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afferara
Vasishta spoke

TR AT AHATTHTATE: U TS UPlEdT ATShRATSehe: |HGhATHAINTCYd SITEI0T:
Giqaa: 1§ HU U AdvrAETEaEAfGa ;|

Discard all the Vaasanaas connected to the world, by replacing them all with the Vaasanaa of dispassion.
Get out of this ‘state of existence of the nature of ignorance’ following the ‘Vichaara-practice’ of the
Brahmin named ‘Mangki’, being marked with virtues like him (like dispassion, discrimination etc).

There was once a Brahmin called Mangki, who had adopted a life of proper discipline accompanied by the
performance of Brahminical rites. Listen as to how he attained the ‘Nirvaana state’, when instructed by me.

(Mangki is the name of a Braahmin who is lost in the desert path.

Mangki also means a traveller, who is always on the move, like the Jeeva-entity which keeps moving
through countless experiences without stop, and which is like a traveller lost in the hot desert-land that
spreads out endlessly and is completely dry and bereft of any water source; the traveller runs here and there
in search for water to quench his thirst in the mirage rivers that rise as the many illusions of pleasures
because of the extremity of heat, namely ignorance.

The dialogue between Sage Vasishta and the Brahmin can also be understood as a dialogue between a Jeeva
entity caught in the worldly existence, and the Brahman-state itself.)

SAMSAARA-DESERT

3% PEITIGTRIPRIGATAARTT: HafcudTagrda FAguiaaicTd:Retsdd Teorcdicadiaedds
UTEls A IACIETTIFRUATA Heldul UgUdcedl Thadadehd EEURUA Fafgra
frenfEerdi sajcurafaaraiaarasrnieaentosdl adi Y FAeRFH seraardarde sfaafaa
HHAGHIISOT Il HATeSISATATAAT Yol GSAretAfRspara|

(Brahman the expanse of emptiness, rises as the unborn (Aja) Brahmaa-state of Creation, and exists also as
the delusion state of Jeeva agitation like the ever-traveling Brahmin Mangki.)

Sometime in the past, I descended down on the earth from my abode in the sky (Saptarshi Loka/seventh level
of Knowledge), since I had been offered an invitation by your grandfather ‘Aja’ for attending some

Sacrifice. Rama! While I was floating in the sky-path towards your grandfather’s city Ayodhyaa, and was
crossing the earth terrain, [ had to pass through a very huge desert-land, which was extremely hot.

((Samsaara/ the world-existence: ‘Samsaara’ is like the desert-land that is filled with dusty thoughts and
dusty actions prompted by the three Gunas (good, ordinary and idiotic).

It was just a stretch of burning sand with no ends to be seen anywhere.

When did the word begin, where it will end? As long as the mind is alive with its agitations, there is no end
to this beginningless Samsaara illusion.

The ground was hot; the wind was hot; and the rivers that appeared as if with cooling waters were just
mirages and were only made of heat-waves, like the illusory joys f the world.

The heat was unbearable and a deadly silence filled all over; for there was nothing at all there in that
Samsaara-desert but the heat of suftfering and the illusions of mirages.

No one was there but the silence of nothingness.)

Sand-dust filled the air all over, and the sand on the ground was burning hot.

The desert seemed to have no end in any direction.

Some dilapidated huts of some villages situated somewhere in the distance marked the land here and there.
The ground (perception-field) was burning hot.

The hot wind (like Praana) that was free of sand particles was blowing with great noise (noise of the mind).
The heat of the sunlight (the thirst for pleasures) had produced many mirage-rivers that actually added to the
heat of the ground, than cooling it.

And there was a deadly silence all over, because of the scorching heat.

It was completely empty except for the heat that rose as the ground below and the winds above (as the
Praana and the mind agitations). It needed extreme effort to cross over.

It was like the state of Brahman, and was taintless, silent and empty.
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It was like the Brahman covered by Avidyaa, and was filled with many illusions of mirage-rivers, was
completely inert because of the delusion produced by the heat (like the inertness of the body experienced by
oneself because of the delusion of ignorance), was spread out endlessly, was filled with fog (misconceptions)
covering all the directions, and one was completely lost to his whereabouts in this dreary land.

THE JEEVA-TRAVELLER
HY TEIFROIT TTAcHTIEFIE ddcuATH QAT aced Ufdeh S|

Uy 3Are 3Rl URWer leuraradt I aRdAIT ardlsd geled e [gaTeleca HATOT
FHIATAIARTAY FPAcTeadUISEded el : [TATdedHIEY JMHch UTAAFIE HHAAATAIATY
TEIEIE 3RMT:| 3fd ARy ASTEY fhidanss a1 YagfAestd dear #A1 Uihide a=:|

Even as I kept moving slowly in this wilderness, I saw an exhausted traveler in front of me, and he was
uttering words like this (like an exhausted Jeeva lost in the hot desert of Samsaara).

The traveller spoke (in his mind): ‘Alas! The hot sun with his extreme heat level, is causing so much misery!
This unbearable heat is awful like the company of the wicked and making me feel wretched!

My vital limbs (heart and lungs) are melting as it were!

The hot sun appears as if throwing fire in the form of rays.

The trees that were there long before are now scorched by the heat and the leaves have dried up.

I will somehow reach that small village of the hunters which is nearby, and will rest awhile there, and later
continue my journey as soon as possible.’

Having thought like this, when he was about to enter the hunters’ village ahead, I spoke to him like this.

affeara

Vasishta spoke to the traveller (like Brahman-state personified in front of an aspiring Jeeva)

HIRATTARTTATT FHT YHARPS FTANHGROIUY FIRTTAE] |

Hey Friend of auspicious looks! (Hey Jeeva, you are the auspicious Brahman indeed!)

Hey traveler in this wilderness desert (of Samsaara)!

Let auspiciousness accompany your visit! (Your merits of the past have brought you into my contact,)

You are lost amidst colourful (attractive) mirages, and have not yet found the path that is colourless (free of
attraction).

R AgeaesfEafeasiaaaaeaia srerreaer fanfea Raearsit @ acegd|

Hey traveler on the lower ground (of ignorance)!

This is a land of the ordinary ignorant mortals (stuck to the identity of the bodies)!

Here the people do not show any courtesy to guests who seek rest (for all these people are selfish and are
interested in their own joy-seeking, and will not help you in any manner).

You might have had some rest (in some heaven) in your previous experiences (through the performance of
some meritorious actions), but here you have no hope of getting any proper rest as food and shelter, even if
you travel for long in this desert-land (of Samsaara).

I fAHATT A9 gdd UEREUS d3d AU HY vdiidadd|

There is no rest to be hoped for in these villages populated by lowly people. You will only be fed some salty
water, and will feel afflicted by more thirst.

(The physical body is a city with nine gates, and is the store-house of desires, likes, dislikes, and the actions
bound by the results. However much you try to find joy in the sense objects, you will never be filly
satistied, but will be possessed by more and more desires. Satistying your thirst for happiness through the
various sense pleasures is equal to drinking salt-water to alleviate your thirst.

Sense objects refer to all that you love as dear and near in your life.

T TG PH: BPIHAAHIHINT AFIIT/EfANT Feoraca HF vanHaedd/ - Yayati
Desire does not get subdued by enjoying the desired object. It increases more like the fire blazing high by
offering the oblation of ghee.)



HUNTERS/IGNORANT MEN

(The ignorant men who live in the world by chasing pleasures (of family, possessions etc) are like these
hunters who search for animals to hunt and kill. These lowly hunters are always stuck by anxiety and fear
fiom their enemies and wild animals, like the ignorant man is afraid of rational thinking, lest their beliefs
and superstitions be destroyed. The hunters are not controlled by any rule or regulation, and live a life as
they like, engaged in killing animals, drinking the crudely made liquors, fighting among themselves, and
acting selfish and arrogant. These lowly beings search for carnal pleasures; and are actually the animals
shaped as humans. The ignorant men are also like these hunters, and do not bother to discipline their lives as
ordained by the Scriptures, and allow their intellects to waste away.)

d TgRfed TRy Jsaeecaog3ffdy d Rfed GUaRIEFAIAHAT 34|

These hunters (ignorant men) are like stone-statues and move without the guidance of the intellect.
They are averse to rational thinking. They get inflamed by experiences and are driven by emotions.
They do not hesitate to engage in any selfish act, as long as their purpose gets fulfilled.

HIATSRTTHEVIR AR AU FHATAATAY T GTUIET: |

These brainless idiots enjoy only such actions that give just momentary joys.

They put forth utmost effort in fulfilling their passionate desires, in acquiring more wealth, in attraction
towards objects and people, envy the others who are more wealthy.

(Even their so-called good actions like charity, deity-worship etc are directed by seltish motives only.)

fASTITdaeRT der o ag fufafa uem Agarer aufg|

The garland of clouds descend down to the ground below from the heights; are widely spread out, are
generous and ready to pour water, are cool and are filled with water; but they never approach (benefit) the
desert lands to grace these lowly hunters.

Men of wisdom, who are of noble descent, are broad-minded by the vision of proper understanding, are cool
within, are generous and offer knowledge to any needy one; and are filled with the essence of true
knowledge; but they do not offer the least knowledge to the idiots who lack rational thinking, and who live a
content life in the desert-land that is filled with the mirage rivers.

RACYIEIRcd RreTed:hredt W R TR ISIEEN T AETSTqSITH: |
It is better to be a serpent in a blindingly dark cavern; it is better to be a worm crawling inside a rock; it is

better to be a lame deer lost in the desert; but never the company of these hunters (ignorant mean) who lack
proper conduct (and disrespect the words of the noble Knowers).

fARATEITGAYRT: &TUTaRTaRIfAoT: ARVIRafatar arer fawson |

These hunters are like the drops of poison mixed with honey. When in front, they will speak pleasing words;
the next moment they will change their minds and act hostile; and will be intent only on harming you (like
the sense pleasures, which are actually the miseries disguised as the joys.)

arfed FEABUTRION Sior: FMoTasy qooiaaegan aregruridcharge: |

The ‘heavy winds’ that blow over the desert land also follow the same behavior of these lowly uncivilized
hunter-folk, and like them are scattered all over with burnt ashes of the trees, and are dusty; are in the desert
land from a long time; move about the ruins making lot of noise; move all over the forest carrying dried up
grass and leaves; and are ruthless.

(The Jeevas empowered by the Praana-winds are also covered by the dust of actions, are there from a long
time moving through many births, and move about the ruins of Samsaara. They are engrossed in obtaining
the worthless benetits of their day to day lite; and do not have proper conduct as ordained by the Scriptures.)

afAETar Tadhed Ao AGHDEIAIST HEIFI AU FATIAATHATEHHT|
Vasishta spoke to Rama: Hey taintless Rama! When I spoke these words, that traveler felt consoled as if
bathed in nectar, and spoke to me like this.



Uiy 3d1d
Traveller spoke

HITTenIsTH QUITCHT FEICHT HAATCHAT TRITIAG Al il ATHATATAATEAIT: |

Bhagavan! Hey Poornaatma, (one who is fully established in the ‘Aatman’ awareness)! Who are you?
How is it that you are observing every living and inert thing without emotionally reacting to them from
within, like a traveller who passes through a village ignores the happenings of the village?

& caar diased 6 @ gty Fardi@st fR 9qot g T4l

Have you consumed nectar by any chance? You look so alive and full of life!

Are you by chance an emperor, or Viraat himself? You look so satisfied and complete!

You are attired in simple clothes and are bereft of all adornments that the body-lovers seek; yet you shine
bright like the full moon, with the nectar of bliss oozing from all your person.

s aRquitsf guifsda Rerisf @ o wdaft ¥d @ a FRfceRea a1

You seem to be empty of all things (the faults of world-existence do not seem to exist for you); yet you
appear as the completeness of all fulfillments.

You appear as if intoxicated and lost to the world and even to your own body-appearance; yet you are stable
and see everything clearly without a fault.

You do not look like anything that belongs to the world as the perceived phenomenon; but it is as if you are
everything also.

You are not anything that the senses or the mind can grasp as a person; yet you are the only thing that exists
as 1t were.

3WAed T Fled 9 dgaviaanad 7 fagd aifed arequ fefafa & 7

Your very sight brings a soothing calmness to the mind; your presence gives a unique joy; you shine forth
with the luster of knowledge; you look so free and unrestrained; you seem to have reached the highest state
ever; you are so firm and strong in your position of a Knower.

How can you have such a form that can never be found in any physical form, hey Muni?

HETA ST FAEATAT bl W AT ATEAsTH aaredisdia qeaq 199 o uardy a
TErAicAaTsifd & ddeaIRd YEET AASHAAT [EAdH |FelTdIelehorgeplsed 2N el HEa: HA:

THRITHRIET: qulegRa Terd |

You have descended from the sky above and are standing in front of me on this ground; yet you look as if
you are still positioned in the distant sky, above all the worlds that can be there.

You are not supported by anything in your position above; yet you are of a strong regard for the lost ones
like me.

You are like the moon; I should say; for your mind is filled with nectar (of knowledge), and shines with
extreme purity.

You are not like the moon; for the moon rays fall on all the objects good or bad, and are filled with the herbs;
but your mind is not into the objects at all, outside or inside them; but you can be compared to the moon in
purity, which is filled with the nectar, namely the quiescent bliss.

The moon is endowed with digits (Kalaavaan), and you are the master of many arts (Kalaavaan); but unlike
the moon which is tainted, you are free of all the faults.

Like the moon, you are cool within, but shine forth like the sun with the luster of knowledge.

You are equal, and are overflowing with nectar like the moon, and are shining forth like a full moon.

cafe=orl  dederd NRAH 9 Rfd garRAvsaidg fyd wafdasgp|

I observe that the worlds rise and disappear if you so wish; this circular orb of the worldly existence stays in
your mind like the fruit concealed inside the sprout.



3 dracd AU MTScAGdHd: AfShATH HEIHIT TAHIHSIC: Icdl GeIATH Tl
I HUfa Rl Head el Tegfqad: |d & Iegaaan faThad g Tocar
dfScHPIRMTA HATTA HAAC |HITTHIHTCHTA HAATIhFadT ITHRITT THeATial AT - aq
fR1gdarca ffacd $ddi FAedl qU: dHAANT Hdla Apdecaradica T1#AE T A Al
GORHATHT A g F FAS F g ardrehiaad:|

Hey Brahman! I am born in the family of Shaandilya.

Hey noble one! My name is Mangki.

I have travelled long distances, with purpose of visiting many holy places all over the country.

I travelled far and wide, and have visited many sacred places, and after a long time have decided to return
home. However, my mind has lost interest in everything connected to the world, and I do not feel like
returning home, after observing that human lives that are stuck inside this dark world-belly are as transitory
as the flashes of lightning.

Bhagavan! Please be compassionate and tell me who you are, and instruct me the truth supreme; for the
mind-lakes of the noble men like you are deep (unfathomable knowledge) and pleasing (because of extreme
purity).

All the beings bloom up and feel comforted like lotuses, in front of the great ones who show friendliness at
the very first sight.

My mind has some discriminating power, no doubt; but I believe that it still is not capable of removing the
suffering rising from the illusion of this worldly existence that is caused by delusion.

afrergrara
Vasishta spoke to Mangki

afElsEH Ferge AREA FMge: Iharcgda TARA ATHUTERI: AT FAUE T ATAHAITATS &
AANRUMHA U IIATE FERATRET W TCH [RETIHAIGRT ATdSThIare 3pid: Aedwar o
d HIIHRICH: [ATOTAYIHIRAT JAfY FaASHAT g Furgursa Raafa faafrasifs
A Y FOR Aol sufceas #=d Fucald Hfd: |[aecae saase|:
TRRfmaAfASAdTar TeaNead T Jodd AATadgAdReHead |

Hey Wise man! I am Vasishta! My abode is in the Heaven.

I am on my way to attend to some work (Yajna) connected to King Aja, the royal Sage.

Do not feel dejected. You have chosen the path taken by the men of wisdom.

May be you have attained the other end of the ocean of worldly existence, already.

Such an intellect which owns the magnificent wealth of dispassion, such a speech which depicts the inner
wisdom, such a quiet disposition, never belong to those ordinary men who are not qualified for knowledge.
Just like the gem becomes pure by just a gentle rubbing, the mind attains the discriminating ability naturally,
when the ignorance is reaching its end.

What do you want to know? How do you want to free yourself from this Samsaara?

(What is your level of knowledge?)

I am of the opinion that whatever is taught can become fruitful by one’s own effort in analyzing the truths
that are taught, based on one’s own studies so far.

Only a person purified of the dirt of Vaasanaas, and who is endowed with discrimination about what is
permanent and what is not permanent, can shine lustrous with the understanding of a Guru’s instructions,
and is fit enough to reach the painless state of the Supreme.

I can offer my instructions only to a person who wants to cross over the suffering of birth and death.

(I will have to test whether you are fit for such a sacred teaching; so speak in detail about yourself and what
your knowledge level is.)

af&Elara AAGH ABHATATT F UGA: Saraidecqunelfdc Al dgead:|

Vasishta spoke to Rama: Thus spoken by me, Mangki fell at my feet paving a way for me (by sprinkling
sacred waters as it were on the path in front of me) with the tears of happiness filling his eyes.



AT
Mangki spoke

I AM BLESSED BY YOUR CONTACT

TR HTear e G2 T JAT FHAT F J Yod: HYoled: FTARPHATACEIRION HREATT

el HIT|

Bhagavan! Like the perceived objects going around oneself making up a scene of the world, I have gone
around the ten directions again and again, but never met a proper person who could clear my doubts.
Among all the species like the Devas and other clans, the birth as a Brahmin is extolled, since it is naturally
fit for the Brahman-knowledge; such a body is said to be the best of all body-essences. Today, I have
obtained the fulfillment for this Brahmin-body also, by meeting you.

WHAT IS TRUE JOY, I NEVER SEEM TO KNOW!

eATEHA HITauRTeaM: HARGIVET: |Gt A8 UG- @HHA: HeT | HaIFHTIudedq:Teard
FhlIT UG WA |d G-I Je |Teq Taeadcdig @afed gara A a4 IH JAT
g EAT A Ol I gl STokel |

Bhagavan! I am distressed by observing the faulty states that make this worldly existence unbearable.

The delusion of joyful or sorrowful experiences rise again and again, and vanish also again and again. Joyful
experiences also do not stay for long as joys, but end up as miseries only for sure, and therefore all the joys
also are to be considered as the height of miseries only. Hey Muni! It is better to experience only the
miseries directly, than get fooled by the miseries disguised as the joys!

Since all the joys end up only as intense pain-experiences, hey Rama (one with pleasing personality), I seem

to experience nothing but pain always; and so, I have come to believe the pain itself to be some joy!
The body is wasted away in pains only, and is aging and decaying along with the tooth, hair and entrails!

(Pain alone is my experience from birth to death; what I consider as joy also is pain only, for sure.
So what is it to be really happy? I never seem to know!

1 live like a fool who hugs the pains, believing them to be the joys!

1 actually do not know what is real ‘joy’, like a blind man can never know what is ‘light’.

1 truly long to have the experience of ‘real joy’!)

THE STAGNANT INTELLECT AND THE DIRTY MIND

3T US UTAWT RgATSTaaTaa] guarel FHboUTged o YR |HA: TGN Famaepel
AT i ardiael Rl |huehgHaedd BepieeT Hid:|

The intellect is like a creeper trying to grow higher and higher up, by craving for finer pleasures one after the
other, and cannot be disciplined enough to have analytical thinking all the time. It is covered by the dense
foliage of desires, and is full of thorns of wrong conceptions.

Mind is like hollow inside the dense pile of the dried up leaves of the fig tree; and is in the worst ever state
ever possible; for the vultures of senses always carry dirty stinking food pieces of Vaasanaas, and devour
them sitting inside this dark hollow of the dirty mind. The intellect is like a creeper holding on to a thorny
tree, and is dreadful and crooked (and cannot think straight).

LIFE
AR AT dH-aar Jehararndreih &M Hadidedar|
‘Life’ is ebbing away fast and is leaving back only exhaustion; is like the dark night and blinds one with a

dullened intellect which has lost its reasoning capacity; is like the eyes which never had the power of sight
(and one has to stumble on the path, and fall again and again); is wasted away through constant worries.

THIRST FOR THE WORLDLY PLEASURES
a9 fhRgaaAe A8t 7 aIfd J gitudr d ®iodr Joum Yshedd o: |
Like a dried up creeper, the ‘thirst for pleasures’ does not absorb water (any wisdom); does not perish also;

does not flower also (as good thoughts); does not give fruits also (of joy).
(The thirst for pleasures remains always as the thirst only, and never is satistied.)



I HAVE NOT CROSSED THE SAMSAARA-OCEAN
B FATOT AT TEATETHARAT NfAd T I SNof JarAon Harowa: |

The few good acts that are done, get drowned in the ocean of wrong actions that were done in the past.

The life goes off in doing actions that are forced by the Vaasanaas, and no proper action gets done that will
lead me out of this misery. The life soon reaches its end in the actions done for one’s own family and friends
through attachment; and the ocean of worldly existence has not yet been crossed over.

THE THORNY TREE GROWING INSIDE A SNAKE-HOLE

e feaaegasmen e yuiguicafa &fiom: aidvcahgatad|

Day after day, the desire for pleasures (in the form of family and possession) is increasing like a thorny tree
growing from a snake-hole! Though the desire-fulfillment gives joy for a few moments, the joy does not last
long, and gives away to more desires only.

The days pass of as if filled with desired objects like the family and possessions; but actually are empty only,
for never a permanent feeling of joy is found.

There is never a complete satisfaction after fulfilling any desire; I am terrified indeed!

WEALTH

Redrefamioal daar: T FAeue: [Hueasld T RAueF JFad 3ed: THRARAe
HEIR A= |

‘Goddess of wealth’ (Lakshmee) in the form of possessions in the form of gold, diamonds, clothes, wealth,
land, position etc does not give any joy ever, but always causes worries and anxieties, thus affecting the body
also. (Gaining wealth is a problem; maintaining it is another problem; when it is gone, it is also another
problem. ‘Possession’ is a synonymous word for ‘worry’.)

This ‘Goddess of wealth’ excels for she deceives even a man who is already wealthy and invincible, by
attracting him towards her, by making him greedy for more wealth and riches.

She is like the dark deep hole where a deadly serpent hides, where only the shine of the gem rises from the
hole, and the snake stays invisible. The greedy man who wants to get that gem, puts his hand inside the hole
unaware of the snake, and gets bitten by the deadly snake. Possession of people and objects also are pleasing
to the mind; but kill a man through worries and anxieties.

MIND IS AN EMPTY DUSTY OCEAN

hedlelbiorel Yed Ucl: YCHITUGHIH|

The mind looks dirty and forlorn like the dried up ocean; is always empty; never gets filled with any
satisfaction; is turbulent with the dusty winds of lowly desires, and lowly actions.

NOBLE MEN ARE REPELLED BY MY FOOLISHNESS
afAfEdpw o Tgfed fadfehe: HhUChaRTTY HCHATTHAT GAH|

Since I am always engaged only in satisfying the senses, the ‘men of wisdom’ avoid me like avoiding the
dirty, thorny, gluey sticky tree named ‘Shleshmaathaka’.

MIND WITH ITS IMAGINED PAINS AND PLEASURES
3T HERFH TelgolAarddd HeAl FUTHUE e g-E doarid|
Arjuna Vaata is some imagined gas which continuously moves inside all the limbs, and gives pain. Mind

also is like this gas, which is not actually there, but moves through all the limbs with great force and gives
pain. It keeps agitating, jumps from one sense to the other, and gives pain only; and does not perish ever.

NIGHT OF IGNORANCE
AME TSI UDTegdRpUTRON gdTdeaqast efiom araaardar|

The ‘night of ignorance’ with the ‘vampire of ego’ roaming about, does not end till the ‘Sun of Viveka’ rises
with the luster of knowledge. The ‘company of the scriptures and the Knowers’ like the ‘moon and stars’ that
shine at the night, do not give enough knowledge as such. They are not able to destroy the deep-rooted
Vaasanaas.
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HAACATARINATHE: BAQUIA: 3Tl & fAPRIA aHARSTAETT: |

The “Sun of Vichaara’ (Enquiry of Self), which should destroy the ‘night of Vaasanaas’ is the lion, which
kills the ‘intoxicated elephant of ignorance’; it is the fire, which burns off the ‘straw of Karma’; but it has not
risen yet!

I AM AFRAID OF MY FUTURE

IaEq TEGAge AATRAATSINHA: oo Apedica o o= & wfsafd|

The unreal has been believed as real! The rogue elephant called the mind remains intoxicated!
The senses are tearing me to pieces! I do not know what is going to happen!

MEE R yreiaTf¥ar aromg a1 e RRaesaT argaaeepRol

I have not even taken shelter in those wise men, seeking thus, the means of crossing this Samsaara; and |
have not attained the knowledge-vision of the scriptures.

Like a man who has no sight, I am blindly moving in the path of life!

I am lost, and am madly running towards the Vaasanaa-holes.

PLEASE HELP ME

dcaAfaade IchITHE G0 3EhATT dld dedl HAT Yood [MFTTed AleAied: REa ardt
U Hafed faerema qurf@enm: gl aewdaq Ayl Agruad Hadr Haenfede |

Sire! In this horrible delusion of the mind, whatever has to be done to rise towards enlightenment, please

instruct me; that only I ask for!

‘The mists of delusion will subside like in the autumn; all the directions will become clean and clear; if a

proper teacher is there!” Thus sing the good ones of the world! Let their words become true, through your
instruction to me, which will subdue this worldly existence for sure!



