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DEDICATED TO GOD, GURU & MY PARENTS!

“There are those mysterious laws of God that will mete out justice as it should be, and not necessarily as man wants it to be. Politics, social life, moral life, spiritual life – all should be governed by the divine laws.”

-  Paramahansa Yogananda
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PREFACE
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Since ancient times, stories have been a powerful medium of instruction to bring across abstruse concepts in spirituality, religion and morality. Many readers, who are otherwise averse to reading any “heavy-stuff” in theosophical literature, would gladly read short-stories and fables which entertain as well as instruct. 

This anthology of stories under the title “Footsteps To Goodness”, has been carefully curated to bring across only the best and choicest stories from great masters and highly distinguished authors such as: Sri Sri Paramahansa Yogananda, Ma Anandamayi, Ramana Maharishi, Swami Vivekananda, Swami Rama Tirtha, Swami Sivananda Saraswati, Sri Aurobindo, Sister Nivedita, Rabindranath Tagore, Leo Tolstoy, C.Rajagopalachari, Munsi Premchand, amongst several others. In addition, tales from The Panchtantra (ancient Indian stories of wisdom from the animal kingdom), The Jataka (stories from Buddha’s past lives), and Aesop Fables (moral tales from ancient Greece) have also been included to give the reader a comprehensive view of the range of spiritual and moral instruction and its’ import.

In collating this work and bringing it across to the readers, I have simply acted as a bee that collects nectar from fragrant flowers. I consider it my privilege to seek the blessings of the great Masters and the distinguished authors and publishers whose stories have been included in this anthology. My special thanks to Project Gutenberg and Internet Archive Digital Library for digitizing books from the past years and making them available for free download, thus ensuring that important works are not lost to mankind.

It is my fond hope that all readers of this book would enjoy these stories immensely and apply the important principles that they champion. 

Ritesh Gupta

New Delhi

March 2026
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STORY 1: THE SELFLESS LOVE OF SRI RADHAJI
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Sri Sri Paramahansa Yogananda

Krishna had many women disciples, but one favourite, Radha. Each disciple said to herself, “Krishna loves me more than anyone else.” Still, because Krishna often talked of Radha, the others were envious of her. Noticing their jealousy, he wanted to teach them a lesson. 

[image: ]

ONE DAY KRISHNA FEIGNED a terrible headache. The anxious disciples expressed their great concern over the Master’s distress. At last Krishna said, “The headache will go away if one of you will stand on my head and massage it with your feet.” 

The horrified devotees exclaimed, “We cannot do this. You are God, the Lord of the Universe. It would be highest sacrilege to dare to desecrate your form by touching your sacred head with our feet!”

The Master was pretending an increase of his pain when Radha came on the scene. She ran to her Lord, saying, “What can I do for you?” 

Krishna made the same request of her that he had made of the other devotees. Radha immediately stood on his head; the Master’s “pain” disappeared, and he fell asleep. The other disciples angrily dragged Radha away from the sleeping form.

“We will kill you,” they threatened.

“But why?”

“You dare to step on the head of the Master?”

“What of it?” Radha protested. “Did it not free him from his pain?”

“For such a sacrilegious act you will go to the lowest stratum of Hades.”

“Oh, is that what you are worrying about?” Radha smiled. “I would gladly live there forever if it would make him happy for a second.”

Then they all bowed down to Radha. They understood why Krishna favoured her; for Radha alone had no thought for herself, but only for her Lord’s comfort.

Nevertheless, because she received much special attention, Radha became filled with pride. 

One day, Lord Krishna said to her, “Let us steal away together.” 

He played on her vanity, making her think he wanted to be alone with her. She was feeling very happy and favoured. 

They walked some distance, and Krishna wasn’t at all inclined to stop for rest. Finally, the weary Radha suggested, “Here is a nice place to sit for a while.” Krishna looked disinterested and replied, “Let us find a better spot.” 

They walked and walked. At last, the exhausted Radha complained, “I cannot walk any further.” Krishna said, “All right, do you want me to carry you?” 

This very much pleased Radha’s vanity. But even as she sprang to his back, lo! Krishna was gone; she fell in a heap on the ground. Her pride shattered, on her knees she humbly cried, “My beloved Lord, I was wrong in wanting to possess and control you. Please forgive me.” 

Krishna reappeared and blessed her. 

Radha had learned a great lesson that day. It was a grievous error to look upon the Master as an ordinary man, to be ensnared and controlled by feminine wiles. She realised that the Master was interested not in her form, but in her soul.

**********************
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›  Sri Sri Paramahansa Yogananda (1893-1952) was a great spiritual master, teacher and a builder of organizations. He was a self-realized soul whose teachings on Kriya-Yoga are reaching millions today worldwide through the two organizations that he founded: Yogoda Satsanga Society of India (YSS) in 1917 and the Self-Realization Fellowship (1921) in USA. During the course of his lifetime, Paramahansaji gave countless lectures, prepared the study material for the YSS/SRF lessons, attended to the countless organizational duties, and authored several books, the most well-known being the ‘Autobiography of a Yogi’, a spiritual classic, which has had a seminal impact on the lives of innumerable people. Paramahansaji attained Mahasamadhi – an advanced yogi’s conscious exit from the body at the time of death – on March 7th 1952



›  This story is from the book, “The Divine Romance: Collected Talks And Essays (of Paramahansa Yogananda) on Realizing God in Daily Life”, published by Yogoda Satsanga Society of India
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STORY 2: THE THIEF WHO SPOKE TRUTH
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Ma Anandamayi

A young boy once asked Ma: “If one speaks truth, one cannot get on in this world; if one tells lies one cannot find God. So what is one to do?”

Ma replied: “Always try to speak the truth and see what happens. Will you listen to a story?”

“A notorious thief sought the company of a sadhu (an ascetic). At first the holy man took no notice of him, but when the thief came day after day, begging to be given instruction, the sadhu finally responded. 

“First of all” he said, “you must give up stealing and telling lies. When you have succeeded in this for some days, you may come again.”

The thief fell at the sadhu’s feet and went home. 

After some days he returned, looking thin and miserable. 

“Well” asked the sadhu, “how have you been faring?”

“Maharaj” said the thief, “I have faithfully obeyed your orders but I can’t possibly go one like this for much longer. My whole family is starving. My reputation as a thief goes before me and everyone refuses to give me work. If I don’t steal, how am I and my family to keep alive?”

“Very well”, said the ascetic, “you may steal again, but under no circumstances should you tell any lies. Keep strictly to the truth!”

The face of the thief lit up on hearing this. He promised to his Guru that he will abide by his instruction.

The thief thought, “I have been hungry for so many days now; my hands too are itching to steal again. Why not go for something big? Why not break into the treasury at the king’s palace?”
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THE THIEF DECIDED THAT the same night he would burgle at the royal palace. As fate would have it, the king could not sleep that night. He suddenly had a desire to find out the alertness of the guards appointed at the treasury. He thus put on the old clothes of a servant and using a secret tunnel from his chamber, made his way to the treasury room.

In the meantime, the thief, expert in his profession that he was, too made his way to the treasury room. The king was stunned to see another man in the supposedly well-guarded royal treasury. He understood in a flash that it was a thief, and recovering his wits, he too pretended that he was a thief!

When the king saw the burglar with a big sack in which he was busy stashing away the valuables, he said to the thief, “Brother, I too am a thief like you but new to the trade. Is it not possible that I help you in this loot and in return you give me a small share of the booty?”

“Not a bad idea”, said the old thief. “I am not as agile as I used to be in my younger days, and avoiding all those guards has exhausted me. Well, you stand outside the room and keep a lookout for any guards coming this way; alert me at the first sign of danger. I will let you have one-fourth of what I steal.”

“That’s settled.” Agreed the king, “but let me have your name and address so that I can reach out to you for my share, in case you have to depart in a hurry.”

Mindful of his Guru’s instruction, the thief gave the correct information to the king. With the help of the ‘novice’, the old thief was successfully able to carry out the heist. As agreed before, he left behind one-fourth of the haul for his accomplice.

The next morning, the theft was discovered and there was a great commotion in the palace. The king was informed; he ordered that thorough investigation be carried out and the culprit brought before him. But the old thief had carried out the steal so masterfully that no clues could be gathered. The king did not disclose his secret but when the matter came up for discussion in the court, he sent for the thief based on the information provided by him at the time of theft.

“Do you know anything about this robbery?”, commanded the king.

“I do”, replied the thief frankly.

“Well, then let us have all the details”, commanded the monarch.

At this, the thief proceeded to hand out all details of the heist. The king was astonished and he exclaimed, “How can one who is so scrupulously honest take to a life of stealing?”

The thief replied that he was a poor man and was only obeying his Guru’s orders, and that it was only to save himself and his family from dire starvation that he was obliged to steal.

“How much monthly maintenance do you require to support yourself and your family?”, asked the king.

The man stated a modest sum.

The king declared, “You won’t have to steal any longer. I will provide for all of you for the rest of your lives.””

Mataji closed the story by adding, “You see, by being strictly truthful, the thief was able to lead an honest life and was saved from the sin of stealing. It is very important to speak the truth. God is truth. By being truthful one draws nearer to Him. The other lesson this story illustrates is that carrying out the Guru’s orders to the letter without using one’s own judgment not only leads to the highest good, but also brings about the solution of one’s daily problems.”

**********************
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›  Sri Sri Ma Anandamayi (1896-1982) was a great woman saint from India. She was revered as an incarnation of the Divine Mother Parvati, and was described by Swami Sivananda Saraswati of the Divine Life Society as, “the most perfect flower the Indian soil has produced”. She inspired millions worldwide to follow the path of God through “Bhakti Yoga” (Union with the Supreme through unconditional devotion). The childhood name of this great saint was Nirmala Sundari, and she was given the epithet ‘Anandamayi’ by her devotees to describe the state of divine joy with which the saint was always suffused.



›  This story is from the book, “As The Flower Sheds, Its Fragrance” by Atmananda and published by Shree Shree Anandmayee Sangha, and was narrated by Mataji during a spiritual discourse (satsanga) at Solan, Himachal Pradesh (India), during May-Jun 1955
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STORY 3: CITY OF DARKNESS
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Swami Sivananda Saraswati

There was once a wandering monk and his disciple. The monk was wise and vigilant. The young disciple was impetuous and at times foolhardy, due to his love of pleasure. 

During their wanderings they once arrived at the city of a king named Rajarajeshwar Bahadur. The city was called Andher-nagari (‘Dark-city’). Putting up at a rest-house, the Guru sent the disciple to purchase some foodstuffs from the market for their frugal meal. The disciple went but soon returned, dancing in glee and loaded with a big bagful of eatables, sweets and fruits of endless variety. The Guru asked him what all this meant. 

The disciple replied, "O Guruji! we should settle here permanently. This city is heaven on earth. Here the price of anything and everything is uniformly "one pice per seer". Anything under the sun that you require, from a pin or needle to silk and velvet or gold and gems, cost but one pice per seer. For a few annas we both can live the luxurious lives of kings. Let us remain here till the end of our lives." 

No sooner the Guru heard this than he at once rolled up his deer-skin, tucked up his loin-cloth and taking his staff and bowl, came out of the rest-house on to the open road. Addressing his disciple he said, "Let us leave this sinister place at once, O disciple! This is not heaven. It is Satan's own city. Come, tarry not a moment longer in this city of darkness. Each single second that you delay will endanger your very life. Where everything is almost free for the mere asking, there life has verily turned topsy-turvy. Pleasure here will soon turn to dire danger and your smiles will give place to bitter tears. Come, let us leave this place at once." 

The smile disappeared from the disciple's face. He became vexed and disappointed at the prospect of missing this feast of indulgence offered by the "pice- per-seer" commodities of Andher-nagari. His rosy dream-palaces were coming tumbling to the ground. He pleaded with the Guru to remain, urging him that nothing but joy would result from such a happy life, getting all things for a mere song and enjoying without much trouble or exertion. The Guru was earnest, serious and adamant. The disciple saw this and suddenly decided to break off from the Guru and remain in this paradise of milk and curd, fruits and sweets. Where else could one ever hope to get such a chance! 

Thus he thought within his foolish self and told the Guru, "All right, if thou wilt go, go! I choose to remain in this city though you don't." 

"Be it so," the Guru replied and with a final warning, left the disciple and the city.
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THE WAYWARD DISCIPLE settled down in Andher-nagari, the "City of Darkness", where everything could be had for the mere asking, as it were. So cheap were things that an anna a day would suffice for a man to eat, drink and live in royal style. The disciple's life was one round of daily joy. He could eat to his heart's content. He could easily get whatever things desire dictated, and procure all that his senses craved for. Thus the five senses and the mind had their sense-demands satisfied even before they could arise. He had only to collect a few annas, which he easily did within half an hour by wandering into the well-to-do locality each morning. He gorged himself with tasty delicacies, regaled himself with fine perfumes and an occasional flower garland. His lips were ever crimson with the juice of fragrantly-spiced betel leaves and nuts. He looked quite distinguished in a silken gown and a smart orange-coloured turban. In the room which he came to occupy at the rest-house, there was a fine cot (cheap at two annas, including cartage), with a soft bedstead upon it. A fine "hookah" (hubble-bubble) with polished, silver decorative bands stood upon a stool made of carved ebony. There was a nice carpet on the floor too. 

Five years passed in this way. The disciple had the doorway widened somewhat since he first came to this room with his Guru. Good living had made him put on considerable flesh and he was now quite thick-set and bulky. He forgot his Guru, he forgot what he was and was only engrossed in enjoying the maximum of pleasures in this wonderful city, where he could get anything he wanted or wished for. Thus days, months and years passed on smoothly in a stream of ease and enjoyment. He eventually grew fat, gross, lethargic and sensual. 

While the disciple lived thus, things in this great, topsy-turvy city went on as usual in their mad way. The minister of the country was a fool of the highest order. He was excelled only by his master, the king. The law of the land was of an extraordinary brand. The judges and law-givers vied with the king and the minister in foolishness.

In this wonderful city there one day occurred an accident. A man was passing along a narrow roadway by the side of a newly constructed wall. As he was passing, the wall collapsed and a portion of it fell upon the man and injured him. He at once lodged a complaint to the magistrate against the owner of the wall. The day happened to be a Friday and it was the practice of the king to hold open court on all Fridays after 10a.m. So cases occurring between 10:00 a.m. and 1:00 p.m. were taken directly before the king. The injured man's complaint was referred to the open court, directly before the king who immediately summoned the wall-owner. 

His Majesty: "Now then, the wall belongs to you?" 

Owner: "Yes, my king." 

King: "Come, what have you to say? Why should you not be punished for the injury suffered by this man?" 

Owner: "O Lord! Though I own it, I know nothing about the wall. It was built entirely by a contractor who alone is responsible for its standing or its falling." 

"Catch hold of the contractor and get him here at once!" roared the king. 

The guards were at once despatched and soon the wretched contractor was brought before the court. 

"Man!" thundered His Majesty.

The minister smiled in approbation. 

King: "Your wall fell and injured one of my subjects. What have you to say now before I send you to the gallows?" 

Contractor: "Doubtless I contracted the deal, my great king. But I pledge that it was the mason who really built the entire wall. He did the whole job. If he did it well, all would have been well. He did it ill and hence it fell and caused injury." 

The king was pleased with the contractor. He vigorously shook his head up and down and said, "Yes, yes, you are right, my man. Go to the royal kitchen and have a drink of buttermilk." 

Turning to the guards: "Go at once, hunt out and fetch me the mason." 

The guards found the mason repairing a broken bridge. They swooped upon him suddenly and without the slightest warning caught him by the scruff of his neck and hurried him into the court. 

"Speak for yourself before I hang you by the neck," roared the king in a terrible voice, "Vile mason, slayer of my subjects (in so speaking, the king showered a tear and blew his nose), builder of tottering walls! How dare you commit such an atrocity?" 

The mason gulped and rubbed his throat with his left hand. He was an elderly man with grey hair. He knew he was in a very bad situation, but luckily he had heard of the king's ‘wisdom’. He said, "Your Majesty, the fault is not mine. The mortar that went into the wall was not properly mixed and thus the work of the wall was not satisfactory." 

"Who is the mortar mixer?" asked the king in an ominous tone. 

The mason heaved a sigh of relief. He made haste to reply, "O my wise king! the mortar-mixer was a man called Buddhu Singh Gadbadi." 

Now the court guards were getting wiser and knew what was coming next. So, before the king could turn to them, they were off and after a feverish search located Buddhu Singh, who was at that time partially drunk. Drunk or not drunk, the king wanted him and so the guards hauled him from his bottle to the court. Buddhu Singh wanted to shake hands with the king and the ministers. The guards had a hard time to make him understand that this was not done. Buddhu Singh could not see any sense in it. Ultimately, one of the guards had to administer a clout on his head. This sobered him a little. 

"Why did you not mix the mortar well?" asked the king in a stern voice. 

Buddhu Singh stared for a while, then blinked and replied, "What mortar?" 

The minister intervened and said, pointing to the mason, "The mortar which you mixed for mason Akkal-lal." 

Buddhu Singh was startled when he heard the mason's name. He seemed to have recollected some- thing. He looked at the mason steadily and then howled out, "Huzur Sarkar, this man owes me two rupees and a half. He asked for it and I lent it. He borrowed it and has never returned it." 

"Fool" roared the king. "Do not talk of your money matters. Tell me about the mortar." Buddhu Singh found himself where he was. He asked, "What mortar?"

Now the court was where it started. When the whole matter was explained with date, place, time and other particulars to the tipsy man, it at last entered his befuddled brain and he said, "Sarkar, in the name of my grandmother, tell me how on earth I could mix my mortar properly when the rascal who was to supply me with water from the nearby tap across the street was the most atrocious idiot. He delayed and dallied for I know not why; never did he supply the water in time. Thus, the mixture was either too wet or too dry or not ready when the mason wanted it." 

The king was getting angry; the court was getting late, his lunch was delayed and yet the man to be hung did not seem easy to hit upon. Everyone seemed to have a perfect case, but justice must be done and a vigorous hunt was made for the water conveyor. His name was Macku Plastri and he lived in the outskirts of the town. He was very fond of music and he played upon a country-made flute. When he was caught, he was watering his garden with a leather bag. So he came to the court with the bag hanging by his side, dripping water. 

"Take him to the gallows!" shouted the king. The minister applauded. But the next moment the king said, "Wait a minute. Let us ask the criminal a question. Why did you dally and delay water and foul the mortar mixture of Buddhu Singh?" 

Macku Plastri replied, "I am not to blame, O great king! I had to get the water from across the street and as I was getting it, a dancing girl was singing a beautiful tune from her balcony. I am fond of music, so I stopped to listen. My leather bag is very leaky and as I listened to the song of the prostitute, all the water leaked out of the bag. If the prostitute did not sing from her balcony, I would have been prompt and proper in my duty." 

"Release the man!" ordered the king. "Go and get the prostitute." 

And so it happened that as the prostitute was in her dressing room platting her hair, the guards summoned her to the court. 

"Wretched woman," the king asked, "why do you sing from your balcony?" 

The prostitute was frightened out of her wits and could think of no proper answer to the query. She was forthwith ordered to be executed and the guards hurried her to the gallows. Its’ work done, the court rose. 

The courtesan now stood on the gallows. The hangman's noose was lowered over her head. The un- fortunate woman was half dead with terror. But an extraordinary situation now cropped up. The lady was slender and thin. The hangman's noose was too big. It was many times oversize for her slender and small neck. Consternation prevailed. All the officials at the gallows were perturbed. How to do the hanging now? This was the question that agitated their minds. A man was sent post-haste to the minister. The minister was at his bath. He slided from the bathroom, wrapped up in a Turkish towel, and placed the matter before the king, who was at his lunch. The king was just eating an "imirthi" at the moment. He flourished his right royal gesture and ordered the minister: "Go! Convey my command at once that if this woman's neck is too small for the hanging noose, let them find a person of proper size to fit it and then do the hanging." 

The minister withdrew. The king turned to the queen. She was a fat lady with very big teeth and had a great liking for butter and sweets.

"Look my dear, all my subjects, from bottom to top, are perfect fools!" the king said, and continued to attend to the "imirthi". 

The king's order was conveyed to the group at the gallows. They at once released the prostitute and told her to run away home after warning her about singing from the balcony. 

Guards were at once sent to look for a man of sizeable proportions to fit the noose. Two of them happened to pass by the rest-house where the disciple was put up. The disciple had just had a very sumptuous lunch and was sitting leisurely in the open veranda in the sunlight, picking his teeth. His eyes had a far-away look, for he was contemplating upon what he would have for supper. He was also musing over the necessity of a comfortable nap. Just then the guards espied him. Here was their man, well-fed, and with a fat enough neck to take on the noose to a nicety. With an exultant "hurrah!" they rushed upon him and unceremoniously dragged him from the courtyard to the street and hurried him along. The disciple loudly protested, remonstrated and pleaded, but to no avail. He was taken up and deposited on the gallows. Thoroughly frightened, he asked what they wanted to do with him. The magistrate on the spot replied, "You have got to be hanged." 

Disciple: "But Why? I have done nothing." 

Magistrate: "What is that to us? The man was injured and the culprit is to be hanged." 

"But I am not the culprit," cried the disciple. 

"But then you are of the proper size. She was too small for the noose. As you fit it perfectly, up you go! Your neck has got to dangle.”

And the court poet, who was also the part-time court jester, said: "Be you the culprit or be you not, to humour the majority you've got to go. However much you may harangue and wrangle, it is finally settled that you have got to dangle." 

They then placed the noose around the fat neck of the disciple. 

In that dire moment, the disciple remembered his good Guru's grave and serious warning: "O disciple! this is Satan's own city. Pleasure here will soon turn to dire danger and thy smiles will give place to bitter tears." 

He now wept bitterly. He trembled in terror and sweat broke upon his forehead and flowed down his neck. He was in agony and cried: "O master, save me! Oh! Why did I disobey you? Why did I eat and grow fat in this city of darkness? I forgot why I originally came and joined my Guru. I forgot that true discipleship meant obedience to the Guru and a life of self-control. The attraction of enjoyment made me disobey my Guru's good advice. I did not heed his warning. I forgot my duty of renunciation, abstinence and self-control. I succumbed to the call of the senses and to the dictates of my pleasure-loving mind. I lived a life of excess and immoderation. I gave up my sadhana. I did not do my duty. For the sake of my pleasure and self-will, I broke away from my Guru. Now this is the result. Retribution has overtaken me. O God! what am I to do?" 

He lamented and wailed bitterly. 

Just then there was a sudden stir in the crowd around the gallows. Someone pushed through to the front, crying out: "Stop! Stop!"

The hangman paused for a moment. A stately figure, a sannyasin with matted locks, climbed onto the gallows and stood by the side of the disciple. It was the Guru. A man of intuition, he had suddenly come to know from far away that his erring disciple was in grave danger. So he immediately hurried post-haste to the city and arrived at the gallows at the critical moment. 

The disciple now interrupted, saying, "No, no! Don't do it! Hang me! Be quick!" 

But the Guru would not listen. He insisted upon taking the noose. The hangman was helpless. He looked at the magistrate and asked, "What is all this?" 

But no one was listening to them, for the Guru and the disciple were engaged in a hot argument, each demanding that he be hanged, and refusing to give place to the other. This was a very extraordinary situation. It was beyond the magistrate's comprehension. Once again fresh messengers hurried to the king. 

The matter was so extraordinary that the king himself now came in person. He demanded to know from the Guru why he wanted to hang himself. The Guru at first seemed unwilling to tell him, but when the king insisted, he said, "My dear king, there is a very good reason for my wish. I am an expert and past master in Hindu astrology. I have come to know through my accurate calculation that there is an extraordinary, auspicious muhurta at this time today, and that the person who dies during this hour at this particular point of latitude and longitude where the gallows are situated, and in this noose, that person will become the supreme emperor of this entire land in his immediate next birth. I want to become the emperor. Therefore I have hurried with great haste to be in time at this spot. Well, you have the reason. Now let me be hanged quickly before the hour passes away!" 

The king grew indignant. "Preposterous!" he cried. "You fellow! You want to become the emperor? What audacity! What cheek! It is I who have to become the emperor. I shall be hanged now!" 

So saying, Rajarajeshwar Brihat-moodh Bahadur slipped his head into the noose. There was great pandemonium. The Guru grasped the disciple by the hand and they both quickly hurried away from the spot and walking fast, soon reached the outskirts of the city. The disciple was saved. 

The disciple now fell in prostration before the Guru and clasped his feet. He accepted his error, expressed remorse and begged forgiveness from the Guru. The Guru lifted him up, blessed him and said, "Follow me." 

Both turned their backs on the "City of Darkness", the city of pleasures and plenty, and set out on the highway towards the Himalayas, where people lived in simplicity and self-control. They reached the little hamlet of saints on the banks of the Ganges, where the disciple lived an austere life of simplicity, self-control, sadhana, service of his Guru, obedience and devotion to God. He soon realised the Lord through the grace of his Guru and obtained that bliss everlasting which is a million-fold more than all the sense-pleasures of the entire universe put together. He followed his Guru and from darkness came into light.

***********************
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›  Sri Swami Sivananda (1887-1963), was born in an illustrious family of sages. An inborn eagerness to serve all, drew Swamiji to the medical profession and he became a doctor. While serving in Malaya, Swamiji realised that people needed right knowledge most of all and this then became the mission of his life. He became a renunciant and settled down in Rishikesh (Uttarakhand State, India) where Swamiji practised intense austerities. He founded the ‘Divine Life Society’ in 1936 and dissemination of spiritual knowledge and training of people in yoga were its’ aim. Swamiji worked tirelessly for his chosen mission and finally entered Mahasamadhi in 1963



›  This story is from the book, “Inspiring Stories”, by Sri Swami Sivananda and published by The Divine Life Society, India
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STORY 4: THE SADHU AND THE THREE STONES
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Sri Ramana Maharishi

A great mahatma (ascetic) was living as a sadhu under a tree in a forest. He always used to keep with him three stones. While sleeping, he used to keep one of them under the head, another under the waist and the third under the legs and cover himself with a sheet. 

When it rained, the body used to be on the stones and so the water would flow underneath, and the water that fell on the sheet too, would flow down. So, there was no disturbance to his sleep; he used to sleep soundly. When sitting, he used to keep the three stones together like a hearth and sit upon them comfortably. Hence snakes and other reptiles did not trouble him nor did he trouble them, for they used to crawl through the slits under the stones. Somebody used to bring him food and he would eat it. And so, there was nothing for him to worry about. 

[image: ]

A KING, WHO CAME TO that forest for hunting, saw this sadhu and felt, ‘What a pity! How much must he be suffering by having to adjust his body suitably to those stones and sleep thereon. I will take him home and keep him with me for at least one or two days and make him feel comfortable’. 

Thus thinking, the king went home and sent two of his soldiers with a palanquin and bearers, with instructions to invite the sadhu respectfully and bring him to the palace. He also warned the soldiers that if they did not succeed in bringing the sadhu, they would be punished! 

The soldiers arrived where the mahatma was and told him that the king had ordered them to bring him to the palace and that he should come. When the sadhu showed disinclination to go with them, they said that they would be punished if they returned without him. They begged of him to come, if only to save them from trouble. 

As the sadhu did not want them to get into trouble on his account, he agreed to go with them. What was there for him to pack-up? A kaupeenam (loincloth), a sheet and those three stones. He folded and kept the kaupeenam in that sheet, kept those three stones also in the sheet and tied them together. 

‘What is this? This Swami is bringing with him some stones when he is going to a Raja’s palace! Is he mad or what?’ thought the bewildered soldiers. Anyway, the sadhu got into the palanquin with his bundle and came to the king. 

The Raja saw the bundle, and thinking it contained some personal artifacts of the ascetic, took him into the palace with due respect, feasted him properly and arranged a tape cot with a mattress of silk-cotton to sleep upon. But the sadhu, instead of sleeping on the silk mattress, opened his bundle, took out the three stones, spread them on the bed, covered himself with the sheet and slept as usual! 

The next morning the king came, bowed to the sadhu with respect and asked, “Swami, is it comfortable for you here?” 

Swami: “Yes. What is there wanting here? I am always happy.” 
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