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GURU PARAMARTHA AND HIS FIVE DISCIPLES








Long long ago in a little village in South India, there lived a poor aged simpleton called Paramartha.He was a bogus guru who had five equally bogus disciples.Thier names were Mudhead, Fool, Weakling, Mleccha and Rascal.Since all gurus and their disciples live in asramas, they did too and their activities and experiences together were many.


  One morning the guru and his disciples set out for a temple in a neighbouring village.On the way Paramartha explained life to his eager disciples.'Its so simple,' he said,'Life is what all livinhg things have and because of it , all living things move. Look at this tree  - its leaves move and so we can safely say that it is a living thing, do you understand?'


'O great and wonderful guru,'his disciples chorused, 'you explain the most difficult things in the simplest ways. How fortunate we are to be your disciples.'





Soon they came upon a river and the guru called for one of his more senior men.'Rascal, tell me, is this river a living thing?'


'Absolutly!',replied Rascal, 'It moves, therefore it has life.'


'Excellent!',beamed the guru,'You have a very good grasp of our philosophy. Now, I have a more practical question for you.


 Do you know whether this river is asleep or awake? I know from previous experiance that this is a very cunning river. We must be very careful in our dealings with it. Before venturing across it we need to know whether it is asleep or awake. Please go and check the situation.'


 Rascal, eager to please his guru, ran to the riverbank. With plan in mind, he searched for an old, dry tree branch. After finding one he set fire to it and thought,'I will burn the river and then Ill know whether it is asleep or not.'


 As soon as Rascal put the burning branch in the water he heard a loud hissing sound. It frightened him so much that he fell over. Shivering and shouting, he jumped up and ran to his guru.


	'O guruji, now is not a good time to cross this river. It is very much awake! As soon as I touched it, it hissed loudly and covered me with smoke. It was so angry that I was afraid that it would get up and hit me. It was only by your great mercy and the mercy of my parents that I came back alive...what a terrible experience.'   


	'Please calm down Rascal,'said the guru. 'What can we do, we have to accept this as the arrangement of God. We will just have to wait until the river falls asleep.'


	And so Guru Paramartha and his disciples took shelter of a nearby garden and discussed the cunning nature of the river they were attempting to cross. Fool, one of the more philosophically inclined of the disciples, said,'Guru Maharaja, I have heard a great deal about this river. We cannot afford to underestimate its prowess. My grandfather has had personal experience of its temperament. He is a very successful merchant and one day, returning from one of his business ventures, he happened to pass this way. His assistants and two donkeys laden with salt bags, accompanied him. It was summer and the day was hot. They decided to take bath and give the donkeys some rest. Both men and donkeys stepped into the cool waters of the river, bathed and then spent some time under the green, shady trees. When the heat of the day had passed they again went on their way. The party had not been travelling long when one of the asisstants shouted in dismay,'Oh no! master, look! The salt bags are still well stitched but they are wet and their is no salt in them. Where has tit gone? Who is responsible for this?'


'Actually we are very fortunate,'replied my grandfather, after some thought, 'If this river  had not been able to rob us of our salt, it may have become angry and swallowed all of us. We have been saved by God, we are very fortunate indeed.'


And so all the servants were satisfied and continued on their way. Just as Fool spoke these words, a man on a horse came by. Despite the warnings of the disciples, he entered the river and quickly and easily reached the other side.


	'What an extraordinary feat!',the amazed Guru Paramartha exclaimed. 'Yes' said all his disciples.


 	'Guruji,'said Weakling, as they watched the horseman disappear into the distance, 'If you had a horse all our problems would be solved. We wouldn't have to worry about these tricky rivers any more. Wre could easily cross them. Why dont we buy a horse?'


	'We can discuss this later 'replied the guru,'Right now we have more important matters at hand. Evening has come and I think that the river is now sleeping, otherwise how could that horseman cross it so easily? Yes, I'm confident it is now asleep. Mudhead, please go and check.'


  Mudhead, though eager to please his guru, as not the most intelligent of his disciples.


 


************************* PAUSE *****************************





'This is a very difficult task,' thought Mudhead,'I dont want to displease Guruji and so I will use Rascals system to check if the river is sleeping.Yes -better to follow a proven path, now where is that branch he used?'


 Finally he found the branch, black and wet as it was, and ran to the rivers edge, gingerly he plunged it into the river and to his relief no sound or smoke came from the water.


 'Ah, guru maharaja will be pleased'Quietly he tiptoed back ot his fellow pilgrims.'Dear guru maharaja, this is the time, we must go now.This opportunity may not come again so easily.The river is presently in deep sleep.Please dont make any noise and step very carefully. If we go now and are cautious, the river will not wake up and we will be able to cross it without difficulty, come.'


 as soon as Guru Paramartha and his disciples heard this they immeadiatly got up and slopwly, step bystep,began to cross the river.Hearts palpitating, ears magnifying the smallest sound,they stealthily waded across the river.When what seemed like an eternity had passed,they finally reached the other side.Immeadiatly three of the disciples began jumping and dancing in ectasy.'Guru maharaja, how wonderful you are, by your mercy we have finally crossed this terribly dangerous rover. All glories to you. What power! What intelligence! What-'


'Dont be too happy yet,'Fool interupted, 'Let us first check whether in fact we did all arive safely on this side.'And with that he began the members of the party.As his name suggests, Fool wasnt the most intelligent of men and hence he forgot to include himself while counting.


'Oh no!What a loss! What a great loss!' he exclaimed. 'When we arrived at the rivers edge, we were six in number and now we are only five.We have lost a person. What a treacherous river!Whata a disaster!'


 'Wait,'said his guru,'dont be too quick in your conclusions.This is not hte characteristic of a sober man.All of you sit down and I wil count.'


 And so Guru Paramartha began to count.Being a simpleton, he too forgot to count himself.Once, twice, thrice he counted and each time he did so he found one man missing in the party.Confused, he locked his skinny legs in padmasana and meditated on the matter for some time. Finally, he opened his eyes and soberiety and detatchment spoke to his disciples, 'we must see this as the arrangement of God. We have lost a man to this cruel river.Even while sleeping it has managed to cause some mischief.This loss has deeply affected my heart , but what to do?We must remember we are sadhus  and so we must remain aloof from the influence of distress.'


 In a state of panic his disciples frantically began to count and each came to the same conclusion - there were now only five men.A mood of intense lamentation filed the air  and all the disciples began crying and rolling on the ground.The screaming and crying became so intense that Guru Paramartha lost all composure and began cursing the river,


 'O evil minded river!What a candala you are! Have you no mercy? Were you not born with brothers and sisters? Cant you understand the grief you have caused us? My disciples are such a wonderful and intelligent group of men, an inspiration to any guru, and now you have so callouslly  swallowed one of them -even though we were considerate enough not to disturb your sleep, you still cheated us.Being sadhus we will not take action against you, but rest assured, one day you will also be cheated.'


 Like mad men, the guru and his disciples continued to curse and cry.The air was pierced with the arrows of their loud abuses, anger and lamentation.


 At that time a pilgrim was passing that way and he was amazed by the strange sight and the intensity of the noise.'What a curious sight', he thought, 'Why are these people so disturbed I wonder?Let me make some inquiry into the matter.' And so he  walked up to them and said, 


 'My dear sirs, whatever is the matter?Why are you in such distress?Has someone died?Please tell me."


 'My dear friend', sobbed the guru,'You could not possibly understand our grief.Previosly  I had five wonderful disciples, but now, by the mischief of this heartless river, I only have four.What to do?'


 Hearing this the pilgrim himself counted the men and saw that factually there were six members  altogether, 'What a group of simpletons', he mused' Let me see what fun I can get out of them.'


Offering obeisances to the guru, the pilgrim said, 'Swami, I can understand your grief.This river is indeed a cruel one.Please allow me to assist you. I am very expert in the Atharva Veda, I know all about ghosts, Dakinis, Gandharvas and all those things and they are all under my control and follow my instructions.If you give me a little daksina é will call your disciple back from his watery grave. It is my duty to help sadhus like your holy self.


 Hearing this, the guru became overwhelmed with joy."dear sir', he lauded, 'You are a godsend, We are prepared to give you whatever money we have  as daksina in order to retrieve our poor comrade.'


 The pilgrim could not belive his luck when he heard these words and was quick to display his mystic oppulences.


 'My dear friends', he said as he theatrically  took a large stick from his bag, 'All of you must stand in line, bend over and close your eyes. Donty move or open your eyes, but when I touch you, you must say 'here i am' and give your name . In this way I will be able to bring your dear friend back  to you.Do you understand?'


 "Yes, yes", they all chimed eagerly and they all stood in line."Right!" said the 'mystic', rolling up his sleeves, "Please close your eyes and we will begin."The men all closed their eyes and waited. Within seconds they heard a very loud 'thwack!'followed by their guru screaming 


"Enough, enough!I am here, Paramartha Guru."


 They then heard the pilgrim count in a matter- of- fact manner,"One!"Trembling at the Knees, each disciple peeked through half - closed eyes to see  what had happened. T he pilgrim cum mystic was brandishing his large stick  and  their old guru was still on the ground  trying to recuperate from the severe blow.Frightened and feeling sick at heart, they all looked to Rascal, the seniormost disciple.What was he going to do? Recognizing the seriousness of the situation Rascal braced himself for the inevitable and decided to try to set a good example, come what may.He was just in time as  he was next to recieve a blow,"OWWW!I am Rascal,I am here", he yelled as rapidly as he could."Two!"said the pilgrim


 And so one after the other, each man got a sound beating as the pilgrim counted upto six, then he said, "Please open your eyes. Now as you can plainly see, you are six again. I have sucessfully recalled your lost man.Please give me my daksina and be happy."


 Guru Paramartha checked the number of his disciples three times and finally convinced that they were all present, he gladly gave the pilgrim all the gold coins in his posession, who , overjoyed, went on his merry way.The guru and his disciples embraced each other and marvelled at their good fortune.In this way, they collected their few belongings and returned to their asrama  - this time returning over a bridge.








For many a day Guru Paramartha and his disciples discussed their adventure.Very elaboratly they described how they eventually managed to cross the river and still lose a person.They were astounded at how a heaven - sent messanger had brought back their missing man for a mere 45 gold coins.


 meanwhile, the old lady hired to do the cleaning in the asrama, listened carefully.Though she was blind, her hearing was as sharp as her wit.


 "Dear swamiji", she said,"You have been badly cheated and lost 45 gold coins unecassarily.Your difficulty was not a serious one - certainly not worth 45 gold coins.The solution is, next time you want to cross a river and want to count your men, you just take with you some wet cow-dung.Then, when you have crossed, add some waterto the dung, knead it and make a big pancake  out of it.Then put the pancake on the ground and all sit around it, very carefully, one after the other, put your noses in it and make bold, clear impressions.The rest is quite simple.Just stand up and count the imprints in the dung.In this way you can easily check how many people are present and save yourself 45 gold coins."


 "A wonderful idea!"exclaimed Guru Paramartha, "What a very intelligent lady you are.Mudhead, next time you must definatly pack some wet cow-dung - a fabulous idea."


 In the meantime, Weakling had been meditating on something else-


"Dear guruji, why dont we buy a horse?Do you remember how easily that man crossed the river? Life would be so much easier if we had our own horse."


  'Hmmm!" said the guru deliberating on the matteer,"How much do you think a new horse would cost?"


 "No less than 100 gold coins",replied Rascal.


 "Well, we certainly dont have that much money.Well have to forget about the idea for now,"concluded the guru.


 And so the proposition was postponed and life went on as usual, until one day the asrama cow, which had been left to graze in the pastures, went missing.Guru Paramartha sent his disciples all over the village to find it.Eager to serve their spiritual master, they all searched high and low, leaving no stone unturned.However, to their dismay, the search was fruitless.


 "What shall we do now?"they wailed , looking at each other pitifully."How can we go back to guru maharaja?He will be so upset to hear that we failed to find his cow."Then Mudhead said-


"Well my brothers, Im not going back to the asrama until I find it. Im going to search the next town and ther next one if necessary. Good day!"


 And so he left.A little bewildered, the other disciples just stood staring at him as he walked away into the distance.Then Rascal said,"Come on, lets go back to the asrama. Our gurudeva will be concerned about us."


 For three days Mudhead was absent. Then on the fourth day he returned tired and cowless, but still happy.


 "Why are you smiling, you idiot?"Guru Paramartha growled, "Youve been gone from the asrama for four days now , and you return with nothing but a stupid grin on your face - wheres the cow?"


 "Guru Maharaja, wait until you hear the good news", replied Mudhead, "true, I was unable to find the cow. However, I found something much better.I managed to get a cheap price on a horse."


 The angry look on the gurus face faded away as he heard this, "Really!" he said "Well that sounds wonderful. Tell me all the details."And so Mudhead related his story-


 "Well, I was looking for the asrama cow. I searched so many      nearby towns , peoples gardens, public parks, sadhus asramas - I left no place untouched. But try as i did , I couldnt find the cow.So feeling depressed, I was walking along the bank of a lake , then by your causless mercy  and the mercy of God, I saw a most amazing sight. There were four female horses grazing and next to them were two huge horse eggs. They were so big  two hands were not large enough to hold one, let alone two.Then I noticed a local villager passing by.'Kind sir', I said, 'Who owns these wonderful horses?'


 'nearby there lives a very rich man ', he answered , 'He owns  these horses..They really are amazing. You know, they ll learn anything you care to teach them - and so quickly.'


 'Do you think he will allow me to buy one of their eggs?I asked. He thought for a while and then replied,'Yes, Im sure he would be happy to help you. I dont think hell charge you more than 5 gold coins- which is a very reasonable price for an excellent horse, dont you thinf?'


 "Wonderful! A wonderful achievement!",beamed the guru, clapping his hands, then turning to his disciples, he asked, "So , what do you all think?"


 "We must strike while the iron is hot,"Rascal answered,"We must buy it now before they decide to raise the price to more than 5 gold coins."


 "Thats true."said the others,"It sounds like a profitable venture."


 "Rascal and Mudhead," the guru said solemnly,"I want you to go and buy the best horse egg immeadiatly. Here, take 5 gold coins and some funds for your travel expenses. We look forward to your return."Then he placed his hand on their heads as   a blessing and they offered their obeisances and left.


After some time fool, looking more than a little bewildered, meekly inquired of his guru.


"My  dear guru maharaja.  It is very amazing that we have found such a first class horse egg for such a cheap price. Please forgive me, but I have one question.  "How will we get the horse otut of the egg?  In the village I have seen chickens.  They have five or six eggs at a time and they sit on them until the baby chicks are ready to hatch.  But even if you put 50 chickens on this horse egg it obviously won't be enough.  How are we going to get the horse out of the egg?"  "Hmm!"  pondered the guru, "the devil is certainly in the details.  It will take me some time to answer your question."  And with that he folded his skinny legs into padmasana and began to meditate.  After three days the guru finally boke his meditation and called for his disciples.  "My dear disciples, I have contemplated Fool's question.  The answer is quite simple.  One of us is going to have to sit on this egg.  There is no other solution. If you want an intelligent horse then an intelligent perons is going to have to sit on it.   All of you are of keen wit.  Who will please me by sitting on the egg?


Slowly he looked around the room and set his eyes on Fool.  "Please guru maharaja", Fool stammered timidly, "how can I possibly sit on the horse egg all day.   I must fetch water from the river, cut the fire wood and bring it to the kitchen.  I have so much to do.  Please forgive me, but it is impossible for me to meet your request."  "I also can't do this service" said Mleccha.  "Day and night I  am busy cooking in the kitchen.  There are six of us plus servants.  I have to cut so many vegetables and cook so many tasty dishes.  And you do like your rotis, guru maharaja.  I spend the whole day very busily working in the kitchen.  I can't possibly sit on the egg".  "Nor can I", exclaimed Weakling.  "I have to wake up before everyone else and go to the river and clean my teeth.  It certainly hadn't been my practice to do this before joining the asrama.Its a very great austerity for me. I also have to wash my own cloth and pick all the flowers for the garlands. I also have to keep all the lamps clean. I have so much work that it makes me tired just talking about it. So I cant possibly sit on the egg, its impossible."


 "Yes," agreed the guru, "It certainly is a difficult situation.Rascal and Mudhead are also very busy.Actually the only one who is doing nothing is me.A very intelligent person must sit on the egg for good results and so Ill do it .Ill embrace it with my head and cover is with my chaddar.Ill traet it with great care and affection then we will definatly get  an excellent result. It will be very difficult but worthwhile work. Yes, Ill do it!"


 In the meantime, after a two and a halthif haur walk, Mudhead and Rascal returned to the laek.The four horses were still grazing contentedly and next to them were many big white pumpkins. As soon as Mudhead saw them he shouted excitedly, "Look! There are so many horse eggs and theyre so big.Guru Maharaja  will be so pleased.Quickly, lets go and see the business man who owns these horses."And so they went.


 The business man was lounging in his garden when the two sadhus pushed their way through the gate and ran to him.


 "Dear sir, "Rascal bluted, "We are from Kutralam, we want to buy a horse egg. You have such wonderful horses. Were very poor, please give us a horse egg for five gold coins."


 The business mans eyes gleamed,"What fools."he thought, "They want to buy a pumpkin for five gold coins.Lets see what my fabulous 'horses eggs' will fetch."Turning to the disciples he said cunningly, "You must be joking!I cant give these horses eggs for five gold coins. Theyre very rare and very special. I cant possibly sell them to you so cheaply ..."


"Dont try to cheat us ",scolded Rascal, pointing his finger at the man."We are sadhus. We have intelligence.We have checked the price with the town farmers. They told us five gold coins was a very fair price."


 "Very well," complied the businessman, "You look like good natured sadhus and you are very intelligent.Ill give you a horse egg for five gold coins. However, there is one condition - you are not to tell anyone that you got the egg so cheaply. Give me the five  gold coins  and go and choose the best horse egg for your asrama."


 Mudhead dumped the five gold coins in the businessmans lap 


and then raced off with Rascal to the bank of the river. They looked discerningly at all pumpkins and took the biggest one. Overcomed by excitement and the taste of success they ommediately begun their long journey back to the asrama. Along the way they glorified their guru.


	Our Gurumaharaja is so advanced. He has such a great mystic potency. I have often heared that for the spiritual enlightened the impoddible is possible. Now I am seeing this practically demonstrated. I have never heard of a horse being born of an egg, but now, by the mystic potency of our gurumaharaj, it is becoming the reality. Not only is the impossible becoming pssible, but it is becoming possible so cheaply. Only five gold coins! This is throughly miraculous! "Yes" continued mudhead, "you can always judge the activity by its results. Becouse of the greatness of our guru, God has send the horses egg. It's such a practical example. Our guru is great and by his mercy if we hawe faith in him we will also become great. 


	Im this way the two discussed their realizations. Before long their come to a narrow path. Mudhead who was carrying the pumpkin on his head, stoped talking in order to increase his concentration. Though treating carefully, he stumbled ower the breaanch across his path and toppled, pumpkin and all. Rascal tried to catch the flying 'egg', but his frantic effort was unsuccessful and it fell with a thud into a nerby bush. There was a rabit nibbling on some tomder grass beneath that bush and when the pumpkin fell he became frightened as moust rabits would. He run from the bush. 


	"Quickly!" screamed Mudhead when he saw it. "Catch it! Catch it! There's our horse. Catch him. He's running awayay!" 	Both of them catching the rabit. Up hill and down they chased it, hour after hour they chased it. However the rabit was the fast one and they could not catch him. Then overcome with the fatigue, Rascal fell aver a rock and onto a thorny bush. The adventure redulted in a few scratches in his arms and chest and a bump on his head. He sat glumly looking up at Mudhead.


	"Mudhead," he sad matter of factly "I'm tired, I'm sore and I'm hungry.. We have lost our guru's horse and we've lost his money. What to do I think it's time for us to go back to the asrama. It is not such a good idea to overendeavour."


	And so, hungry and with no money in hand, they made their way. As they come closer to the abode of their guru they become concerned that he wouls severely chastise them. Overcome with anxiety they began to beat their stomachs. They howled and cried like a wolves on a full moon night. Wailing the name of their guru they tentatively stepped into the asranma. When their guru maharaja came before them then they simultaneously turned a shade of ghostly white and fainted at his feet. Mleccha immediately ran into the kitchen and fetched a large bowl of water. He ran back and threw it ower his gotbrothers . Rascal who was the firstto come to hi sences blurted: "Such a fast horse! I have never seen the horse to run so fast. It has two hands long and look like a rabit. It had four legs and two very big ears. It was so small but run so quickly. I dont think it was an ordinary horse. "either of us could cutch him. Look what happened to me when I tried! We decided to return to the asram. The guru heard their story, pondered the matter and then looked at them affectionateky. " you ;ost the five good coins and that is nit such a good thing. And the horse is also gone. Quite frankly however I think that that is a blessing. If it is able to run so fast in such a  young age, what would it be like when it grew older. I am an old man. I can't travel on a horse like that. I take it as benediction that we didn't get the animal. It would have caused us a great great deal of difficulty. Let;s forget the incident. After all it was only five gold coins. Don't worry about it." 


	The matter settled, guru paramartha and his disciples went to take rest. 


	After some days guru Paramartha decided  that he and his disciples should go on  a long pilgrimage. When he told his disciples they were immediately concerned. Rascal said "Guru maharaj, you are old and weak. It would be moust irresponsible and cruel of us to take you walking over such a long distance. THe least we can do is hire a bull". "As you wish," said the guru. "My life is in your hands." 


	As soon as they heared this they went out to hire a bull. Luckily there was a farmer in the nerby village who had a bull which wasn't fil enough for agriculture but was certainly fit enough to carry an old man on pilgrimage. Thei agreed to pay the three gold coins a day for the hire of the bull and proudly led it back to the asrama. Though it was a very hot and heavy summer, somehow or other they managed to pack all their goods and chattels. Mudhead remembered the emergency suply of wet cow dunk and having packed that, they set out on their way.


	THought the tour began quite early morning after a few hours of walking the heat became unbearable. They come across the place that was so arid that not even a blade of grass grew. The hot parched earth and lack of watter made situation unbearebly intense. The poor old guru who was hungry and could not get any watter to drink fainted and fell from the bull. 


	Understandably upsed the disciples lifted and supported their guru and thought frantically about a possiblle place for him to lie down and take rest. An easy answer was not forthcoming. Finally mudhead said, "We have to choice. He will have to lie down were in the shadow of the bull. That is the coolest arrangement we can make in this place."


	Weakling took his chuddar and spread it beneath the bullfor his guru maharaja to lie on. Then they all helped him on the chuddar and Fool and Mleccha used their gamchas to fan him. Slowly, slovly the guru recovered. As the day was spand it began to cool and a slight breaze blew. The disciples helped their guru once again onto the bull and went to the nearby village to take rest. It was in this little village that the owner of the bull lived.


	Early next morning they went to the farmer to return the bull and pay the three gold coin hire charge. 


	"How dare you offer this pultry sum"? challenged the farmer. "This is deffinitly not enough payment!"	


	Excuse me sir, answered the Rascal "but you previously agreed that we would pay three gold coins for a day's hire of your bull. It is not proper for you to change your mind now!" 


	"Three gold coins gave you the right to sit on the bull and using him for traveling purposes. However, on the road, when the daay become too hot, your guru rested in the shade of my bull. That was not in the agreement. Hence you have to give more gold coins."


	"This is ridiculous"? interrupted Fool. We hired your bull for a day. Why should we pay  extra for his shadow?"


	Suddenly a man started swearing and the disciples were soon engaged in a brawl beyond their control. Immediately a large crowd, attracted by the harsh words and flying fists, gathered around them. After some time an olderly man came forward, "What is the matter? Why are you fighting? Please calmly tell me your story and I will try to solve your problem."


	Mudhead, relieved by the sober interjection, began to explain the case. Patiently and attentively the old man listened to his tale. Then, very sagaciously he began the story of his own. 


	Long long ago I was travelling the country just like you two youngsters. I had my own foodstufs with me and was simply looking for a peace to eat and take a little rest. I siped a little hotel on the side of the road and approached the man in charge. 


	"Dear sir," I said,"I have my own food, however I would like to relax in your little hotel and partake of it. Would you mind?" "No,. That doesn't pose any problems. Please feel free to take a seat. Please unserstand however, that if you do take anything from our shop you will have to pay for it".


	I nodded my head, washed myself and sat down to eat. While I was eating my simple fare, a gentle braze blew the scent of freshly cooked pakoras my way. One of the hotel cooks preparing these fresh snaks and they smelt extremely tasty. Howewwr being a poor mendicant, I could'nt afford to buy any and so I just sat there, owerpowered by the smell of the fresh pakoras, eating my bag of rice. When I had finished I went to the hotel-in-charge to thank him for his hospitality. When he saw me comming towards him, he said,"Don't forget to pay for the pakoras." "pakoras," I said, "I didn't eat any of your pakoras I......" 


	"Come, come," he interrupted "I was watching you. You could only eat that bag of fld rice because of the smell of our pakoras." Well I didn't know what to do. Then another man im the hotel come forward to support his in-charge. 


	"It is only by the smell of our pakoras that you could eat your rice. You will have to pay some fee. Usually people eat our pakoras and they pay in coinage. However, because you smelt them, you will have to pay by smelling." 


	Finding the whole situation incredulous, I asked, "And how do I do that?" 


	" It's simple," he said matter of factly. "Please give me your little money pouch. "When I headed it to him hw immediately started rubbing it against his nose. He did it for some time and then he stopped. 


	"There," he said "that's enough  


payment for the smell of the pakoras. I don't want to lose my nose."


	Then the two went back to the hotel satisfied that the debt had been paid. 


	So ... just as I paid for my smelling of the pakoras, tou can pay for using the smelling of the bull. 


	"That's enough"? the old man declared. "The bull had heared the sound of your coins. That's enough. You have now to pay for the use of the shadow of the bull. Please go now."


	Grateful for the help the old man had given, Mudhead and the Rascal paid their respects and huried back to their guru. What remained from the afternoon was spent phillosophically discussing the venture. 


	Next morning guru Paramartha and his disciples got up very early because they didn't want to travel in the hot sun. After some hours of travel they come across a well-shaded garden and decided to rest there to avoid the midday heat. Still feeking fit despite the journeying, Fool sxplored the garden and soon found a crystal clear lake filled to the brim with refreshingly cool water. He drowe in and ommediately felt womderful. 


	At the bank of this lake was a temple of the demigid "Iyyanar," the villafe's presiding geity. It was the practice of the local villagers to sculpture clay horses and elephants to decorate the boundary wall. This demigod assisted Lord Shiva in controlling the ghosts and goblins and hebce ot was considered omportant that he be satisfied by on offering of beautiful artifacts for hiid temple. 


	While frolicking in the lake, Fool came ctodss the reflection of onr such soulptured horse. Immediately he became frightened, because also the dculpture was standing still, the torde in the lake was moving. Even if Fool tried to stand very still, the horse moved. And when he tried to leave the lake it seemed that it vecame agitated and angry. It made no noise but it seemed that it become agitated and angry. It made no noise but ot certainly was active. In feer of his life, Fool scrambled out of the lakr and ran vack to his guru maharaj. When he arrived at the camp site his lege were shakong and he was gasping for breath. 


	Aware of his disciple's distress, guru Paramartha immediately got up and ran to him. 


	"My dear boy" he asked holding his shoulders,"what has happened? You look as pale as a ghost by hunted oerson. Please sit down. Tell me what happened?" 


	"Naharaj! Maharaj! There is a fierce and powerfull horce in a litle lake nearby. I was quietly going about my bathing duties when he becomed so agitated that I thouht he was going to attach me. It was only by your causeless mercy that I was able to leave the lake rather than my life. What shall we do?"


	More than a little sonfused, the guru turned to his other disciples, "I have trained you sufficiently to deal with such problems. What do you suggest we do?"


	Mushead replied immediately, 


	"This is a wonderful idea, guru maharaj! We have wanted to provide a horse for you for so long. Horses are a only really problem when they're frightened. Why don't offer it some cooked dhal, befriend it, and take it back to the asrama."


	"Very well," hid mentor replied. "We will try your idea. However, i don't want to anybody to enter the watter. He may bite. Let's just leave the deal on the lake and just see if he can be coaxed that way. ....."


	"My dear guru,"suggested Rascal. Why don't we try something a little quicker and simppler. Why don't we just hold a bundle of grass  abuve the vater, I'm sure he's hungry and when he sees it he will be quick to try and make it his. Then we can catch him." 


	"Even that is an overendeavour," interrupted Mleccha. All we have to do is make a noice like an another horse. He will come out immediately if he thinks there is another horse on the bank. If that doesn't work well bring a buffalo. I'm sure that this wil arrose his curiousity and he woukd keave the lake ti explore the situation. Either way we would be in a good position to catch the animal." 


	"Fool, who had been meditating on the problem for some time, interkected with an air of certainity. 


	"These ideas are all quite good. However they do not take inro consideratiom the circumstance. This horse is in the lake. Why don't we just make a fishing rod and catch him like we would catch a fish?" 


	"Well-thought out Fool, that is an excelent idea!" exclaimed guru. "Yes!" echoed his disciples, "this is definitly the best idea. Let us see what we can do to plase our gurumaharaj. 


	Eagerly all the gurus disciples run of in different directions. Within a few moments one of them come back with a garden knife. Another bring a bundle of cooked rice, yet another brought the guru a walking cane. Then Mudhead remowed his turban and asked for the all different items. His idea was that the guru's cane would be the fishing rod, the turban cloth the fishing line, the knife the fishing hook and the bundke of rice the bait. Deftly he maid the peculiar contraption and threw it, hook line and bait into the water. Because of its weight and size, the lake sudenly become a mass of conwerging waves calmed down. 


	"Don't be affraid, "he said to his gidbrothers, the horse has calmed down now. If we are quiet and patient I'm sure we will catch him. Let's try." 


	Meanwhile, attracted by the huge bundle of rice, a vig fish in the lake bagan to nibble at it and pull at the cloth.


	"Oh, the horse is nibbling at the bait," he yelled,"Quick, come and help me. He's a big horse. It will take all of us to pull him to the shore. Come, come quickly!"


	In less then a second, all of the disciples were doing their best to assist. Two helped by holding on to the sane. The others clasped their hands around the chests of the teo in front, and pulled back with all their might. When they tugged on the line like this, the bundle was lossened and all the rice fell in the water. The knife, its blade freed, become entsngled in the reeds on the bottom of the lake. 


	"Oh! We have cought the horse,"Mudhead yelled extatically, "He's taken the bait. Now we will have ti pull together wery hard. Ready? 1, 2, 3 - pull,"


	Inspired by the idea that the horse would soon be theirs, all pulled together woth tremendous force. Suddenly the cloth tore intwo and all the fishermen fell on their backs with a loud 'thud.' 


	"Ouch", wailef weakling, "this cathing horse business isn't easy! "Not only that, "chorused Mleccha,"It's damn painful! Tere must be a simpler way".


	With that they all got up from the riverbank rubbing their bruises and checking for the scratches.


	A villager, who had been observing the farce for some time, come towards them to seek the explanation. 


	"Excuse me good sirs, what are you doing?", he asked. Mudhead stepped foward. "We are trying to catch this wonderful horse, he said pointing to its reflection inthe lake. He than continued to give a detailed description of their plan for catching the animal. "What fools you are!" the willager interupted "thet is only the reflection of a clay horse. Let me show you!" He climbed onto the bondary wall of the temple and covered the clay horse with his chuddar. "What can you see now?" he asked good-humoredly. 


	"Incredible!" said Rascal, "the horse has disappeared. All we can see is the colour of your chadar. Oh no! Qhat will we do now? Our guru maharaja so much wants a horse and now we have dissapointed him once again. 


	"Yes", continued Mudhead, "our guru maharaj is very aged and weak. He needs a horse for traveling on pilgrimage. At first we spent five gold coins on a horse egg. Unfortunately, it was broken before it hatched. Then we hired a bull and the owner not only charged us a very high rate, but insisted that we also pay for using the chadow of the animal. 


	We wasted so much of our guru's money on these projects that we lost onterest. Then by the mercy of God, we found this wonderfulhorse in the lake. e. We tried to catch it. However, now it seems its disappeared. What can we do? We are such yseless disciples. Our guru maharaj is trulu unfortunate." 


	The willager's heart softened. "They are undoubtedly very foolish mwn," he mused. "However, they are good and innocent people and they are very dedicated to their guru. I'll give them a horse and put an end to their anxiety." 


	He turned to them and said. "My dear sadhus, I have an old horse. It is no show pony. However, I think you will find it suitable for carrying your guru maharaj on pilgrimage. You don't have to give me any money for it. I'm happy to donate it. Please lust come to my house and I'll give it to you." 


	Elated and enthused, the disciples jumped up and eagerly followed him home. The old mare had none of the tradotional riding paraphernalia necessary and so its owner and the disciples searched high and lou for anything they could use as a substitate. Within an hour, the horse wes uniquely equipped with reins made of hay, blinkers made from creepers and a saddle sown from old cloth bags. Quite suitable for travel but certainly not so aesthetic. Then Mudhead checked the panjika to see when would be a good time to take the horse grom the donar's house and Rascal ran back to inform his guru and bring him for the presentation. 


	Within a few hours the guru was swated on the old mare. The whole village crowded around the strange entourage to witness the first procession. One of his disciples held the reins. Another pushed from behind. Two others stood on either side to protect their guru. Mudhead stood at the front of the strange procession anouncing proudly; 


	"The guru is coming! please pay your respect and move aside. The guru is coming." 


	In this way the first procession left in grand stule. 


	Guru Paramartha and his disciples were in ecstasy. At last they had their owm horse and their pilgrimages were finally trouble free - or so they thought. 


	As life would have it, a man in a sirange uniform suddenly appeared before the procession and stopped the horse. 	Distressed the disciples immediately chorused "What are you doinng? Why are you stopping us?" 


	"I am the tax collector", the man said menacingly. "Your horse procession is travelling on our roads. Obviously this means you will have to pau tax. Give me five gold coins or I will have to take action against you!" 


	Mudhead, who was the most outraged, chastised the man. 


	"What is this? You are trying to tax our guru for travelling on a horse? This is ridiculous. He is a very old man and his body is waak. He can't walk for long distances. I have never heard of anyone collecting taxes for such a purpose. This is a very unfair practice. It certainly isn't religious."


	Unmoved, the tax collector admonished the group: 


	"You fools! How dare you challenge me! Religion or no religion, you are not moving an inch from gere until you give me five gold coins". He raised his fist and then stormed uver to a pile of rubble found a old tree branch and placed it across their path. 


	For many hours in a battle of patience, the guru refused to give payment and the tax collector refusef to let them proceed. When late afternoon came, the guru finally conceded: "Rascal, give him five gold coins", he sighed, "he isn't going to allow us to continue on our way unless we pay him." Guru gingly rascal gave him the coins and the procassion was once again in its way.


	What unnfortunate fate," thought the guru, if it wasm't for this hoese I would be five gold coins richer. Why did I allow my disciple to vrain thks animal to our ashrama? Obviously it wasn't a good decision. 


	Just then a traveller siting in the side of the road, got up and joined the procession. Guru paramartaha began sharing his sorry tale with him. 


	" My dear sir, I have always travellwd on pilgrimage by foot. Recently my disciples concernrd for my weak pld body, managed to provide me with a horse. We were traveling quite happily, when a most improper incident happened. Just like a robber this uniformed man stepped onto the road . blosked our path and demanded five gold coins in tax. He told us that travelling by horse on ouvlic roads was five gold coins. Most sisgusting and disturbing  behaviour. What  sis happening to this world?" 


	"My dear old sadhu," said the traveller apologetically, "this qorld is no longer the qjorls you once know. Nowdays, money is guru, money is God. If you have enough money a dead body will follow your order. Todey, if you are a rascal but you have money you are considered high class and cultured. If you are pjjoor but hace all good qualities rou are considered not worth knowing. What to do? In today's world only money has value," 


	"This is terrible," replied the guru with a disgusted look on his face. "These days if a man sees 10 paice in doog stool he will pisk it up and put it in his pocket. 


	"What is so bad about that." the traveler asked. Every paise counts and besides you may collect money from a dirty place but that doesn't mean the money will smell. Let me tell you a story. 


	"Once, not so long ago, there was a king who was a notorious for harrassing his citizens by taxing them. Finally he inroduced an urine tax and his son was given responsibility for collecting the funds. His portfolio involved xatching people urinating and immediately taxing them. 


	"What a nasty business," the prince complained to his father. "Why should I stand around waiting for a prince, I...


	"Just be patient," his father interjected, just perform your duty and soon you will come to some realization about the matter!" Some years passed and still the prinse did not enjoy his duty or appreciate ets efficacy. Seeing this, the king called him to the treasury house and showed him all the money. Pile upon pile of gold coin laid there glittering. 


	"Please my son," said the king, "go and smell the gold."


The boy did as he was told and came back confused .."Dear father",he said, "It doesn't smell now"


	"Ah! Now you understand," exclaimed the king happily. "It's the urine that smells not the money. We van take money from any place and in any way. There's no problem. The money will newer smell!" 


	"An interesting story," said the guru Paramartha "and not to far from the reality it seems." 


	Guru and the traveler continued their discusions as they walked, and soon evening was upon them. They came to a small village and the party decided to tase rest on its outskirts. They took bath in a lake, let the horse free to pasture and settled down to take rest. When they awake earky in the morning they found that the horse had disappeared. Rascal quickly took bath and travelled from house to house in the willage looking for the horse. 


	Before long, he found it tie to a tree outside a farm house. The farmer who owned the hause, was relaxing on the verandah. Rascal rushed to him and said. "Dear sir, this is our horse. He disappeared last night. Please be reasonable and honest in your dealing and give him back to us!" 


	"This horse has been rowing free in my fields all night. Half my harvest has been desroyed by your stupid horse. Please know for sure that I have no intention to return him to you!" The man was angry and he brandished a fist menaxingly at Rascal. 


	Frightened, the disciple ran away and dicided to take the mater to the local judge. For a whole day both parties argued back an forth and finally the judge dave its decision. 


	Turning to guru Paramartha, he declared, 


	"Tou will have to give this man ten gold coins. 


	As they were leaving the village, the guru started lamenting. As soo aswe got this horse, I started spending money unnecessarily, and I have had to tolerate so much innsult. We should get rid of this horse. It is certainly not in our best interest to keep it. I would prefer to walk than to face so much unnsessary difficulty." 


	"No, no, dear guru maharaj, his discaples chorused, "You sannot wlk. You are far too old. Beside, you have already inccreased your standard. We have been on procession a number of timed with this horse. If you return to your previous standard now it will be a disgrace. People will lough at you. We could not tolerate it!" 


	Overhearing the conversation, a local local priest who was walking by stoppped and told them. 


	"You are faicing difficulty at present because there is a bad spall on your horse. I know that it had meant a great deal of unnecessary expenditure. However, if you give me five gold coins, I will remove this evil effect. "


	"Please guru maharaj," the disciples pleaded, "don't get rid of the horse just get rid of the spell. Please, let thid priest do his work." Begrudgingly, the guru agreed and the priest left to colct the necesarry paraphernalia. Soon he returned with a bundle of stics, some flowers and a plate of coloured povders. Immediately he started circunambulating the horse and chanting the mantras. Sudenly he started screaming and throwing the leaves and colloured powders. He run around the horse three times patting it madly all over its body. Finally he caught bold of the ear of the horse and told the disciples. 


	"The evil spell is resting in its ear. If we remove the ear all evil efect will be wanished!" 


	Impressed by the mystic power of the priest, Mudhead and Rascal were quick to find a large knife, sharpen it and cutt off the ear of the horse. Immediately the animal screamed, fainted and fell to the ground. Mudhead toof the trouble sane ear far away, buried it in a deep hole and planted a neem tree on top of it. When he finally returned, he fount the horse standing with its head bansaged and his guru maharaj and his other discipes ready to begin the return journey. The tripe was a long but uneventful one and the strange looking procession reached the asrama safely. It was quite late and being being very exhausted, they all took bath and then rested. 


	Next morning guru Paramartha was siting in the verandah musing ower predicaments he and his disciples had had found themselves in during their travels. The horse whos head vas still bansaged, limped about the fields in the search of sweet grass. Seeing him the guru thought, "This horse is so ugly. When it finst came I was prepared to accept it because it came withiut expenditure. However it has recently caused us so much anxiety and expense. How strange are the workings of God."


	Feeling fillosophically inclined, he called his disciples to his side and said, 


	"My dear disciples, if you look at this material world it is just like a mirage in a desert, it doesn't exist. there is no meaning to anything. There is no wellfare without ill effect, no sweetness without bitterness, no happiness without misery. You simply cannot get unadulterated happiness. Look at this ugly horse!" he said pointing animal, "It came to us as a gift and we were happy to receive it. I want to send this hirse back to its iwner. Then we will be happy and paceful again!" 


	All the disciples were very upsed by the harsh words of their gurumaharaj. 


	"Dear master,"said the Rascal "please do not speake like that. We didn't buy the horse or make any endeavour to purchase it. A pious villager gave it to us in charity. This horse is given by God. Its being in this asram is the Gods arrangement. If we send it back now we will be acting against the will of God. Why are you so concerned. The priest has already removed the evil spell on the animal. We should just keep it. "Veru well said the guru bemused by his disciples' determination. "However we should not allow this horse to roam free and cause disturbance and expense. Rather we should keep it tied up in the asrama compound and build it a smaal shad!"


	Overjoyed that his guru has been convinced to keep the horse, Rascal immediately jumped up and said, "Don't worry guru maharaj, within ten minutes I will build a simple sheed suitable for your horse. All I need is two large beanches!" 


	With that he took a large garden knife and went outside the asrama area to climb a nearby banyan tree. 


	Seeing two suitable branches for his project he deftly climbed the tree, sat on one of the branches and started hacking through it. 


	In that time a brahmana was walking by. Hearing a sound above him he looked op and saw what was happening. "Hey foolish person" he called, when that branch finally falls, sp will you!" 


	Annoyed by the untimely criticism, Rascal replied, "Oh brahmana, do not bother me with your inauspicious predictions. Just leave me in peace to serve my guru. Your advice is no more than a disturbance to me. Go before I am forced to take action against you." 


	Seeing that his advice was falling on deaf ears and taken aback at the mean man's menacing tone, the brahmana concluded that he was dealing with a madman. Shrugging his shoulders, he  said no more and continued on his way. Rascal returned to his chore with increased vigor and determination. Soon the big branche fell to the ground with a loud crash - and the Rascal fell down too. 


	"That brahmana is very expert in astrology" he mused. "He said I would fall when the branch fell and it happened. He could very well be useful to my guru. I should speak to him!"


	Picking himself up from the ground he dusted himself, picked up his sharp knife and chased the man. The brahmana was approaching a nearby village when he heared someone from behind calling him. He turned around to see the madman he had spoken to in the banyan tree chasing him with knife. Please save me!" However Rascal was to fast and within a few minutes he had the priest cornered. Completely bewildered and frightened by the knife being branuished by the man, the brahmana stood motionless, a horrified look on his face. To his utter suprice Rascal droped the knife, fell to the ground and touched his feet. 


	"You are souch a learned schollar, "he lauded" and very expert in predicting the future also. Please, I have only one small question. I want you to tell me something"


	"Anything you desire" whimpered the brahmana in fear of a crazy man. "What is it you wish to know?"


	Rascall replied, "I am a disciple of guru Paramartha. I am very attached to him but unfortunately he is growing very old. Please me what will be the sign that he is going to leave this world? Please tell me so that I can have some peace of mind!"


	"ASANA SETAM TEEVANA NASAM" - "When the seet is cold the soul will pass" the brahmana said with an air of mysticism. 


	"Oh what a learned man" thought a Rascal "and what eloquence also. From his terse quality I can underetand that whenever our guru maharaj find his seat cold, that is an indication that he will soon leave his body!"


	"Anything else?" the brahmana enquired.


	"No" replied Rascal, "I am satisfied with your answer, thank you. Please feel free to go on your way".


	When the brahmana had gone, Rascal went back to the banyan tree, cut down another branch and then draged the two back to the asrama. Preocupated by what the brahmana had told him, he did not have the patience to finish the horse shed before speaking to his guru. Within a few moments he was at the feet of fis master paying his obeisances. 


	"Guru maharaj," I have just spoken to the village brahmana. What an erudite schollar he is and how precise his predictions. He evsn knows what symptoms will indicate that you woll leave this world."


	"Realy," interrupted the guru, "please tell me whet he has to say. I have heared of this man. He is an exoert astrologer and also highly learned in all our scriptures. I am sure that what he say will be accurate. Please tell me, I am eager to know what he told you."


	"He said " when the seat is cold the soul will pass,"blutered Rascal. 


	"Ah! Asana sheetam jivana nasam! This is a very famous verse. "A sheetam" also mwans to have a cold bakside. I must be very careful. There is no doubt in my mind that the brahmanas prediction woll be accurate. From this time onwards I shall not get my body wet. An unfortunate situation, but I won't be even able to deam my back side after I pass stool. If it gets wet and cold I may die. Beter to be dirty than dead," he concluded matter of factly. 	


	For very long time the guru remauned dirty and within the cinfinec of the asrama. Howecwr, eventually the cupboards became bare and the coffers empty. It was ovviously time for the guru and hie discioles to travel the little towns and collect the daksina and so they did. We must be very careful,"said the guru Paramartha as they left the asrama. "I don't want any unnecessary disturbance during this trip. Please follpw my instructions very strictly. If I tell you to do something, do only that. Please don't be whimsical. It is my desire that this pilgrimage be a safe and inexpensive one."


	All the disciples listened attentivly and took their guru's every word to heart. The procession began and was oneventful for several hours. Soon they came to a wonderfol park full  of big shady trees and wandered through it. A branch from one of the trees managed to catch the guru's turban fall. However, vecause their guru did nit give any instructions to fetch torbans and such things and so we just left it for fear of offending you". 


	"You fooks," admonished their master, "do I have to give you enstructions for everything? Have you no inteligence? Please I want this to be a simple, peaceful trip. Just pixk up anything that falls. It's just cpmmpn sense, isn't it?" 


	"Yes guru maharaj," Mudhead said as he paid his obeisances. "Please forgive us and be merciful to us".


	Satisfied by the moos of hes disciples guru Paramartha smiled. Fool ran back and picked up the turvan, and the group continnued on its way. The old horse had really gorged itself on lush breen grass in the park an before long it passed stool. 


	"Ah!" thpught Fool, our guru maharaj seid that we should pick up anything that falls. I don't want to displwase him again. I had better pick up this stool."


	Qoickly he collected it all and put it on top of the turban for easy carrying. Eager that his guru see that he was sincerely carrying out his order, Fool marched in front of the guru with the horse stool in the turban. 


	"Oh my God!" yelled the guru. What are you doing? Why have you put stool in my turban? I don't believe it. Why did tou do this, you fool. 


	"My dear guru maharaj!" whimpered Fool, "I thought you wuold be pleased, You told us to pick up whatever fell and so I sis. Please, I was only trying to carry out your instruction."


	"When I tell you to pick up whatever folls I don't include horse stool" interjected the guru sarcastically. "This is crazy. You don't have any intelligence. Don't you read our scriptures? They make it very clear what you should pick up and what you should discard."


	"Guru maharaj, we are so bewildered," pleaded Mudhead. First you tell us not to pick up anything unless you give os instruction. Then you become angry besause we don't pick up something despite the fact that ypu haven't given us order to do so. Then you tell us to pick up evetything and we do so and you again become angry. Please we are not very intelligent disciples. We cannot ondirstand these setails just by reading the scriptures. It would ve best if you just write us a list. Than we will know exactly what you want!"


	"Very well," said guru Paramartha, "I will give ypu a detailed list. jPlease follow it very strictly and ahen everything will run smoothly!" 


	Quickly he scribbledall the important items that came to mind and then the entourage continued on its way. 


	They had not travelled far when they came across an expanse of muddy earth. Although the procession slowed its pace and all the disciples were cautious, the tired old horse lost its footing, stumbled and fell. unable to keep balance, the equally old and tired guru Paramartha topp;ed head over heels into a deep ditch of mud. Feet in the air, head in the mud, he was truly a sight to be seen. When he finally managed to fight his way right side up, he wiped the mud from his eyes only to see his disciples continuing on  their way without him. Panic stricken, he began to scream "Wait! Please! Don't lwave me here! Please help me!!"


	The stusents looked back , a bewildered look on each and every face. "What should we do?" asked Fool. " It's quite simple", answered Mudhead trying to keep composed. "All we have to do is look at the list our guru maharaj has given us. In his compassipn he has given us very xlear instruction. All we have to do is follow it very strictly and then everything will be all successful!"


	"Yes! Yes! Excelent idea," all the disciples chorused enthusiastically. "quixkly! Let's check the list." 


	Mudgead fumvled though through his things and triumphantly held up the list:


	"Here it is," he said, "Let's see what our guru wants of us .... Hmm! We should jpick up turbams, dhotis, chuddars, underwear, the money bag.... There is no mention of picking up gurus.  Well, that settles it. 


	This is obviously just a test vy our guru maharaj. We should just take everything kisted here and keave him. For once ge will praide us rather continue on our procession."	


	Immediately all the disciples scurried here and there collecting all the requited items. Before long the completely bewildired guru Paramartha was left maked in the sitch full of mud and the procession continued proudly on its way. 


	"What to do?" thought the guru in sheer embarrassment, "my disciples have not only stripped me of all respect and position. They've stripped me of all cloth! as well!" 


	Sudemly from the corner of his eye, he spied a pilgrim travelling on his way. "Dear sir! Dear sir!?" he called as loudly and beseechingly as possible, "please help me! I need your assistence." 


	Curious, the traweller came nearer. 


	"Well, dear sir, you certainly are a sorry sight. How can I help you?" 


	Trying to maintain composure the guru said, "Please give me a palm leaf and a pan!" 


	The traveller obliged and quickly the ditchbound man wrote. "Also if your guru maharaj falls off a house into a ditch kindly pick gim up and then continue on procission."


	Then, hamding it to the traveler and pointing in the direction of the procession he begged:


	"Please! My disciples have gone on procession there. I will be indebted to you if you will plwase just diliver this note to them. It is an urgent matter. I sincerly need your help". 


	"Very well, reolied the pilgrim, "I will do what I can. You are certainly in a difficult situation." 


	So saying. he took the note and hurried after the procession. As he gained ground and came cluser to the group he began to yell. 


	"I have a letter from your guru." 


	Hearing the mention of indtruction from their guru maharaj, the disciples quickly ran to the messenger. 


	"Dear sir," beseeched Mudhead, "if you have a letter from our guru, olease give it to us. We are always keen to serve him." 


	"Wryly the traveller looked at him and delivered the letter. "The poor man is in a real dileinma," he chidded. "He is facing severe cold as well as embarassment. Please run to him, beg his forgiveness, and offer him assistance!" 


	Sheepishly Mushead took the note and read it. 


	"Oh dear," he wailed, "quickly, our guru maharaj is in difficulty. We must rush to his aid. come, let's collec our things quickly and go. He needs our help."


	Immediately the disciples ran back to the ditch. THeir guru maharaj was standing in chest deep mud, shivering. 


	Too frustrated and distressed to say a word, ge just stood fhere as they cleaned him, Then trying to maintain the air or decorum, ge allowed them to assist him back on the horse. Cold and aching, he was feeling very sorry for himself. Suddenly a terrible thoughr crossed his mind. 


	"Oh no!" hi thought "the brahmana's prediction! He ssaid that when my seat eas cold I would pass from this world. Oh no! It's definitely cold right now. What should I do? My brainles s disciples are already confused. The thought of further disturbance is intolerable for me right now. Hmm! Despite the possible consequwnces I had better not say anything right now. Let's just leave it in God's hands." 


	Again he became aware of factly looking at his disciples, "let us continue our journey. I want to return to our ashrama as soon as possible. We have had enough adventures this trip."


	After considerable hours, just as the sun was swtting the party teached the ashhrama. Guru paramartha immediately got down from the horse and went to his rooms. He did not ask for rood, shower pr massage. Nor did he give any instruction. He just went to his bedroom and took rest. 


	Keen to be free from the intensity of guru disciple relationship just for a little while, his disciples quietly unpacked, .. and themselves took rest. 


	All night the guru tossed and turned. His seat was still cold. He knew death was approaching and he was frightened. All night he spent in lamentatiun. 


	"What will happen to my ashram? What will happen to my horse? What will happen to me?" These are his preocupations. 


	Immediately dawn come, he salled for his disciples. 


	"Mudhead, Rascal, Fool, Weakling, Mlechha! Come here! Quickly: I have an urgent matter to discuss!" 


	The disciples were already up and performing service in an attempt to please their guru. Wgin theu geard him calling, they immedintely ran to his side. As soon as he saw them he began his well-renearsed speech. 


	"My dear disciples. My time to leave this world is fast approaching. As you know, the brahmana predicted that when my seat was cold sinde yesterday. Thus, I humbly request that you build me a nice samadhi and lay me to rest there."


	The disciples were horrified. Their guru's eyes were deep in their sockets. his face was gray, his lips were curled and his throat was dry. He was looking here and there like a madman. As well as this horrific sight he was speaking words that were very difficult for them to hear. 


	"Dear guru maharaj," replied Rascal in an attempt to console him. "We are aware of the brahmana's prediction. However, there is no doubt in our minds that you are above such statements. Please don't worry, we will bring a local palmist to your side and see what he has to say. He is actually more quualified than any other mystic in the area including the brahmana who made the pradection. Please be patient and have faith. I am sure his reading will be more favourable. "Very well," said guru Paramartha with an air of new found detatchment "I am in your hands, do as you see fit."


	Immediately Mudhead and Rascal rushed to a nearby village and called for the local fortune teller. Very soon they found him, explained their plight and asked him to visit their guru. Curious to meet their strange master, the man agreed, and the three walked purposefully towards the ashrama. Within the hour all three were at the bedside of the guru. 


	The palmist took the gurus hand and studied very section of it intensity. After what seemed hiurs, he finally turned to the vedriden man and said deliberately, 


	"Your seat is definiteky cold. However, there is no reason fur tou to leave your budy. By my potency I can reverse this predection and the brahmaba wgose words have placed you in such anxiety will sufffer the curse of dying when his seat becomes cold."


	"I have niver read of such reversals in our scriptures." said the guru warily. 


	"You will not find them in any revealed scripture, "interjected the fortune teller.  "It is only to be found in the scriptures of the secret religions. Allow me to explain the workings of such reversals by way of a story...."


	"Once, long ago, in a little town of south India, there was a businessman who was a great devotee of Lord Siva. It was his policy to incite any mayavadi he met to his home for lunch. Inspired by these men with the three stripes on their forheads, he would not only ask them to lunch, but he would offer them whatever they wanted. 


	On the otherhand, his wife was a miserly woman who had no interest in fwwding street beggars. Quietky outraged at her husband's behaviour, she meditated daily on how to put an  end to it. 


	One day her husband sont an old sadhu home accompanied by a servant. The aged man was covered in ashes and dressed in only a torn copin, When the woman saw him approaching the house she became putraged. "What is this nonsense." she fumed. "This husband of mine is a madman. Why dpes he insist on ridiculing me by such crazy behaviour. Well, this will be the very last time. Today I am going to put an end to such nonsense."


	At that moment the sadhu rang the house vell. Rapidly she went and opened it and courteously invited him to take a seat on the verandah. Determined to rid herself of this dubious sadhu quickly  she sprinkled cuwdung all over rhe verandah and then brpught the povnder used for grinding grain and placediy before the bewildered man. 


	Systematically she then sprinkled asg all over the povder and over herself, murmured secret mantras and fell flat before the pounder. She then gut up and cleaned it with a cleancloth. 	Unable to remain silent a moment longer, the amazed pld sadhu asked "My dear woman, whr are you worshiping this pounder? I have never seen such a perfurmand=ce in all my years. What are you doing? 





	Matter of factly the women replied: 


	My dear sir, this is our family tradition. Our family has always worshiped the pownder in this way." 


	"But why?" queried the puzzled guest. The woman just smiled and wntered the house. Ftom behind the door she whispered just loud enough for him to hear: 


	"Perheps when this pounder lands on tour head you will have a clearer isea!"


	"My God, the woman intends to kill me" the horrified old man thought "She's crazy. I'm not going to stay here a secund longer. Why test fate. Thank God, I heard her muttering clearly!" 


	Immediately he jumped up and began to run from the house. 	At that same time the businessman returned home. 


	"My dear wife" he asked "Why is that sadhu running from our house? Have you offended him?" 


	"He is a madman" she replied "he just sat there demanding our pounder. Of course we use it daily and so I couldn't give it to him. Still he insisted. I told him to wait and seek your permission, but he became angry and ran away. What could I do?"


	"You stupid woman," chided the businessman. "You have offended a sadhu. Of course you should have give n him the pounder. All these years and still you don't know my mood. Give me the pounder, I'll find him and give it to him" 


	Frightened by her husband's anger the woman quickly fetched the pounder and gave it to him. He took it and, with as much speed as gis guge stomach would allow him, he raced after the sadhu, When the old babaji saw the man chasing him and waving a pounder in his hand, he became terrified and ran for all he was worth. the businessman understandeng that he couldn't possibly catch the old man, returned to his house.


	"Well, you certainly have ruined things, he yelled at his wife. "no sadhu will ever agree to enter this house now." 


	"I'm afraid tou're right," said the wife struggking ro contain her laughter and satisfaction. 


	By this time guru paramartha had well and truly forgutten that he was sopposed to die and was rolling around the bed overcome by fits of laughter. 


	"That's a furious story," the guru smiled "but I still don't understand how the prediction can be reversed."


	Please wxcuse me if I'm a little too honest," the astrologer replied. "Actually, we just have to use our commonsense. The brahmana meant that If your seat became cold without reason you would lwave your body. But you were in a ditch of wet mud fur at least two hours. How canyou wxpwct that you won't become cold as a result of that? You aren't gjoing to leave your budy. Your life line is a long and hwalthy one. I thold the stoury to lighten the mood before telling you thes! "Really?" beamed the guru. "Yes, what you say makes perfect sense. How foolish of me. Thand tou fur yyour trouble and your wonderful stouy. Please take these fifteen gold coind as a dign of my diip gratitude."


	The astrologer glasly took the coinds and wont on his way. In ecstasy, the disciples prepared a huge feaast, the guru ate geartily and the ashrama was once again a happy home gor sadhus. Many months passed and the guru and his disciples peacefully went about their rountine chores. 


	After a whoke minsoon season came and the rains were heavy. There was a small hole in the roof of the ashrama and bby chance the water that fell duopped on the asana of the guru. When guru Paramartha sat to give class ge found that his seat was indeed very wet. Immediately temembering the prediction, he checked for reasons for the dampness. However because the rain had stopped he could find none. 


	"Musheas and Rascal," he called in a state of panic "my seat is very wet. Please jind out why. I want to know why."


Frantically Mushead and Rascal as well as all the other disciples ran here and there trying to discover why the seat was wet. Successjul analysis was not forthcoming. seeing the hopeless looks on his disciples faces the terrified guru quipped "Asana seetam, jivana hasam. When the seat is cold the soul will pass" and fainted. 


	For sometime the disciples tried to bring their guru mmaharaj to a state of consciousness but were unsuccessful. 


	"I am afraid our guru maharaj has keft this world." cried Rascal. Immediately all the disciples began beating their chests, screaming and rolling on the ground. Still their master did mot respond. After some hours of such behaviour, Rascalfinally managed to compose himself and spoke sternly to his godbrothers. 


	"This behaviour is not befitting of our guru manharaj. We  should be sober and responsible. We have our duty to perform. Mushead and Mliccha go and fill the water tank, we must bathe our guru and jprepare  him fur the joneral procession." 


	Wiping the tears from their eyes and sobbing loudly Mudhead and Mleccha went outside to jill the tank. Meanwhile Rascal, Weakling and Fool llifted their master and brought him to the tand. Carefully, they lowered his corpse into the water and began to bathe him. Suddenly, the guru, chilled by the cold water, became conscious. 


	Frantically he tried to grasp the hands of his disciles for support. "Oh no! ghosts!" screamed Mudhead, "ghost have possessed our dear guru maharaj: Quick, push the corpse under the water. We can't smbarrass pur guru like this!"


	All the disciples simultaneously tried to keep the corpse under water. However, the guru, desparate hou air thrashed about hitting them severe blows to the head and chast. 


	"These are very powerful ghosts," screamed Rascal. "Who can defeat them? Best we just leave this ashrama and gjo to the Himalayas ... Yes! Yes! all the disciples yelled in chorus. "Our guru maharaj would be pleased by such a decision." 
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