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This book is dedicated
to 

‘you’
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Foreword
Learning from everything and being constitutes 
the spiritual practice. The nine stories in this book 
of Seema is her creative attempt to initiate the 
readers to this art of learning. When we learn from 
every experience of our life we grow wise and do 
not create dents and wounds on our mind like likes 
and dislikes. This process of purification of mind is 
aimed at in this wonderful book of parables. Seema 
has grown in her spiritual enfoldment through this 
process by learning from the various events of her 
life and this book is the result of this learning. Stop 
aging by constant learning !!! 

Swami Anubhavanandaji
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Aglio The Eaglet

I was whirling through the air at breakneck speed! I couldn’t stop! 
I could hear Mom crying out for me and I was screaming at the 

top of my lungs, too! Lower and lower I fell into a vortex and I was 
sure that I was about to die………..

Mom had gotten us to the edge of the cliff. She was going 
to teach us to fly. I had seen her flying often enough and though 
it seemed exciting to my brothers and sister, I was terrified of it, 
even then. Doubts had assailed me, ‘What if I cannot fly?’ ‘Will 
my Mom still love me, if I fail, or will she tear me apart like my 
friends’ Mom had done, and throw me off the cliff?’ The suspense 
was too much to bear but it had been better than when the day 
finally dawned. 

We were taken on Mom’s back to the cliff edge. She took us 
one by one on her back and left us when we were sufficiently 
airborne. She had guided us through the process till we learnt 
how to fly. ‘I will be there, Aglio, you have nothing to fear. Trust 
me and trust this process. We all do this. It is a part of who we 
are. It is exhilarating, really….you will love it once you learn. You 
will hardly want to set foot on ground again’, she had said before 
taking me up in the air. She knew I was terrified. After all, I had 
been a witness to what had happened to my dear friend, Angelo. 
I could still hear his screams in my ears.

Mom had finished with Agolo, Egel and Angela. They had 
all come out flying. They looked ecstatic! Their success made me 

Aglio The Eaglet
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feel somehow worse. ‘What if I couldn’t do it?’ And then all too 
soon, it was my turn. I was shivering with fear but I tried not to 
show it. I got on to Mom’s back. She could sense my fear but she 
soothingly told me to have faith. 

As we went soaring into the air, I gripped her back as though 
my life depended on it, and it did. All of a sudden, she jerked me 
free and went down with such speed that I could not clutch her 
anymore. I was left on my own. I was so scared that I couldn’t think 
straight. I forgot all the instructions she had given me. I couldn’t 
be calm and relaxed as she had told me to be. I couldn’t listen to 
my instincts which would be my teacher from this moment on. 
I was so weak because of the fear that I was afraid I was losing 
consciousness. With half open eyes I saw my Mom trying to reach 
me. She was getting closer and just when I thought I would be 
saved, she was attacked by another larger bird. The three of us got 
tangled but then before I knew what was happening, I was falling 
again. Falling with such speed and all I could see was my Mom. 
Her eyes. The helplessness and frustration in them….she knew 
after all that she was the only person in the world I had trusted. 

As I fell through the abyss, I thought that there was no hope 
for me now. I heard somebody say, ‘Aglio, you can do this.’ ‘Who is 
this?’ ‘That does not matter, just be calm and spread your wings.’ I 
closed my eyes. I thought of my Mom and the love we had shared. 
I must try, if only for her sake….. the fear was greatly diminished 
as I was ready to face death if need be. And then, just a few feet 
from the ground, I gave up all resistance and opened up my wings. 
It was as if, that was all that had been needed from my side. I was 
buoyed up into the air. I was being supported by the very air that 
had seemed my enemy a few seconds before. I was flying, by jove, 
and it was fantastic. I just cannot describe it in words! It was the 
best experience of my life. I was so overjoyed…. and just then 
the reality came down crashing on me. How would I face Mom 
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again? My brothers and sister must be laughing at my failure! I 
couldn’t go back. I had failed them. I had nearly killed myself and 
I knew that was really shameful for those of my kind. It was now 
or never with them. After all, Angelo had not been given another 
chance. Why would they accept me again? My failure had been 
worse than my success now and it would have been better had 
I crashed and died, there on that very floor visible to my now 
blurred eyes. ‘Oh Mom, I am so sorry……I let you down…….’

In the next couple of days, I tried and tested my wings in all 
ways possible. There was nothing else for me to do. Nobody to talk 
to. Nobody to play with. So, I entertained myself with silly tricks. 
There would be times when I would feel low. Kind of depressed. 
It was mostly when I missed my Mom. She had been my support 
system for so many days. She had understood everything about 
me, my needs and wants, my fears and insecurities, what made me 
happy and what didn’t. She loved me and I loved her. But now, the 
wall of failure stood between us. I knew I could go back. What 
kept me from doing that was the disappointment I would have to 
face. That would be too much to bear. I could remain dead for her, 
but my life now meant that I couldn’t go back. Self respect was 
the world to us eagles. I would not want to lower my Mom in her 
own eyes because of me.

‘Aglio, give her a chance. Trust her’, said my invisible companion 
on one such day, that I was depressed. As he said these words, I 
broke down. In that instant, it came crashing down on me, that I 
had been blaming her, too, for my predicament. I was not the only 
one to blame, was I. I had trusted her. She had said she would be 
there, no matter what. Not only had I failed, but she had failed 
too. She had let me go down to die, in front of her eyes. 

I had waited……waited for her to come swooping down for 
me……waited till the near end was in sight. I had believed that 
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she would be there. She wouldn’t just leave me to die …..and 
then, all my expectations had come crashing down like a ton of 
bricks. She had let me go. She had let me fall to my near death. 
No, I could not go back. It was then that it dawned on me, I was 
not scared of reading disappointment in her eyes. I was afraid 
that my disappointment would show in my eyes. I was not sure if 
I could ever be the same again. 

If there was one thing that I enjoyed, it was flying. I zoomed 
about up and down. I did wheelies in the air and grew stronger 
and bolder every day. One evening there was a storm brewing. 
Now, instead of being afraid, I flew straight into the eye of the 
storm and did some of my best flying! I was on top of the world. 
‘If only my family could see me now,’ I pondered wistfully. 

‘Go home, Aglio’, my friend suggested. ‘Give them a chance. 
Give yourself a chance.’ I still wasn’t sure. That night I fretted 
and fumed in my dreams. I saw that the big bird had caught my 
Mom and was eating her alive!’ I screamed in my sleep and woke 
up feeling the same helplessness I had seen in my Mom’s eyes. 
As I slowly got into the air, I saw the sun coming up in beautiful 
shades of reddish orange, up the horizon.  ‘Go home…Aglio…. 
Go home…..’

Tears blurred my vision now but I knew I must do this. I would 
go home. I would just have a quick look to see if she was safe and 
come back. I wouldn’t let her see me.  As I took off, hope and 
despair both filled my heart. What if she was dead? Would I be 
able to take that? Was that why she had not come after me? But, 
then hope would fill my heart, ‘No, nothing could have happened 
to her…..’

I was nearly by the edge of the cliff. I would be by our nest 
in no time now. I slowed down……..everything seemed to be 
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