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¸•Û±fl¬œ ˛̊ / Editorial

 fl¬±˘ ø‰¬ı˛ ¬Ûøı˛ıÓ«¬Ú˙œ˘/ ı‘é¬¬ÛS Œ˜±‰¬ÀÚı˛ Ú…±˚˛ øı±ı˛±øSı˛ Œ‡˘±˚˛ ’˘Àé¬… øÚ Œfl¬ÀÈ¬ ˚±˚˛/ fl¬±À˘ı˛ √õ∂ı±À˝ ‚≈ı˛ÀÓ¬
‚≈ı˛ÀÓ¬ ’±˜ı˛± ’±Àı˛fl¬øÈ¬ ıÂı˛ fl¬±øÈ¬À˚˛ ¤˘±˜/ ı±—˘± Úıı¯∏« ï1419 ıº±só ¸˜±·Ó¬/ √õ∂‡ı˛ Œı˛Ã^øfl¬ı˛ÀÌ Òı˛Ìœ Sê˜˙– Î¬◊Ml
ñ ˜≈fl≈¬ø˘Ó¬ ’±•⁄˜ø{°fl¬±˚˛ w˜Àı˛ı˛ &?Ú/ ¤˝◊ qˆ¬é¬Ì ’±˜±Àı˛ ˜ÀÚ ÚıœÚ ’±˙± ¸=¡±øı˛Ó¬ fl¬Àı˛ ñ ÷ù´ı˛ Œ¸ı±ı˛ ˙¬ÛÀÔ
’±˜ı˛± øÚÀÊÀı˛ ÚÓ≈¬Ú fl¬Àı˛ Î¬◊#œøıÓ¬ fl¬øı˛/

∆ı˙±‡ ˜±¸ ’±˜±Àı˛ ˜ÚÀÚ øıÀ˙¯∏ ’±Új ø˝À{°±˘ ¸=¡±øı˛Ó¬ fl¬Àı˛, fl¬±ı˛Ì ∆ı˙±‡œ ¬Û”øÌ«˜± øÓ¬øÔ ’±˜±Àı˛ ø‰¬ı˛-’±ı˛±Ò…
˜˝±ıÓ¬±ı˛ ı±ı±Êœ ˜˝±ı˛±ÀÊı˛ qˆ¬ ’±øı «̂¬±ı øÓ¬øÔ/ ¶úı˛ÀÌ, ¬Û”ÊÀÚ ¤ ◊̋ øÚøÈ¬ÀÓ¬ Ó“¬±ı˛ |œ‰¬ı˛ÀÌ ’±˜ı˛± ˙Ó¬Àfl¬±øÈ¬ √õ∂ÌøÓ¬ Ê±Ú± ◊̋/

fl¬±˘ øı‰¬ı˛Ì˙œ˘ ˝À˘› ˜˝±fl¬±˘ ø¶öı˛/ Œ¸ÊÚ… ˜˝±fl¬±À˘ù´ı˛ ø˙ı›¬ ø¶öı˛ ñ ’‰¬=¡˘/ Œ˚ ˜øÌZœ¬Û ˆ”¬ø˜ÀÓ¬ ¶ÛjÚ˝œÚ
˜˝±Àı…±˜ ŒÔÀfl¬ √õ∂Ô˜ ¶ÛjÀÚı˛ Î¬◊À^fl¬, ¸±ø˙ıÓ”¬˘… Œ˚±ø·ı˛± Œ¸‡±ÀÚ ¸± ’øÒøá¬Ó¬/ Œ¸˝◊ ˜˝±˙øMê¸•Ûiß Î¬◊B‰¬Àfl¬±øÈ¬ ˆ”¬ø˜
ŒÔÀfl¬ ¬Ûı˛˜ fl‘¬¬Û±˜˚˛ ˜˝±À˚±ø·ı˛± fl¬‡Ú› fl¬‡Ú› ¤˝◊ Òı˛±Ò±À˜ ’ıÓ¬œÌ« ˝Ú øflv¬©Ü , ’øÚÓ¬… ÊœıÊ·Ó¬Àfl¬ fl¬èÌ± øıÓ¬ı˛Ì fl¬ı˛ÀÓ¬
ñ ’±Ò…±øRfl¬Ó¬±ı˛ Î¬◊Àiú¯∏ ‚È¬±ÀÓ¬/ ¬Ûı˛˜¬Û≈è¯∏ ’ıÓ¬±ı˛ıøı˛á¬ |œ|œÕÓ¬˘º¶§±˜œ ï1607-1887ó Ó“¬±Àı˛˝◊ ¤fl¬ÊÚ/ øÓ¬øÚ
ıÀ˘øÂÀ˘Ú, ëë˜±Ú≈À¯∏ı˛ ’ôL√ı˛˝◊ Œ|á¬ Ó¬œÔ«íí/ ∆ıı˛±·… ¤ı— ÷ù´ı˛˜≈˜≈é¬±˝◊ ˙±øôL√ › ¸±øMWfl¬ ÊœıÀÚı˛ ˜”˘ ˜La/ øÓ¬øÚ ÊœıÊ·Ó¬Àfl¬
ø˙é¬± øÀ˚˛ Œ·ÀÂÚ øÚÀÊı˛ ’ôL√–˙øMêÀfl¬ Ê±·øı˛Ó¬ fl¬ı˛ÀÓ¬ ñ ˚±˝±  Êœı±R±ø¶öÓ¬ ¬Ûı˛˜±˙øMêı˛ ¶ÛjÚı˛+¬Û/

ø˝ı˛Ì…·Àˆ«¬ı˛ ¤˝◊ ¸—‡…±øÈ¬ ’±˜ı˛± øÚÀıÚ fl¬ı˛˘±˜ À¸˝◊ fl¬èÌ±‚Ú ˜˝±ıÓ¬±Àı˛ı˛ ‰¬ı˛ÀÌ/ Œ¸˝◊ ¸Àº¬ ÚııÀ¯∏«ı˛ ¬Û≈Ì…˘À¢ü
’±˜ı˛± √õ∂ÌøÓ¬ Ê±Ú±˝◊ ˜˝±ıÓ¬±ı˛ |œ|œı±ı±Êœ ˜˝±ı˛±Ê, |œ|œ˘±ø˝h¬œ˜˝±˙˚˛, |œ|œ¸øB‰¬±Új¬ ¬Ûı˛˜˝—¸ › ’±˜±Àı˛ ¬Ûı˛˜±ı˛±Ò…±
|œ|œ˜±À˚˛ı˛ ı˛±Ó≈¬˘ ‰¬ı˛ÀÌ/

The days in the calendar pass off imperceptibly as the rustle of fallen leaves. As the Sun God

rides his chariot to pour down hot rays on Mother Earth and bees hover around mango sprouts, one

can feel that summer has arrived at last. Like every year, we would celebrate Bengali New Year (1419)

at our Ashram with warmth and verve. It is an occasion to renew our hopes and to redeem our pledge

to the service of the Lord.

Baishakh, the first month in the Bengali calendar, is especially significant to us because it is

during the full moon day of this month, Mahabatar Babaji Maharaj graced this world through His

holy descent.  Let all of us offer our profound obeisance to His holy feet on this auspicious occasion.

Material time marches on while primordial time (“mahakala”) stands still. Thus, Mahakaleswar

Shiva is ever reticent. Sadasiva lords over the sublime domain of “Monideep”, the divine land where

initial spasms of life-force just manifests from the tranquility. Our mortal world is blessed when

incarnations of Sadasiva descend amongst us to bestow compassion to the beleaguered masses and set

examples of the highest spiritual order. Shri Shri Tailanga Swamy (1607 – 1887), one of the greatest

saints of India, was such an incarnation. According to Paramhansa Yoagnanda, he was one of the

siddhas (perfected beings) who have cemented India against the erosions of time. The Swamy used to

state that the greatest place of pilgrimage is one’s pure free mind, and bliss and spiritual attainment

can be achieved through renunciation of worldly pleasures and absorption in God only. “People fail

to realize the inner power that lay latent in ourselves and look for spiritual miracles outside” he used

to say. This great saint remained in physical embodiment for almost three centuries and blessed the

mankind through his unparalleled compassion.

We dedicate this edition of Hiranyagarbha to the lotus feet of this benevolent Mahayogi. We

also offer our profound homage, on the auspicious occasion of the Bengali New Year, to spiritual

doyens and our beloved Gurumaharajas Mahabatar Babaji Maharaj, Shri Shri Lahiri Mahashoy, Shri

Shri Sachchidananda Paramhansa and our Guru Sree Sree Maa with the humble prayer to deliver us

from all forms of worldly bondage.


