror to one of extreme anguish, feeling once again as if his heart were being 
torn out. He began trembling and could scarcely talk for his terror. He felt compelled to inform Marpa 
that the Reverend Mother Damema had sent him to the Lama with the note and the relics of Naropa. At 
this Marpa turned fiercely to Damema to accuse her, but anticipating just such an event, she had 
already escaped the room and went into the chapel, barring the door behind her. Marpa then 
demanded that Lama Ngogpa return to his monastery and bring back the garlands and rosary of rubies 
that had once belonged to the great saint Naropa. 

The Lama left immediately to do so and encountered Milarepa outside who had also made his escape 
when the Reverend Mother had run out of the room. Milarepa was in a corner weeping from the 
deepest depths of despair, and he asked the Lama to please ensure that he would get a proper birth in 
his next life with a chance to attain enlightenment. He explained that because of all the evil deeds he 
had committed he had not only had made himself suffer but had also involved the Lama and the 
Reverend Mother in his suffering. He had now lost all hope of attaining teachings in this life and in his 
despair, planned to take his own life on the spot. The Lama himself burst into tears at this and pleaded 
with Milarepa not to take his own life. He informed him that the Mystic Doctrine held that all the various 
bodily principles and faculties are divine and that to prematurely end the present life before it's natural 
period of dissolution was the greatest sin of all incurring the severest of punishments. 
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Then Lama Ngogpa sought to comfort Milarepa as did many of the disciples who joined in to offer their 
own sympathies. But Milarepa remained in deep despair, bitterly repenting the black deeds he had 
previously committed that were now producing all his present suffering. 

Meanwhile all the anger seemed to drain out of Marpa and he became calm and mild and asked one of 
his disciples to go and bring Lama Ngogpa, Damema, and Milarepa back into his presence, but this made 
Milarepa even more despondent. He envied the others, called back to Marpa's presence, but as for 
himself, he knew that his teacher would only show fresh displeasure at him if he returned with the 
others. So, he remained there still weeping with despair and Lama Ngogpa remained with him to soothe 
him and make sure he didn't do anything rash. 

Marpa now sent Damema to request Milarepa to return saying that he was now to be the honored 
guest. Damema went to him smiling broadly and told him that it appeared that Lama Marpa was now 
really going to favor him with some teaching. Milarepa very much doubted that this could be so but 
nonetheless returned with the others, and all took their seats around Marpa. 

 
MARPA FINALLY RELENTS 
 

Now Marpa made a detailed recounting of all that had occurred from the time he first met his worthy 
disciple. He first said that he had set Milarepa at hard labor building various edifices to help absolve him 
of his sins. His own anger, he said was not common anger, but spiritual or religious anger and it had as 
its aim to incite repentance and contribute to the spiritual development of the recipient. If he had had 
the chance of plunging his spiritual son (Milarepa) into abject despair nine times he would have been 
able to cleanse him completely of all his sins. But owing to the misplaced pity and narrow understanding 
of his wife Damema, who had interfered with his plans, he was only able to do this eight times. 
However, the sufferings that Milarepa had undergone had cleansed him of his major sins and his other 
chastenings had cleansed him of most of his minor sins leaving him with only a residual amount of 
demerit to be worked off. 

Now Marpa announced that he was going to finally confer on Milarepa those initiations and teachings of 
his sect that bring liberation in a single lifetime and then he planned to shut him up in a cave to begin his 
meditations. 

Milarepa was not sure if he were dreaming or awake but if dreaming he wished the dream to continue 
and began to weep, not out of misery, but for the pure inexpressible joy that was now possessing his 
soul. He made obeisance to the guru Marpa and all those present admired Marpa for his stern and 
inflexible will while chastening Milarepa, and for his wisdom and mercy in working out his salvation. All 
were now beaming and smiling as they partook of the sacrificial cakes. 

The next day, Marpa erected the Demchog Mandala and through mantras, invoked the presence of the 
deities who presided over the succession of gurus in the Kargyutpa Sect of which Marpa was now the 
current youngest lineage holder. Milarepa now had the vision of the presiding tutelary deities invoked 



Page | 18                                                                     https://saisaburi.org  
 

by the Mandala, thus receiving their benediction on his initiation. Then Marpa gave him instruction in 
the methods of meditation and explained the meanings of all the omens and events that had occurred 
since the initial meeting of the two. He told Milarepa that he in his turn would have disciples full of faith, 
intelligence, and energy, owing to his own patience, faith and acceptance in all the trials he had 
undergone during his cleansing period. 

Now Milarepa began his meditation training. Marpa shut him up in a cave with a supply of provisions. 
Milarepa used to start his meditations each day by putting a lighted lamp on his head. He would 
continue meditating until the lamp went out. After eleven months of this Marpa and Damema came to 
take him out of isolation and assess his progress. Milarepa was reluctant to take a break from his 
meditations because of the great progress he was making but he followed his Guru's dictates. Marpa 
now asked him what understandings he had obtained from his meditations. Milarepa first sang a song 
which he extemporaneously composed honoring his Guru and his wife and the teachings he had been 
given. In his song he requested that Marpa remain in the world until "The Whirling Pool of Being is 
emptied". After that he summarized his realizations. 

After the recounting, Marpa was exceedingly pleased and told Milarepa that he had expected much but 
that his expectations had all been exceeded. Milarepa was then allowed to go back to the cave for more 
meditation. 
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By now Marpa was getting on in years. Since he began teaching Milarepa, he had made two more trips 
to India to visit his Guru Naropa and receive the final texts he had not brought back in his earlier trips. 
Marpa now called together all his chief Lamas and disciples, including Milarepa, and gave to each those 
mystics texts that would be most valuable according to each person's line of development. Each also 
received some relic that had belonged to Naropa. To Milarepa was given the teaching of Tum-mo in 
which the ascending and descending flows along the spinal column are united to produce the vital heat 
so necessary for meditation in the cold and solitary caves of the Himalayas. Then all returned to their 
own province except Milarepa who continued for several more years of meditation in a cave under the 
direction of Marpa. 

 

Dream of earlier ties 
 

Usually Milarepa never slept but meditated continuously, however one particular day he had slept for a 
long time and had a vivid dream wherein he saw the house he had lived in as a child all in ruins. He saw 
his sacred books within the fallen house being wasted by rainwater, his old mother had died, and his 
sister was roving about the countryside with no attachments and no friends. In his dream he was 
weeping with great sadness and longing for his mother and sister, and he woke up feeling very sad. He 
tried again to meditate but could not shed his sadness; instead, the feeling grew stronger and stronger 
until he vowed to himself to go out into the world and try to find his family. So, he pulled down the rock 
wall and went to see his guru Marpa. 

As he entered Marpa's quarters he found him asleep with the rising sun just lighting his head like a halo. 
Just at that moment, Damema came in with his morning meal. Marpa awoke, alarmed to find Milarepa 
had left his cave retreat. Milarepa explained that he was overcome with sadness thinking of his beloved 
mother and sister he had left behind many years ago. He explained to Marpa his great longing to see 
them once more. Although Marpa felt there was little chance in finding the mother alive and little merit 
in making the search, he agreed to allow him to go. But, he warned, the fact that Milarepa had entered 
his quarters and found him asleep was an omen that they would not see each other alive again in this 
life. 

Marpa was much grieved at heart thinking he would not again see his spiritual son alive but knowing this 
was the way of all the perishable things of the world, he requested Damema to deck the alter with 
offerings for their parting ceremony.  

He then gave Milarepa the final and highest initiation as well as the sacred ear-whispered tantric 
doctrines. These doctrines he gave only to Milarepa, among all his disciples. He charged Milarepa in his 
turn to hand them down to his most worthy disciple and so on for thirteen generations. Then in a final 
ceremony with the entire assembly of Lamas and disciples, Marpa occultly manifested himself in the 
forms of Gaypa Dorje and other of the tutelary divinities of the Kargyutpa sect and also other divine 
shapes and forms along with the various symbols associated with each deity such as bells, gems, lotuses, 
swords, etc.  
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He then explained that these were various psycho-physical powers obtained after enlightenment and 
that they should never be manifested for an unworthy cause. This was his parting gift to Milarepa, and 
this, his spiritual son, greatly exalted in his heart to see that his Guru Marpa was veritably a Buddha 
himself. He vowed that he himself would gain such powers and show them in his turn to his own 
disciples. Marpa then told him that he could now depart since he had demonstrated the mirage like 
nature of all existing things. He instructed Milarepa to meditate in various caves made holy by previous 
saints in the locale of Mount Kailas, Lapchi Kang (Mt. Everest), and other sanctified places.  

He then gave to Milarepa a sealed scroll that was to be opened only on dire threat of imminent death. 
With great sadness, knowing they would not meet again in the present life, Milarepa took leave of his 
beloved Spiritual Father and Mother with the thought that they would all meet again in the celestial 
realms. 

He journeyed quickly to his homeland, crossing several high and dangerous mountain passes to get 
there. When he arrived, he found things just as he had seen in his dream. His mother had died, his 
house was in ruins and all the neighbors were afraid to go near it thinking it inhabited by evil ghosts. His 
sister wandered homeless; none knew where. His field was choked with weeds. 

He entered the ruin that was his house and found a mound with grass growing thickly over it. Moving 
the dirt, he found the bones of what he knew to be his mother. He had the unbearable thought that he 
would never see his mother again and a deep sadness gripped his soul. He wept bitterly in his loneliness. 
Remembering his Guru's teachings on the transient nature of reality, he laid down using the mound as a 
pillow and entered into deep meditation. He soon passed over into the samadhi state in which he 
remained for seven days. On returning to normal consciousness, he reflected that the world now had 
nothing left to tempt him or bind him to it. He vowed again and again to himself that the life of solitary 
meditation was the only path for him. Exchanging his house and land for some food, he left forever his 
former homeland and proceeded to the Draktar-Taso Cave, the first of many caves he was to inhabit 
over the remainder of his life. 

There he settled in the spacious comfortable cave, not even sleeping, but meditating continuously 
except for a single break once a day to prepare a meal of flour and water mixed with whatever root or 
edible he might find. At about this time Milarepa gained proficiency in the yogic power of Tum-mo, the 
generation of the Ecstatic Internal Warmth, in which the body generates a great deal of heat. This 
allowed him to stay relatively warm through the cold Tibetan winters with nothing but a thin cotton 
covering whereas most people had to wear thick wool and leather hides. For this reason he came to be 
called Mila - repa or Mila the cotton clad. 
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FINAL FRONTIER 
 

His daily routine of meditation continued for four years until his supply of flour ran out. This caused him 
great concern because he had vowed to himself not to return to the world for any reason - but with no 
food, he was afraid he might die without having attained liberation. He decided to walk about outside 
the cave in search of some kind of food. Not far from the cave he found a sunny spot with springs of 
fresh water, an expansive view of the area, with a large quantity of nettles growing all about. He made a 
soup of nettle broth and found it to be somewhat palatable. This was now to become his sole source of 
food for some time to come. He continued his meditations on his new diet, but without any nurturing 
food, his body soon became emaciated and the hair on his body began to take on a greenish tinge from 
the nettles. He became very weak and often thought of opening the scroll that Marpa had given him for 
a time of dire need. But he continued to make progress in his meditations. 

About this time some hunters chanced to be in the area after failing to find game. When they first laid 
eyes on Milarepa's pale green form, they fled in terror thinking he was not a man but some kind of evil 
spirit. But on assuring them he was indeed a human like themselves they lost their fear of him. They 
demanded that Milarepa share some of his provisions with them as they were out of food but Milarepa 
told them he had none to share. They did not believe him, so they searched the area and not finding any 
began to ill treat him. Three of them picked him up several times and dropped him causing him great 
pain but in his misery he only pitied them and shed tears thinking of the evil karma they were creating 
for themselves. The fourth hunter entreated the others to stop ill-treating him and leave him alone as 
he did indeed seem to be a real lama for showing such forbearance over his ill treatment. Before 
leaving, the fourth man requested Milarepa to remember him in his prayers since the man had done 
nothing to offend him, and then the group of them left, laughing boisterously. Later Milarepa learned 
that Divine retribution had overtaken them as they were arrested by the Governor of the province. The 
leader was killed and all but the fourth man, who had restrained the others from harming Milarepa, had 
their eyes put out. 

The meditation continued and Milarepa grew even thinner. The hair on his body took on a more 
greenish color. Again some hunters chanced upon his cave and also wanted provisions but seeing that 
he was living only on nettles, they left him the remainder of their own provisions and a large quantity of 
meat. Milarepa was very grateful to have some real food and he began to take some daily. The food 
gave him a sense of bodily comfort and spiritual zeal which he had not experienced in a long time and 
his meditations took on a new intensity. But eventually the food ran out and once again he fell back on 
his nettle broth for sustenance. 
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Several more years passed in this way and Milarepa's long lost sister Peta heard tales from hunters that 
had stumbled across his camp. They informed her that her brother was there and looked on the verge of 
death from starvation. She was amazed to hear even that he was alive and took the news to Zesay, who 
had been betrothed to Milarepa in childhood. Between the two they agreed that the sister should first 
go to see him and find out if the rumors were true 

Approaching the cave, Peta was horrified to see the emaciated green body of her brother, with 
protruding bones and eyes sunk in his skull. At first she took it to be some strange being or ghost but 
recognizing her brother's voice, she ran to him crying and bewailing their fate. She expressed to him that 
they two were the most luckless people in the whole world. At this Milarepa explained that rather he 
was the most fortunate person in the world because he had attained to transcendent knowledge and 
Bodhi mind (the internal vision of a Buddha). But his sister felt he was only deluding himself. 

Peta had brought provisions and a supply of chang and after partaking of some food his mood was 
greatly elevated. However when he tried to meditate afterwards his mind was filled with a mix of pious 
and impious thoughts and he was unable to concentrate. 

A few days later both the sister, Peta, and his betrothed, Zesay, came to visit him bringing cured meat, 
flour, butter, and chang. They chanced to come upon him when he was out getting water and he had 
absolutely no clothes on since his wearing cloth had fallen into tattered pieces over the years. His sister 
told him that no matter how she regarded him he seemed not to be in any way a sane person. They 
both urged him to at least go out begging for supplies on occasion. Then they went to get some cloth to 
cover his body with. But Milarepa felt that the hour of death was uncertain. his Guru had told him that 
his only avenue of success in this life was through continued meditation. He himself was afraid that if he 
didn't reach enlightenment in this very life, he would be reborn in a lower state due to the evil he had 
committed early in life, and so he ignored their advice and persevered in his meditation. 

He finished the chang that Peta had brought and was eating well from the food left by Zesay but he 
found that his mind was now disturbed and his body was experiencing various pains. No matter how 
hard he tried to meditate he could no longer enter the samadhi state. Feeling there was no greater 
danger than not being able to continue with his meditations, he opened the scroll that Marpa had given 
him for just such a time of dire emergency. In the scroll he found the exact instructions needed for 
treating the present emergency and he immediately put the instructions into effect with the result that 
his meditations now increased as never before because of the healthy food he was now eating. 

The knot of the central spinal column along which the psychic energy flows was now cleared at the 
plexus (i.e. chakra center) below the naval and the psychic energy current rose up his spine in its 
fullness. He now experienced a supersensuous calmness and clearness that far exceeded in its ecstatic 
intensity any of the states he had previously reached. He attained to new heights of realization in which 
he saw that the highest state of Nirvana and the ordinary state of Samsaric consciousness were but 
opposite and inseparable states resting on the base of the Voidness of Universal or Supra mundane 
Mind (ie Ultimate Awareness). In his new realization he could clearly see that the samsaric or 
phenomenal existence results when the Universal Mind is directed along the path of self centered and 



Page | 24                                                                     https://saisaburi.org  
 

self oriented awareness, and that the Nirvanic state of transcendence results when it is directed on the 
path of selfless or altruistic awareness. 

Greatly encouraged by this new development, Milarepa redoubled his zeal and began to develop the 
siddhis or yogic powers that accompany full enlightenment. His production of the inner vital heat also 
developed fully so that he could easily sit amongst the frozen snows and melt the ice into water. A few 
of the people he had encountered now knew about his siddhis (psychic powers) and so Milarepa 
determined to go to even more isolated caves to prevent a steady flow of people coming to him with 
selfish aims. 

As he was about to leave the area, his sister Peta came once again bringing him some cloth for him to 
fasten into a garment for his naked body. She remained a while and he tried to talk her into taking to a 
life of meditation with him. But the very thought was repugnant to her and she saw only his great 
deprivation. To her, he was the most miserable person on the earth and she felt that even though she 
had to beg for her own food and clothes, her life was far better than his. She tried to talk him into 
becoming a lama of the people so that they might bring him offerings in return for religious blessings. 
Milarepa saw that he would not be able to convert her to a religious outlook so he at least explained to 
her the doctrine of karma (i.e. the law of retribution) so that she would at least refrain from incurring 
any fresh debts from harmful actions. 
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While Peta was visiting, their evil Aunt arrived, the aunt who had started the entire chain of events so 
many years back by seizing the property of Milarepa's widowed mother. Peta saw her approaching and 
tried to prevent her from reaching the cave by withdrawing the bridge that spanned the chasm to the 
other side, but the Aunt pleaded to be heard. Her brother, the evil Uncle who had conspired with her, 
had died, and she now deeply repented all she had done and so she had brought a yak load of supplies 
and found Milarepa by asking about in the villages until she was told a wandering monk resembling a 
green caterpillar had indeed been through the area. Milarepa finally agreed, although reluctantly, to talk 
to her and he delivered several religious discourses to her reminding her of all the sufferings and misery 
she had inflicted on them. In her state of misery, the Aunt took his teachings to heart and went on her 
way having been converted to a path that would confer eventual liberation. The sister Peta now also 
took her leave, having her mind somewhat turned to religion. 

Milarepa now removed to Lapchi-Kang (Everest) and continued his meditation amidst the snows and 
isolation there. Altogether he meditated in and made holy twenty caves covering the region from Mount 
Kailas and Lapchi-Kang in Tibet to far off Nepal. It is said that besides his many human converts he also 
brought to enlightenment some superhuman (ie non-embodied) beings as well, including the Goddess 
Tseringma (one of the twelve guardian deities of Tibet who reside at Mt. Kailas). The Goddess came to 
tempt him with her powers during his meditations and instead was herself liberated. 

During his travels over the 84 years of his life he met many worthy disciples that were destined to come 
under his tutelage. Highest among the disciples was Dvagpo Rimpoche (Gambopa). The most well 
known among them was Rechung who entreated him to tell in detail the story of his life (summarized in 
this narrative) which was recorded for the benefit of all sentient beings, even into the far future. These 
two disciples were respectively like the sun and the moon. The most exalted of beings met by Milarepa 
was a Maha-Purusha (Great Being) he had the excellent fortune of meeting - an Exalted Being 
mentioned by the Buddha himself as one of the guardians and protectors of the human race who live on 
through the centuries far from human habitation. 

Besides his two chief disciples, Milarepa had 25 additional highly accomplished disciples, both men and 
women, who became saints. Another hundred made such progress that they did not take rebirth. 
Another hundred and eight Great Ones obtained excellent experience and knowledge from meditation. 
A thousand sadhus and yogis, both men and women, renounced worldly life and lived lives of exemplary 
piety. Innumerable lay disciples formed a religious relationship with Milarepa so that the gateway to 
lower states of existence was closed to them forever. 

Thus did Milarepa radiate spiritual light like a beacon, drawing vast numbers of sentient beings forward 
toward the light of deliverance and dispelling in all directions the darkness of selfishness and ignorance. 

 

Source: cosmicharmony.com 
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An old devotee named Goulibuva, who was about 95 years old at the time, was a devotee of Pandharpur 
Maharaj.  He spent 8 months every year at Pandharpur and four months (July to November) on the 
banks of the Ganges. He had a mule to carry his luggage and a disciple as his companion. Every year, he 
made his pilgrimage to Pandharpur and came to Shirdi to see Sai Baba, Whom he loved greatly. He used 
to stare at Baba and say, “This is Pandharinath Vithal incarnate, the merciful Lord of the poor and 
helpless.” Goulibuva was a devotee of Vithoba and had made many trips to Pandharpur and testified 
that Sai Baba was indeed Pandharinath incarnate. 

 

Source: Sai-Satcharitra, chapter 4 
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You can read previous editions of the magazine by visiting: https://mag.saisaburi.org/    
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Sai Baba was very fond of remembering and singing God’s name. He always said the words, “Allah 
Malik” (God is our Sole Master) and in His presence made others sing God’s name continuously, day and 
night for seven days. This is called Namasaptaha; Once, He asked Kakasaheb Dixit to perform the 
Namasaptaha. Kakasaheb replied that he would do it, provided he was assured that Vithal would appear 
at the end of the 7th day. Baba, placing His hand on Kakasaheb’s chest, assured him that Vithal would 
certainly appear but that the devotee must be “earnest and devout.” He then said, “The Dankapuri 
(Takore) of Takurnath, the Pandhari of Vithal, the Dwarka of Ranchhod (Krishna) is here (Shirdi). One 
need not go far to see Dwarka; Will Vithal come here from some other place? He is here; Only when the 
devotee is bursting with love and devotion, will Vithal manifest Himself here (Shirdi).” 

After the Saptaha was over, Vithal manifested Himself in the following manner. Kakasaheb Dixit was 
meditating after his bath and saw Vithal in a vision. When he went at noon to receive Baba’s darshana, 
Baba asked him, “Did Vithal Patil come? Did you see Him? He is a very truant fellow; catch Him firmly, 
otherwise he will escape.” This happened in the morning and at noon there was another Vithal 
darshana. A hawker came there to sell pictures of Vithoba. This picture exactly matched the figure that 
appeared in Kakasaheb’s vision. On seeing this and remembering Baba’s words, Kakasaheb Dixit was 
quite surprised and delighted. He bought a picture of Vithoba and placed it in his shrine for worship. 

Source: Sai Satcharitra 
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Over the years, I have had the privilege of witnessing and participating in many communions – physically 
and metaphysically. Usually, in planes other than earth, the communions are more like a sharing of 
consciousness or conscious awareness. This means, one’s thought becomes everyone’s understanding. 
There are no questions and answers because there is no intellect to question. Silence carries the 
awareness. Here are some excerpts. There are much more. Someday, I hope to share more. 

We sat under the tree in a state of absolute bliss and overwhelming gratefulness. I prostrated at His feet 
mentally. He acknowledged by clasping his hands and extending pranaams. Whenever our eyes locked, 
we offered pranaams and Namaskaars to each other. The bliss of being with a complete renunciate!!! 

He smiled internally. It is similar to the smile of very small children during sleep. Nobody can understand 
the reason behind those smiles and the tears of those tiny babies. He smiled and looked into my eyes 
again. Then looked away. I was just watching and inhaling the overwhelming presence of a Great 
Master. About eleven of us sat under the tree, on the banks of Ganges, close to the Avadhoota. 

He said: “All of you have come here from afar. Why have you come searching for me? What can I give 
you which you already do not have? I have nothing to give anyone. All I have, you have too.  Why did 
you have to come spending so much money and time? To see a naked, mad man?” and he laughed 
again. This was all in Hindi. 

 

I said: “You called us. We came. Without your calling, we cannot come here. All we need is your 
blessings”. He looked into my eyes again. Then looked away, into eternity for sometime. He said: “Do 
you hear the birds singing? How did you hear that? Your mind went there to the tree along with your 
ears? Mind should not go away from you. It should stay within you. The birds will sing, but, they will sing 
within you. There are no birds, outside of you. Everything is within you. Do you understand me?” I 
nodded. He was not talking. He was commanding. His words were commands which must work within 
all listeners. I felt His power and depth. The authority was astounding. A man who remains unclothed 
and unattached expressed the conviction and authority of an Emperor. That was his stature. 

Another person asked: “Swami, the forests are vanishing. Where can a seeker find peace?” He 
answered: “Who needs forests? Who is making them vanish? If you cannot find peace where ever you 
are, you cannot find peace in the forests too. Peace is always inside the man, not outside. You cannot 
find peace outside, if your inner space is in chaos. Clean up your inner space with good thoughts, words 
and residue of actions. You will have peace everywhere else. The world outside is just an expression of 
yourself. There is no outside world apart from you. You make it. You break it. You make everything 
within you. You break everything within you. So, there is no point in going to forests to find peace. You 
will be more restless. 
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He said: “People are teaching about chakras, naadis, aura and kundalini! People are chasing sensations! 
People are so stuck with the thoughts of kosas (sheaths) and its accessories. HA HA HA. What is the use? 
More ego? When will you stop looking at yourself (your accessories) and look at Your Self? People give 
elaborate lectures about Kundalini moving through Mooladhara, Swaaadhishtaana, Manipura etc. What 
is the use of meat to a vegetarian? What is the use of knowledge when it is of no real use, and only 
creates more chaos within? We have to leave off all such knowledge and move higher. We have to shed 
names and images and move higher. How long will we hold on to such things? And what for? Eventually, 
everything must dissolve. 

The true happiness is in losing. Losing everything that added to the weight of your existence. The true 
happiness is that of someone who has nothing inside. Nothing to defend. Nothing to fear. Nothing to 
run away from. Nothing to do. Nothing to prove. Nothing to think. Nothing to achieve. Nothing!!! No 
needs. No requirements. Lose everything. Name, fame, image, thoughts, knowledge. Lose everything. 
You will experience the causeless joy and wonder of your eternal spirit. You will experience the true 
state of liberation – Jeevan Mukta. 

He then took a glass and said: “Man is holding on to his toys, just like a child who cannot let go of his 
toys. Man is a child, and the only difference is in his size, not in his outlook or attitude. Oh Man!!! When 
will you let go? When will you let go of your toys? Nature always ends up forcefully removing those toys 
and dispatching you from existence, time and again. No control on his own life and no control on his 
death too!!! What a misery!!! Oh Man!!! What can I say? What can I give you? You are so crammed up 
inside! 

Many come here to see if I can reduce their baggage of suffering!!! How can I release you from anything, 
when you hold them so tight to your chest? What do I have? I have nothing, just this piece of cloth (Loin 
Cloth). What can I give you? What more can you carry? 

Oh Man!!! You keep creating your sandcastles!!! You keep building highly perishable empires, even 
using treachery and deceit, and cry when they perish. When will you leave the temporary and hold on to 
the permanent? Remember, you have to hold on to your mother (The Lord Almighty) like a monkey’s 
baby clings on to its mother, until He (The Almighty) takes over and holds you like a cat handling its 
kitten. If the baby monkey loosens its grip, it falls to death. Nobody can help that fall. You yourself are 
responsible. Remember that clearly. You are building and re building perishable empires life after life. 
Still, you cannot understand its futility!!!  

 

Source: https://brahmarishimohanji.wordpress.com/2010/03/18/the-power-of-losing/ 
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If you want to share any spiritual experience, spiritual poem, any article on spiritual topic; you are 
welcome to share with us and it will be published                                in the magazine with your name. 
Many a times we get experiences where senders                                            want to remain anynomous 
and we respect that too. We will publish whatever                                                 you want to share with the 
audience.  

Feel free to email us on editor@saisaburi.org  
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I have heard about a hunter who got lost in the jungle. For three days he could not find anybody to ask 
for the way out, and he was becoming more and more panicky--three days of no food and three days of 
constant fear of wild animals. For three days he was not able to sleep; he was sitting awake on some 
tree, afraid he may be attacked. There were snakes, there were lions, there were wild animals. 

On the fourth day early in the morning, he saw a man sitting under a tree. You can imagine his joy. He 
rushed, he hugged the man, and he said, ″What joy! ″ And the other man hugged him, and both were 
immensely happy. Then they asked each other, ″Why are you so ecstatic? ″ 

The first said, ″I was lost, and I was waiting to meet somebody. ″ And the other said, ″I am also lost and I 
am waiting to meet somebody. But if we are both lost then the ecstasy is just foolish. So now we will be 
lost together!″ 

That′s what happens: you are lonely, the other is lonely--now you meet. First the honeymoon: that 
ecstasy that you have met the other, now you will not be lonely anymore. But within three days, or if 
you are intelligent enough, then within three hours... it depends on how intelligent you are. If you are 
stupid, then it will take a longer time because one does not learn; otherwise, the intelligent person can 
immediately see after three minutes: ″What are we trying to do? It is not going to happen. The other is 
as lonely as I am. Now we will be living together--two lonelinesses together. Two wounds together 
cannot help each other to be healed.″ 

We are part of each other--no man is an island. We belong to an invisible but infinite continent. 
Boundless is our existence. But those experiences happen only to people who are self-actualizing, who 
are in such tremendous love with themselves that they can close their eyes and be alone and be utterly 
blissful. That′s what meditation is all about. 

Meditation means being ecstatic in your aloneness. But when you become ecstatic in your aloneness, 
soon the ecstasy is so much that you cannot contain it. It starts overflowing you. And when it starts 
overflowing you it becomes love. 

Meditation allows love to happen. And the people who have not known meditation will never know 
love. They may pretend that they love but they cannot. They will only pretend--because they don′t have 
anything to give, they are not overflowing. Love is a sharing. But before you can share, you have to have 
it! Meditation should be the first thing. 

Meditation is the center, love is the circumference of it. Meditation is the flame, love is the radiation of 
it. Meditation is the flower, love is the fragrance of it. 
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The comment 

The joy of love is possible only if you have known the joy of being alone, because then only do you have 
something to share. Otherwise, two beggars meeting each other, clinging to each other, cannot be 
blissful. They will create misery for each other because each will be hoping, and hoping in vain, that ″The 
other is going to fulfill me.″ The other is hoping the same. They cannot fulfill each other. They are both 
blind; they cannot help each other. 

Source: Osho Transformation Tarot 
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One day Golap-Didi said to her, “Mother, Manmohan’s mother says, ‘The Master is a man of such great 
renunciation and yet, the Holy Mother wears earrings and other ornaments. Does it look well?'” 

The next morning when I visited Dakshineswar, I noticed that the Mother had only a pair of gold 
bracelets on her wrists and had taken off all other ornaments. Surprised at this, I asked, “Mother, what’s 
this?” The Mother replied, “Golap said ….” 

After much persuasion I succeeded in making her put on the earrings and one or two other ordinary 
ornaments. But she never again put on all the ornaments she had taken off, because just after this the 
Master fell ill. 

When the Mother first came to Dakshineswar she didn’t understand much about household problems, 
and she didn’t experience trances either. Though she devotedly practiced meditation and Japa every 
day, we didn’t hear of her going into Samadhi. Rather, she even became very frightened and worried at 
the sight of the Master’s Samadhi. For, I heard from her lips that during her first visit to Dakshineswar, 
the Master had asked her to stay with him at night. In those days the Master and the Mother slept in the 
same room. The Master used to occupy the larger bed and the Mother the small cot.  

The Mother would say, “The Master used to pass through spiritual trances and so I couldn’t sleep. Out of 
fright I used to keep almost inert, wondering all the time when the night would end. One day he showed 
no signs of coming back to the normal state. Then I became much worried and sent for Hriday through 
Kali’s mother (the maid-servant). Hriday came and repeated aloud the name of the Lord; this made him 
regain his consciousness. The next day, the Master taught me the particular Mantra I would have to 
utter at each kind of spiritual trance into which he entered.” 

A few days after I had become acquainted with the Mother, she said to me, “Please tell him that I would 
like to experience a little of spiritual ecstasy. I don’t find him alone to speak about this matter myself.’ 

I thought it was quite all right that, since the request was from the Mother, I should convey it to the 
Master. The next morning when I went to his room the Master was seated alone on his bed. After 
saluting him I informed him of the Mother’s request. He listened without replying and became grave. 
When he was in such a serious mood, no one dared utter a word. So I left the room after sitting there 
quietly for a while.  

Returning to the Nahabat, I found the Mother seated for her daily worship. I opened the door a little 
and peeped in and found her laughing. Now she was laughing, and now weeping. Tears were streaming 
from her eyes. After a while she gradually became still. I knew she was in Samadhi. So I closed the door 
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and came away. After a long while I again went to her room. She asked me, “Are you just returning from 
the Master’s room?” I said, “How is it, Mother, that you say you never experience high spiritual moods?” 
An abashed Mother began to smile. 

After that incident I began to spend occasionally the nights with her at’ Dakshineswar. Although I 
wanted to sleep on a separate bed, she would never allow me. She would drag me to her side. One night 
somebody began to play on the flute. At the sound of the flute, the Mother entered into a high spiritual 
mood, and she laughed every now and then. With hesitation I sat on a corner of the bed for a long time. 
I thought that I, being a worldly person, should not touch her at that moment. After a long while the 
Mother came back to the normal state. 

One day, on the roof of Balaram Bose’s house, the Mother passed into Samadhi while she was 
meditating. After she regained external consciousness, she said, “I found that I had travelled to a far-
away country. There everybody showed me great tenderness. My appearance became exceedingly 
beautiful. The Master, who was present, affectionately made me sit by his side. I can’t describe the joy I 
felt at that time. When I regained a little body-consciousness, I noticed my body lying nearby. Then I 
began to wonder, ‘How can I enter into that hideous corpse?’ I didn’t feel the least inclined to get into it 
once again. After a long while I persuaded myself to enter into it, and I regained my body-
consciousness.” 

One evening, on the roof of Nilambar Babu’s house, the Mother, Golap-Didi, and I were meditating side 
by side. When my meditation was over, I noticed that the Mother was still absorbed in meditation-
motionless, in Samadhi. When after a long while she regained partial consciousness, she began to say, 
“Oh, Yogin, where are my hands, where are my feet?” So, we began to press her hands and feet, saying, 
“Here are your feet, here are your hands.” But in spite of this, it took the Mother a long time to regain 
consciousness of her body, 

One morning in Kalababu’s grove in Vrindaban, the Mother was meditating, when she became absorbed 
in Samadhi. All attempts to bring her mind down to the physical plane proved futile. I repeated the 
Lord’s name in her ears for a long time, but it produced no effect. At last Swami Yogananda came and 
repeated Sri Ramakrishna’s name, which brought her mind down to the semi-conscious plane. Then, just 
as the Master used to do on similar occasions, she said, “I will eat something.” Some sweets, water, and 
betel were placed before her, and she partook of a little of each, as the Master used to do towards the 
end of such periods of ecstasy. Even in taking the betel, she cut off its end in the manner of the Master. 
We were surprised to find that her manners, her way of taking food, and her general behaviour exactly 
resembled those of the Master. When she finally came down to the plane of physical consciousness, the 
Mother told us that the spirit of the Master had entered into her at that time. Swami Yogananda put to 
her some questions while she was in that mood, and she replied very much like the Master. 

A few days after the passing away of the Master, the house-holder devotees like Ram Datta settled off 
the rent of the Cossipore Garden House and decided to give it up. The Mother was therefore taken to 
the residence of Balaram Babu. Soon after, the Mother went on a pilgrimage in the company of Yogen 
Maharaj, Kali Maharaj, Latu Maharaj, Lakshmi-Didi, and a few others. The party stopped at Varanasi, 
where they spent eight to ten days. Finally arriving at Vrindaban, the Mother resided at Kalababu’s 
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grove for about a year. I had come to Vrindaban a few weeks before the demise of the Master. On 
meeting me at Vrindaban she clasped me to her bosom, crying in grief, “Oh, Yogin!”, and began to weep 
bitterly. After the death of the Master, this was my first meeting with her. At the beginning of her stay in 
Vrindaban, the Mother used to weep often. One day the Master appeared before her and said, “Well, 
why are you crying so much? Here I am. Where have I gone? It is just like going from one room to 
another.” 

One day in Vrindaban the Mother saw a dead body being carried to the cremation ground, decked with 
flowers and to the accompaniment of devotional songs. On seeing the procession, she said, “Look, how 
blessed this person is to die in holy Vrindaban! I also came here to die. Strangely enough I haven’t had 
the trace of even a fever. And yet how old I am! I have seen such elderly persons as my father and my 
husband’s elder brother!” At this we laughed and said, “Indeed, you saw your father! Who does not see 
one’s father?” In those days the Mother indulged in such childish talk. In Vrindaban, at first the Mother 
wept bitterly for the Master, but later the Master kept her always immersed in bliss. The Mother then 
moved about like a carefree girl. She used to go round the temples daily. One day in the temple of 
Radharamana it appeared to her as if Navagopal Babu’s wife was standing by the side of the image of 
Radharamana and fanning it. On returning home, the Mother said to me, “Yogin, Navagopal’s wife is 
very pure. I saw her like this.” 

One day at Vrindaban the Master appeared before Mother and said, “Initiate Yogen with this Mantra.” 
On the first day the Mother thought it was a freak of her mind. On the second day the vision was 
repeated, but she paid no heed to it. On the third day when she had the vision again, she said to the 
Master, “I don’t even speak to him. How can I initiate him?” The Master said, “Ask daughter-Yogin to be 
with you at the time of initiation.” 

The Mother asked Swami Yogananda, through me, if he had received initiation already. He replied, “No, 
Mother, the Master did not give me any Ishta Mantra. I repeat a holy Name of my own choice.” On 
hearing this; one day the Mother initiated him. The Mother was worshipping before a picture of the 
Master and the urn containing his relics. She sent for Swami Yogananda and asked him to sit by her side. 
While performing worship, she went into ecstasy and in that state gave him the initiation. She uttered 
the Mantra so loudly that I could hear it in the next room. 

From Vrindaban we accompanied the Mother to Hardwar. Swami Yogananda was in the party. While 
travelling in the train, he contracted high fever. When I was feeding him with pomegranate juice, it 
appeared to the Mother, as if I were feeding the Master. Swami Yogananda, in his delirious condition, 
saw a hideous-looking figure which said to him, “I would have taught you a lesson, but what can I do? 
Paramahamsadeva (Sri Ramakrishna) has ordered me to leave this place right now. I am unable to stay 
here even for a moment.” Pointing to a woman wearing a red bordered sari, the figure further said, 
“Feed this woman with some Rasagollas.”  

Curiously enough, soon after this vision, Swami Yogananda was relieved of his fever. Subsequently we 
went to Jaipur from Hardwar. There we saw the image of Govinda and visited the various temples. While 
going round, Swami Yogananda suddenly noticed an image by the side of a temple and cried out, “I was 
asked to offer Rasagollas to this deity.” And in front, we found a shop selling Rasagollas. We purchased 
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eight annas (fifty paise) worth of Rasagollas and offered them to the deity. On enquiry we learnt that it 
was an image of Sitala. 

From there, the Mother returned to Calcutta, and after a few days stay at Balaram Babu’s house, she left 
for Kamarpukur. After about a year at Kamarpukur, the Mother went to stay at Nilambar Babu’s house 
at Belur, rented for her by the devotees. There in 1888 she stayed for about six months. She left the 
rented house in Kartik (October-November) and spent a few days at Balaram Babu’s house at Calcutta. 
Shortly afterward she went on a pilgrimage to Puri. From Calcutta she travelled to Chandbali, where she 
boarded the Cuttack Canal steamer, and from Cuttack she went to Puri in a bullock cart. Sarat (Swami 
Saradananda), Rakhal Maharaj (Swami Brahmananda), Swami Yogananda, and others accompanied the 
Mother to Puri. She was accommodated in a house called ‘Kshetrabasi’, which belonged to Balaram 
Babu’s family. There she stayed from Agrahayana (November-December) to Falgun (February-March). 
The Mother lived in a room with a porch in the front. Since the Master had not visited the temple of 
Jagannath, the Mother one day took his photograph to the temple concealed under her wrapper and 
uncovered it before the image of Jagannath. 

After visiting the temple of Jagannath, the Mother remarked, “I saw Jagannath to be like a lion among 
men seated on his precious alter and I was attending on him as his handmaiden.” On her return to 
Calcutta from Puri, the Mother stayed at the house of Master Mahasaya (Mahendranath Gupta) for 
three to four weeks and then went to Antpur (birthplace of Swami Premananda) together with Baburam 
(Swami Premananda), Naren (Swami Vivekananda), Master Mahasaya, Sannyal (Vaikunthanath Sannyal), 
and a few others.  

After about a week’s stay there she travelled by bullock cart to Kamarpukur via Tarakeswar in the 
company of Master Mahasaya and some others, and there she lived for about a year. Then she went to 
Calcutta before the Dol-festival and stayed with Master Mahasaya’s family at Combulitola for about a 
month. Thereafter she lived in Balaram Babu’s house during the latter’s last illness and continued there 
till his death. Next she lived in a rented house at Ghusuri near the cremation ground of Belur from 
Jaistha (May-June) to Bhadra (August-September) of 1890. As she had an attack of blood dysentery 
there, she was removed to a rented house at Baranagar belonging to Sourindramohan Tagore for her 
medical treatment. Following a short stay there, the Mother moved to Balaram Babu’s house, from 
where she returned to Jayrambati after the Durga Puja. 

The Mother again came to Nilambar Babu’s rented house at Belur in Ashadha (June-July, 1893). Then 
she spent the month of Falgun at Kailwar (Bihar), and from there she visited Varanasi and Vrindaban a 
second time, together with her mother and brothers. Coming Backto Calcutta, she lived with Master 
Mahasaya at his Colootola residence for about a month and then returned to her native village. The next 
time when she came to Calcutta, the Mother lived for five or six months in a house attached to a 
godown on the bank of the Ganga at Baghbazar. It was at this house that Nag Mahasaya (Durgacharan 
Nag) saw the Mother. Then she again went to her native village and lived there for a year and a half. On 
coming Backto Calcutta she stayed in a house in front of Girish Babu’s. In this house Nivedita lived with 
the Mother for three weeks. Her next residence was at 16, Bosepara Lane, close to Girish Babu’s house. 
It was here that Nivedita first organized her school. Next, the Mother lived in a house in front of 
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Ramakrishna Lane on Baghbazar Street. Sarat too stayed there. From there the Mother moved back to 
her native place. 

Again, she came Back to Calcutta on the occasion of Durga Puja at Girish Babu’s house and stayed at 
Balaram Babu’s house. At that time, she was very much reduced owing to an attack of malaria. Then, 
following still another stay in her native village, she came to live in the new ‘Udbodhan’ house soon after 
it was constructed. She next visited Kothar (in Orissa), Madras, Bangalore, Rameswar, and other places; 
and then returned to the ‘Udbodhan’ house. Two days later the Mother went to her native village where 
she gave away Radhu in marriage. This time she returned from Jayrambati to Calcutta after about a year, 
and from there she went to Varanasi in Kartik (October-November) 1912. After staying there for about 
three weeks she returned to Calcutta. 

In her younger days Mother had to cook often. Whenever her mother was unable to cook for some 
reason or other, she had to do the cooking herself. The Mother said, “I used to cook and my father 
would lift the rice pot from the fire.” Later the Mother spent much of her time in attending to her 
relations and devotees. 

Source: http://greatmaster.info/saradadevi/saradadevitalks/saradatalks1-0/  
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"Truth is a pathless land" is a memorable quote from Jiddu Krishnamurthy. The 
quote can be intuitively understood in many ways, however, for the purpose of 
this discussion what this means is that we all attain our ultimate goal by carving 
our own path. We would undoubtedly possess several elements of our paths 
which will be common with each other. 
 
With same type of canvas and same colors, each one of us will paint a unique 
picture. The sole goal of this website is to be an infinitesimally small part of each 
other’s homeward journey. No one is there yet, and everyone is a traveler. While 
we travel, let us support each other, sometimes just be there for each other, 
inspire each other and just keep wellbeing of each other in our heart and minds. 
The website and magazine are only creative mediums to facilitate this and that’s 
genuinely our only goal. 
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EVFRYONE must reap the result of his past Karma. One must admit the influence of tendencies inherited 
from the past births and the result of the Prarabdha karma. And one must remember that pleasure and 
pain are the characteristics of the embodied state. In Kavi Kankan’s Chandi it is written that Kaluvir was 
sent to prison and a heavy stone placed on his chest. Yet Kalu was born as the result of a boon from the 
Divine Mother of the Universe. Thus, pleasure and pain are inevitable when one accepts a body. Again, 
take the case of Srimanta, who was a great devotee. Though his mother, Khullana, was very much 
devoted to the Divine Mother, there was no end to his troubles. He was almost beheaded. There is also 
the instance of the woodcutter who was a great lover of the Divine Mother. She appeared before him 
and showed him much grace and love; but he had to continue his profession of wood-culling and earn 
his livelihood by that arduous work. Again, while Devaki, Krishna’s Mother, was in the prison she had a 
vision of God Himself endowed with four hands, holding mace, discus, conch-shell, and lotus. But with 
all that she could not get out of the prison.  

Source: Tales and parables of Ramakrishna 
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In a certain place the fishermen were 
catching fish. A kite swooped down and 
snatched a fish. At the sight of the fish, 
about a thousand crows chased the kite and 
made a great noise with their cawing. 
Which-ever way the kite flew with the fish, 
the crows followed it. The kite flew to the 
south and the crows followed it there. The 
kite flew to the north and still the crows 
followed after it. The kite went east and 
west, but with the same result. As the kite 
began to fly about in confusion, lo, the fish 
dropped from its mouth. The crows at once 
let the kite alone and flew after the fish. 
Thus, relieved of its worries, the kite sat on 
the branch of a tree and thought: ‘That 
wretched fish was at the root of all my 
troubles. I have now got rid of it and 
therefore I am at peace.’ 

As long as a man has the fish, that is, 
worldly desires, he must perform actions 
and consequently suffer from worry, 
anxiety, and restlessness. No sooner does 
he renounce these desires than his 
activities fall away and he enjoys peace of 
soul 

Source: Tales and Parables of Ramakrishna 
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Sai Ram Dear Friends, we have a team to spread Baba’s messages and other spiritual 
messages on Facebook groups which are dedicated on Sai-Baba. 
The team shares “1 or 2 links of posts from saisabuir.org” on assigned “5 Facebook 
groups” every Thursday. The link(s) are common for all the team members. 
 
At this moment, the team consists of: 

 Anisha from Delhi, India 
 Monali from Pune, India 
 Radhika from Chennai, India 
 Rajini from Mysore, India 
 Vandana from Salem, India 

 
If you want to join the team, please send an email to editor@saisaburi.org  
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Though grief in the Ocean of Samsara 
Is preached, and its renunciation is urged, 
Few people are really convinced 
And renounce it with determination. 

Though knowing that life will ever turn to death, 
Few feel uneasy, or think that it will end. 
Though their life is blessed with good prospects, 
Few can practice abstention for a day. 

Though the Bliss of Liberation is expounded 
And Samsara’s pains are stressed, 
Few can really enter the Dharma Gate. 

Though the profound Pith-Instructions 
Of the Whispered Lineage are given without stint, few 
Without fail can practice them. 

Though the teaching of Mahamudra is expounded 
And the Pointing-out demonstration is exercised, 
Few can really understand the Essence of Mind. 

To the hermit’s life and the Guru’s wish 
One can always aspire, but few 
Can put them into practice. 

The perfect, skillful path of Naropa 
May be shown, without concealment, 
But those who can really follow it 
Are very few. My dear lad, 

You should follow in my footsteps 
If in this life you want to do 
Something that is worthwhile. 
 

Source: from the book Buddhist Wisdom: The Path to Enlightenment 
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Dr. Goldstein is a very old devotee of Bhagawan and keeps going to Parthi very frequently. Once, after a 
long stay at Parthi he went to swami and said, “Swami! Tomorrow I am going back to USA.” Swami 
looked at him and walked away. The puzzled doctor embarrassed and sat back. This treatment he never 
got before. He was expecting an interview or some guidance from Bhagawan before leaving from Parthi.  

Well, the day passed peacefully for many but certainly not for Dr. Goldstein. He was pondering over his 
misfortune and went through a sleepless night. Next day morning he went and sat in the front rows of 
visitors in Darsan lines. Swami came near to him stood right in front of Dr. Goldstein and stared at him.  

The confused doctor could not utter a single word and mustered all his senses to pronounce his 
eagerness to go back. Swami mischievously smiled and said, “This would be your last darsan.” Swami’s 
statement triggered shock waves in the old devotee who immediately fell at Sai's feet and pleaded, “No 
I want many more Darsans. I want to go and keep coming I cannot bare your separation.”  

The compassionate Lord gave in. Swami smiled and patted the doc and said "manchidi Kshemanga 
vellira (Good go and come safely) I am always with you".  

Saying that He walked away. The doctor boarded the flight ruminating Bhagawan's last words with him. 
During his journey, he was woken into reality when he heard the announcement that the plane was 
hijacked and moving to Pakistan for fueling. This announcement sent tremors in the passengers and 
suddenly the plane went into panic. Some people started crying, some people started shouting at the 
hijackers, some started reciting Geetha and what not, everyone was deeply disturbed. Meanwhile, a 
hijacker came forward and started collecting the passports from all the passengers as they want to 
segregate JEWS from the rest. They came to the doc and collected his jewish passport. 

During the course of time plane landed in a PAK airport after initial refusal by the PAK air traffic 
authorities. The authorities did not want to get a hijacked Indian plane into their airport for the fear of 
adverse propaganda from the media and its effect on its diplomatic relations with India. Well, within the 
plane the scenario was different.  

The hijackers listed their demands and threatened to kill the passengrs one after the other if their 
demands were not met. On one side PAK authorities started negotiating with the hijackers and the other 
side they wanted to attack the flight to rescue the passengers. The black commandos surrounded the 
flight and started climbing the flight. Sensing trouble outside, the hijackers opened firing in point blank 
range. The doc is hefty and well built. Apart from these credentials he was also in the first row to be an 
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easy target. But after a series of gun firing, he saw some outside light peeping through the opened door. 
One of the black commandos managed to reach the door and opened it.  

Dr. Goldstein took this opportunity to jump through the door only to realize that the floor or tarmac is 
about 20 to 25 feet below. Now he could not go back as he was already around halfway through the air. 
The doc landed with a thud and ran to safety. After the formalities over he collected his passport and 
boarded the return flight. 

By now the readers would have guessed the destination of Dr. Goldstein journey. Yes, you are right he 
straight came back to Parthi. Swami greeted him in the varanda itsef "EMI bangaru vachhesava (you 
returned so soon my son)". 

Why I am writing this story is to share my sincere feeling that the creator is not only capable of writing 
our destiny but also capable of altering that. We do not have to do penance to change His will. A sincere 
prayer, a sincere expression can change all that. Bhagawan often says "My heart is like butter. It melts 
even for a small amount of warmth. That warmth is developed by a sincere feeling in you." 

Source: Saibaba.ws 
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Main Website: https://saisaburi.org  

Magazine Website: https://mag.saisaburi.org    

Facebook Groups: https://www.facebook.com/groups/669860773527519  

Facebook Page: https://www.facebook.com/saisaburimagazine  
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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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