SISTER'S LOVE

Six years after I took sanyas, my family saw me for the first time. Their hearts were overwhelmed with both joy and grief. They were very pleased to observe my fame and reputation in society. 

I had a younger sister named Indumati who loved me a lot. When she observed that numerous villagers also loved me, her heart was struck with intolerable pain. Seeing that I now belonged to society instead of to my family, she felt a keen sense of personal loss. She wept. 

Upon seeing her tears, I asked, "Why are you crying?" 

"Since you now have a new family, why should you remember us? Instead of one mother and six sisters, you now have many mothers and many sisters. Now this poor sister will be pushed out of your heart. It seems that you have no place for her in your heart, so I am crying." 

After listening to her love-filled words, tears of love began to flow from my own eyes, and I became unsteady for awhile. Upon becoming steady, I replied in a gentle voice, "My dear sister, just peek into the heart of your younger brother. Your place there is as secure as it ever was. 

"Not only in this village, but in all the villages I have visited, I see your face in the faces of all. I see one sister in all those countless sisters. 

"You know how on a scale weights are placed on one balance and the the object to be weighed is placed on the other? There is no change of weight on the first tide; the change occurs only on the other. My dear sister, you are the first balance of your younger brother's heart. I have not forgotten you. I remember you every moment." 

Her face lit up at my answer, and her eyes were flooded with tears of joy. Her pure smile and her joy pricked my sharp memory with a flood of treasured memories. In a split moment we became engrossed in each other. 
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