
The Greatness of a Great Man
A low-born rustic baby starts his life under the derogatory nomenclature 'Chunia'. He becomes "Chunilal' as he joins college or as he throws away material prospects for the service of Harijans. Several terrible psychological shocks and from them a pestilent disease make him desperate. He tries to commit suicide by drowning, but is miraculously saved. That convinces him that God intends him to become what the iniquity and the inhuman treatment meted out to his father had made him in childhood resolve to be 'Mota'-great. 

     The Power that saves him from death brings about circumstances that make him deserve the appellation 'Mota' in more and more ways. First, he actually became Mota of his family after the death of his elder brother as the oldest male survivor and staff and support of the family. Then his fame as a devotee of God spread in Nadiad and he began to be respectfully regarded and addressed as 'Bhagat' (devotee) by at least some people. When disciples gathered round him, he became 'Mota' in their eyes though he was not given that name. When not only Shree Nandubhai but also his mother and brothers - the whole family practically - came under his magnetic charm, Nandubhai's mother affectionately called him her son and 'Mota' as he was the oldest among her sons. That appellation stuck to him since then and everybody began to speak and think of him as Mota. After the establishment of his Ashrams at Kumbakonam, Nadiad and Surat and a branch at Naroda; he began to be regarded as 'Mota' by quite a large number of people. As his kindly activities grew and the press began to notice him and his activities, he became for better known and strode on the stage of Gujarat as a colossus.

    God thus granted his aspiration to be 'Mota'-'the great' to the extent that made him satisfied at the fact that the dream of his childhood was realized.
Heritage 

     On the 4th of September 1898, in an obscure village Savli, of a most backward district of Gujarat the Panchmahals was born a baby (Pujya Shree Mota) in a poor low caste family of the Bhavasars (dyers). The circumstances of the family were so adverse, that nobody could then have imagined a glorious future for the boy. Owing to his fondness for singing hymns, the father, Asharam, was called 'Bhagat' (meaning a devotee) a term used for respect by just a few and contempt (for being an unworldly simpleton) by many. And he was a fond lover of the hukkah and an opium addict. Near their verandah he would keep at night a fire burning with cow-dung cakes. Whenever he had the erge, he took a burning piece from the fire, put it in his hukkah and puffed. Surajba, was the name of the child mother. Bhaichand, the grandfather who was managing their Dyeing business was also very happy at the childbirth. The couple had four sons, the second of whom was 'Chunilal' affectionately shortened into 'Chunia' or 'Chunio', the hero of this story, he was also called 'Saniyo' as born on Saturday. 

     One day a Saint arrived at their house when Surajba was holding the child. The Saint saw a Black Tattoo mark on the Childs left hand and a Trishul mark on the forearm and said to mother that this child would become big businessmen or a great Saint in future. Chunilal's childhood grew in Savli at a time when their Dyeing business was at a peak time and employed many persons. They had many horses for collecting dues from other villages and many cows for milk at home. But it is said "Happy days do not last long", after the death of Bhaichand (grandfather) who was a thorough businessmen, Asharam could not handle the business so much so that they had to sell their house and other belongings to money lenders except a cow. 
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      In search of livelihood, they left Savli for a town let, Kalol, in the same district. Surajba, Pujya Shree Mota's mother, served as a housemaid in some respectable high-cast Nagar families and it was she who mainly bore the burden of supporting the indigent family. But Asharam saw to it that he himself provided for his opium, tobacco etc. That apart, he would mostly devote himself to his favourite hymns and addictions. The family lived in a one-room tenement with a narrow verandah about 3 ft. broad. It was a slum quarter on a broad street and the neighbours were a tailor and a shoe-maker always steeped in drink and adept in the use of the foulest language. The stench, moreover, exhumed by soaked hides was a constant feature of this dwelling. Chunilal watched his father and mother working very hard for family's daily need. He felt very uneasy watching them work and convinced his parent to let him work also. On this account Chunilal had to undertake intermittently (constantly) menial jobs in the field (farm), in brick-kiln ( building-material of baked clay in oblong blocks), in a grain merchant's shop, and the like, breaking his regular studies. Any work carried by Chunilal would be done by heart and honestly resulting in appraisal from his owner. 

     An Unforgettable Lesson 

     A shocking incident, at his impressionable age of 6 or 7 years, permanently carved into the boy's mind the fact that poverty meant not physical hardship only but mental torture and infamy. A blessing in disguise, it shaped the whole course of his future life. This was what happened. The cheerful crackling fire incessantly burning in front of Asharam's house was, for policemen in their night rounds, a happy resort for relaxation and friendship with Asharam. One night a Head Constable came there and saw somebody sleeping on the verandah. In those days there was a Government Order which required 'criminal tribesmen' to inform the police of a visitor in their house. Dropping all intimacy at once, the Head Constable peremptorily demanded of Asharam the cause of the breach of the police order of arrival of the visitor. "Tut," said Asharam, "that order is for the criminal tribes, not for us." Hardly had he finished, when he was severely thrash with slaps and kicks and dragged to the police station. The little boy, Chunilal, was at first stunned at this sudden brutal assault, but soon he recovered and had a brain wave. With loud sobs and a stream of tears, he ran with utmost speed to the house of Rao Saheb Manubhai, - one of the masters served by his mother - woke him up at that late hour and narrated the gruesome tale. The respected title-holder hastened to the police station, bore down the Head Constable and got Asharam released. 

     At that very young age his thoughts led him to this conclusion: "Even the foremost citizen of Kalol, he saw, is scare by the Mamlatdar Saheb (the official head of the Taluka, or county). All offer him respectful salutation. So he must be Mamlatdar Saheb. To be one, it is a must for him to be highly educated." A frantic desire for education seized him then and there. 

	

	     Asharam had a cow in their house as mention above, which used to spoil the place due to cow dug and so smell bad odour. So nearby resident frequently complaint about this. Surajba due to many works on hand could not take care of the cow and also due to money crises decided to sell the cow. Hearing this 'Chunilal' ask her mother 'if there will be severe crises than this, would you start selling us'. Surajba replied, it is not only due to money crises but I have no time to clean the cow dug and urine creating bad odour resulting in neighbours compliant which I cannot bear it. So 'Chunilal' told her that henceforward he would take all the responsibility of cow. 

     First Step 

     But education was an indispensable condition for one who wanted to be 'great', he realized. Where were the means for it - for a boy sunk in abysmal poverty? There was the rub. God's grace, however, never fails to respond soon or late to the intense longing of a good soul. In 1912 A.D. an Anglo-Vernacular school was opened in Kalol itself. The Head Master saw the rich potentiality of the boy and helped him to cover the first four years' course in one and a half. This strenuous study for future greatness, however, did not mean for him any neglect of the immediate problem of poverty. He became a boy-peon of the school at the monthly salary of a rupee and a half and swept the school-rooms, filled water-pots, carried letters from and to the post office and did other sundry work. With all this expense of labour and time, he used to stand first in his examinations and secure prizes. While doing some work, he would, whenever possible, have a study-book with him. This  determined , tearless application and keen intelligence attracted three Nagar teachers, especially Shree Ghanubhai, whose pet pupil he became. That was how, ever since his childhood, he spent his time largely in cultured society. That contact continued for long to be his chief stay and support. 

     Honest to the Core 

     When he came to the seventh standard, Chunilal, in pursuance of a compelling urge, decided to earn some money to help the family even at the cost of his ardent love for studies. His father, Asharam, was then staying at Godhara, a bigger town, for brighter prospects for his dyeing business. A shopkeeper there was requested to employ Chunilal as his boy. That was done but the salary was not fixed. He used to open the shop, sweep it, wash the sheets and cushion-covers and put things in order. As was his wont he put his whole heart in his work and did it in the best possible way. That did not fail to catch his master's eye. His salary was therefore fixed at five rupees a month - a fairly good amount in those days when things were dirt-cheap in India. More responsible work was soon entrusted to him. 

     The boss taught him also 'the trick of the trade'- that of giving such a flick on the rod of the balance that the customer got actually about 2 lbs. Less than the full weight of 40 lbs. which he was charged for. Brilliant as the boy was in his academic studies he turned out to be a dull student in this fraudulent art and used to give the customer the full weight he paid for. The practice went on for some time unnoticed, but one day the bubble was pricked. An irate customer brought back the corn he had bought, charged the shopkeeper with cheating him and insisted on the corn being reweighed. When that was done, it was found that the customer had got his due weight of the corn. He went back satisfied, though rather crest-fallen, but the shopkeeper severely scolded 'Chunilal' for not using the cunning trick he was taught. The young boy felt hurt, bid farewell to the shop and its malpractices and returned to his books. 

     But he had to go to Petlad for further studies and stayed with Shree Ghanubhai's aunt, Prabhaben (Prabhaben, daughter-in-law of the Dewan of the Cutch State). Deep love soon grew up between the two. Prabhaben become Chunilal's veritable mother and guided him in matters spiritual and material. 


Saint's Holy Company 

      Jankidas Maharaj, a highly evolved saint, used to visit Petlad occasionally at the invitation of Sheth Rangwala the owner of a dyeing mill. After the close of the school, Chunilal would often speed to the saint's place and serve him by sweeping it and washing his clothes. He had then no idea of the deep significance of the service of a saint, but he just did it, as that was his nature. He did not take liberties with the saint, and attentively listened to the words of wisdom that fell from the saint's lips. All this won the saint's heart. 

     By his power of seeing the future he warned Chunilal of a coming serious illness and advised him to be ready in full trim with his studies for the exam before the illness disabled him and, what is more, he directed the Principal of the local Sanskrit Pathshala (school) to bring Chunilal up to the mark of Sanskrit. On his part Chunilal accepted the warning in right earnest and learnt up Sanskrit grammar with the Principal's help and other subjects with that of the guide-book. Shortly after, some business sent him to Ahmedabad. Though his elder brother and mother were there in the city, he chose to stay with his former patron and teacher, Shree Ghanubhai. There truely, the forecast of Jankidas Maharaj was fulfilled. Chunilal caught a very serious illness - serious enough to bring him to death's door. For several days he lay in his bed entirely unconscious. 

      Jankidas Maharaj's prediction thus came true up to the hilt. This and the consequent pre-preparation at the saint's instance naturally made Chunilal gratefully and very lovingly remember Jankidas Maharaj throughout his long illness at Ahmedabad. The doctor insisted on complete rest and no studies, and so Chunilal could not appear at the necessary Preliminary Examination in Petlad. Owing to the soft corner the Head Master had for his bright pupil, however, he exempted Chunilal and gave him the entrance form for the Matriculation Examination of the University held at Ahmedabad. Chunilal was thus fully convinced that heartfelt service rendered to a saint was never a waste of energy. 

     Jankidas Maharaj told Chunilal, he would not have any health problem at exam time in Ahmedabad and asked him to take blessings of Saryudasji of Ramji Mandir at Premdarwaja (Ahmedabad). Chunilal got good marks in that exam from Petlad School, which opened his door for college. Chunilal started living at Prabhaben's house as one of their family member. They had so much faith in Chunilal that they gave him keys of the locker and ask him to bring ornaments from the locker at house of his choice for them. He then makes a note of ornaments given to any family member and see that it is again put in the locker. Whenever, Chunilal felt worried over any problem, spiritual or worldly, he would, without a word uttered, sit in the presence of the saint, and offer him mentally a heart - felt prayer to show him the way out. And he would always get the right direction from the saint's casual remarks or talks with others. 
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At the Baroda College 

     Chunilal passed the Matriculation Examination quite creditably - he was awarded a prize by the school. By God's grace, therefore, he could enter the college at Baroda. Even in those early irresponsible youthful days, he had the thorough feeling of spending as little as possible for all his needs since he was living upon the charity of others. 

      After his admission into the Baroda College, Chunilal had to find some place where he could stay. By God's grace, there was a Nagar gentlemen of Kalol living as a post-graduate Fellow in a room of Residency Hostel there. Chunilal, too, had lived in Kalol during his school days and used to live mostly among the Nagars there. He would do any work they entrusted to him with joy and enthusiasm. His painstaking loving service of the Nagars at Kalol aided him in this his cherished desire. The Nagars were hence sympathetically disposed towards him. At Chunilal's request he gladly accommodated him. In return, Chunilal  kept the room clean and in good order. 

     Hard College Life  

     The only question now remaining was that of food. Even in those cheaper times the mess charge in any hostel of the college came to twenty-three to twenty-four rupees a month. Though he was quite sure that his patroness (Prabhaben, 'the mother' already referred to) would have very gladly given that amount, he regarded it as too much to spend for a man living upon the charity of such a kind-hearted lady. He used his brain and found a cheaper means for getting his food. 

     In the central part of Baroda, beyond the Mandvi Gate and on the road that leads to the Champaner Gate, there was a Haveli (a big temple of the Vaishnava sect) two and half miles away. In childhood, Chunilal had once gone there with his mother. He found that temple again, saw the head priest, bowed down to him and prayed, "I am studying in the Baroda College. If you kindly give me one leaf-pate (of food), I shall feel highly obliged to you." He agreed. And what was the cost ? Only an anna and a half ! (anna = 1/16th of a rupees, i.e., less than three rupees a month). The food was excellent in quality and in quantity there was enough for two meals. He had thus to cover five miles just for his meal, but, as usual with him, he continued his study as he walked. This long daily walk went on for about 6 months, till his patroness came to know of it. She stopped it at once. 

     There was a tea club of all the Nagar students living in the hostel. Chunilal used to make tea for them twice or thrice a day and did other casual work. In order to win the good opinion of his supporters of varying natures, he picked up the art of being very loving and serviceable. On their part, they paid for the individual contribution of Chunilal for any common social program. They would even pay for his ticket for a cinema show. But once they did not take him with them to a picture. He was in a pique, but soon had a healthy reaction. He blamed himself for having a sneaking desire to see pictures without having the means to do so. That made him resolve thenceforth to stop visiting theatres altogether. 

India in Turmoil 

     This period of strenuous work but peace at heart and close application to studies was destined to end abruptly.  

     In the teeth of the unanimous opposition of Indians, including that of the usually cooperative Moderates, the repressive Rowlatt Acts were passed by the Government on the strength of its official majority in the legislature. This flagrant display of the mailed fist shook India out of its age-long stupor. A tidal wave of displeasure surged up. Gandhiji came out of his absorption in his Satyagrah Ashram and at his instance a one-day strike on 6th April 1919 with fasting, prayer and a public meeting was announced. 

     The response of the whole country was splendid and generally peaceful, but there were regular outbursts of violence, especially in the Punjab, as it was already seething with unrest owing to the harsh way in which recruits for the First World War had been enlisted. Martial Law was enforced and shocking methods were employed to suppress the agitation. The climax was reached at Amritsar, where a public meeting, the prohibition of which was very little advertised, was taken by General Dyer to mean a 'rebellion' and 'to teach the insurgents a lesson'; he shot at the only egress of the meeting-place till the bullets were exhausted. 

     The result - a massacre of about 2,000 persons, - men, women and children. Thus the Rowlatt Acts, nicknamed the Blacks Acts, the martial law in the Punjab and other places, specially the Amritsar holocaust, the disappointing Montague-Chelmsford Reforms, and the last straw, - the disclosure of a secret treaty that was a distinct breach of the public promise given to Indians Muslims to keep intact their holy Turkish Empire - turned Mahatma Gandhi from a staunch supporter of the British Empire to its inveterate opponent. At a Special Session of the Indian National Congress in 1920, he got his resolution of non-cooperation with the British Government passed by a solid majority. The resolution, among other boycotts, appealed to students to give up the 'slave-breeding' education imparted in Government-recognized schools and colleges and join independent national institutions. 

     Terrific Inner Struggle 

     Chunilal's heart was stirred to its depth. A terrific inner struggle raged within. The immensity of the stake did not fail to strike him. If he left his college, he would have to bid adieu, once for all, to the aspiration (of being 'great') cherished by him the entire long while. He would also have to give a severe shock to the members of his family, who were looking forward to the end of their distressing poverty under the hope that Chunilal would get good job after graduation. The benefactors, moreover, who had helped him till then in prosecuting his studies were strongly against his forsaking the college for, what they felt to be, an unpractical chimerical (wild impossible) scheme, and it was against Chunilal's sensitive nature, not to pay due regard to their feeling. There was also the question of the stoppage of the material help given by them all throughout. 

     How could he then dismiss as worthless their well -meant advice? How could he be ungrateful to them? At that time of white-heat excitement there were quite a number of students who were possessed with fanatic zeal and hysteric emotions. They were so swept off their feet, that they did not tolerate any differing view held by elders and treated them with insolence and contempt. But Chunilal was not one of them. Though he too was sorely affected by the excitement, he had also the coolness to think about neutrally over his benefactors' advice. He thought that an attitude of looking down upon anybody was a breach of the principle of non-violence, which Gandhiji, the architect of non-cooperation, insisted upon for everyone to follow. 

     These were his considerations on one side of the question. On the other side there was the call, and that supported by no less than the Mahatma. It was supported by the premier national institution, the Indian National congress. His motherland was in distress and disgrace. Whether Gandhiji's scheme would succeed or fail, whether it was fanciful or practical, was not the issue. What should he do under these very abnormal circumstances? That was the arguable point. Was it not his bounden duty to respond to the call, whatever the risk and the loss he may have to face? If young men did not plunge into the unknown depths of the sea to bring out the pearl of Swaraj, who else would or could? Who else should offer themselves as oblation for this holy Yagna (Sacrifice)? 

     That was the important question he asked himself and he decided to leave the college, come what may. He steeled his mind with the determination to do without the help given him till then, to shut up his books and face starvation, if need be, but to give a fitting response to the country's demand at the hour of its peril. He could arrive at that finale of the conflict within by repeatedly picturing before his mind the worst possible consequences that might follow his decision. 

No Delay in Action  

     That was how immediately after only the majority vote at the Special Session of the Indian National Congress in Calcutta - even before the unanimous resolution only a few months later at its regular annual session in Nagpur - two sons of the soil simultaneously came out of the same Baroda College, both of whom made a name later on as renowned saints of Gujarat - Chunilal Bhakta and Pandurang Valame honoured later on as 'Mota' and 'Rang Avadhut' respectively. What a coincidence that! Or was it only a 'co - incidence'? 

     Chunilal got himself admitted to the National College of the University named Gujarat Vidyapith. But his means of sustenance? The same old story of menial work. He became a hawker on Sundays, bought copies of  'Navajivan' (Mahatma Gandhiji's Gujarati Weekly) at the rate of 16 copies for a rupee and sell them for a rupee and a quarter and thus earned half a rupee or three quarters every week. After some time, the atmosphere in Gujarat Vidyapith also became totally unfit for serious study. There were frequent rallies to promote the movement and the Vidyapith students joined them enthusiastically. Then there were visits by noted political leaders, whose address to the students consumed with keenness. All this made the essentially quiet life of a student an impossibility in those hectic days.  

Leaves even that college 


      Added to this was an exhortation by Gandhiji himself: "The Congress resolution apart", he said in effect, "my personal object in drawing you out of your colleges was not to provide you a change from the protected shelter of one college to that of another. I wanted and want you to spread out to our villages in order to bring the new light of freedom to their doors. What you did was simply to change your moha (infatuation) for one kind of 'degrees' to that of another." The cutting remark went home. It spurted Chunilal to a new resolution. One of Chunilal's principles was to immediately follow up in action a decision once made. 

     Chunilal gave up the National College forthwith, took some necessary training at the Swaraj Ashram, was then establised under the guidance of Shree Gidvani (Shree Gidvani was formerly the Principal of a college in Sindh. In company with two professors, Shree Kripalani and Shree Sipahimalani, they left their secure lucrative job in response to Gandhiji's call. The three then joined the Gujarat Vidyapith) and began at once to serve a backward 'Taluka' (county) Vagra, of the backward district Bharuch. Too many difficulties blocked his way. He had no experience and no guidance to show him how to win over the villagers' hearts as they often looked askance at any unknown 'outsider'. And he had to provide for his traveling and postage expenses from his own slender purse. He was therefore compelled to give up this village service and return to Ahmedabad. 

Social Service 

      Chunilal then decided to rejoin the Vidyapith, but there were two hurdles he had to cross. In the first place, he had to pass an examination. That done, the next demand was a certificate signed by Sardar Vallabhabhai to prove that he had served particular villages in a specific Taluka (county). Chunilal got that certificate also. 

      By God's grace, luck helped Chunilal in the above test. The paper given to him happened to be the very same that he had been given for the Annual Examination earlier. He had already studied its questions closely, had thought carefully how to answer them. Naturally he could answer them very well, get creditable marks, and re-enter the Vidyapith for further study. 

      With only a few months left to pass before appearing at the final examination for the Snatak (Bachelor of Arts) degree, Gandhiji visited the Vidyapith and made another moving appeal: "The country is in a fire. How can you, at this crisis, sit at ease and go on with your studies, as though nothing is the matter with our land?" The sting cut Chunilal to the quick. With only three or four months left before the degree examination and with his certainty that he was sure to pass, he gave up completely whatever fascination he had to get a degree and to be respectable in society.

     But a way out was still left for him. His elder brother Shree Jamanadas was an Arya-Samajist (Follower of Arya-Samaj founded by Swami Dayanand Saraswati, a very zealous and bold reformer of Hindu religion and society.) in thought and action. He had already worked for the Home Rule League, that glimmer of the dawn of the countrywide national consciousness. Under the guidance of Shree Indulalbhai Yagnik (then a right hand man of Gandhiji and later a great leader of Gujarat) he was serving 'the Antyajas, or untouchables' (whom Mahatma Gandhi named Harijans, men of god, to raise their social status) of Nadiad.  

     At that juncture came a letter from Shree Indulalbhai to Shree Gidvaniji: "A big field is crying out for Harijan service. Those who love it must begin the work right now." Chunilal went there and bade a final good-bye to all his worldly prospects.  

     But as Jamanadas was deteriorating in health, Shree Indulalbhai asked his brother Chunilal, to take up his work. Chunilal thus became the Superintendent of the hostel of 'untouchable' students in Nadiad - the first of its kind in Gujarat. Chunilal's younger brother Muljibhai also began to serve 'untouchables' soon after. Three out of the four members (the fourth,Somabhai was too younger) of a single family devoting themselves to the service of the God - forsaken 'untouchables'! Verily, a record at least in those days not only in Gujarat, but probably in the whole of  India. Owing to the depressed circumstance of the family Chunilal had to add to his duty as Superintendent of the Antyaja ('untouchables') hostel, the work of the Head Master of the local Antyaja School. He thus served two masters - Shree Indulalbhai Yagnik who was President of the Antyaja Seva Mandal (association of services of the lowest born) and the Gujarat Vidyapith, which was directly under Gandhiji. He drew in all a salary of Rs. 85/- per month. It was thus a very strenuous work he did then. He was at once the master and the servant of the hostel. 

     With the help of the boys he himself cooked the food, washed the clothes, swept the rooms, and saw that the boys learnt and observed cleanliness. After the first meal he would take the boys with him to the school which other local Antyaja students also attended .To induce the latter to go with him to the school, he would daily visit the local Antyaja quarters. Neither the parents nor the children had any desire for education. To create the love for it, Chunilal would spend nights in singing bhajans (hymns), as even the most backward in India love to sing and listen to religious stories and songs. The friendship thus struck up between him and the young and the old members of the Antyaja localities stood him in good stead and the Antyaja school was quite well attended. He also held some meetings just to chat with the students, and at times even slept in their company. He took them to solitary places to enjoy picnics. Sports were also organized, and the planting of trees as well. 

     Once he went to the students' villages, there he slept with the boys, even the Bhangi boys in their own quarters. (Bhangi is the lowest caste among even the outcaste "untouchables.")  They took the jars and utensils of the "untouchables" to the nearby river or the pond, gave them quite a bright polish by vigorously brushing and cleaning them, and then filled them with water and brought them home. At the sight of "untouchables" using the water of the river or the pond, caste-men would be infuriated. They were scolded  and even threatened  with dire results. But they  cooked their food at night in the same "untouchables" locality and then held hymn-singing parties. Chunilal thus incurred the displeasure, even anger, of the orthodox caste people, but he stood it all.  

Intrepid Answer 

     But the difficulties of Chunilal did not decline. His patron, Shree Indulalbhai Yagnik, surrendered the charge of the Antyaja Seva Mandal whose quarters were then shifted to Godhra. Chunilal's work simultaneously in two institutions, and the consequent pay from both of them became the object of criticism from some in authority in the Gujarat Vidyapith. A complaint was laid before Gandhiji to the effect that Chunilal was getting too high a salary for a servant of poor India. Gandhiji therefore questioned him. "Is it right," he was asked in substance, "for a man to draw such a high salary, when he is out to serve our poor people?" Chunilal narrated the difficulties he was facing. The eldest brother was in bed with one of the then most virulent and expensive illness, T.B (tuberculosis). He had to maintain a family of 6 persons. His mother and brother's wife had to toil for making both the ends meet even after the salary he drew, etc. 

     Gandhiji then put him the second question, "How can you, at this young age, work at a time for two institutions, each of which demands great physical labour and mental efficiency?" Chunilal drew himself up. He burst out in English, "William Pith, the younger, was the Prime Minister of England at the age of 24." Gandhiji laughed. The interview was over. A short time later he was told, "You cannot properly mind two institution at one time," and was asked to select one out of the two. Nobody had examined the proficiency or otherwise of his work. This vote of censure was a bitter pill to swallow. There are times when wisdom is the better part of valour (courage in battle). 

     Chunilal was passing through such a time and, pocketing the insult, he quietly chose to serve the Antyaja School at Nadiad. (Time spins its own revenge. Exigencies compelled the Vidyapith to ask Chunilal to resume charge also of the Antyaja hostel. He did it, though for a short while only. The hostel was closed and the boys were shifted to Godhra hostel under the reconstituted Antyaja Seva Mandal.) Chunilal did feel hurt, but his love of service buoyed him up. He continued his practice of winning the love of the 'untouchables' even after the school hours and lent a ready and sympathetic ear to their tales of joys and sorrows. Men and women, old and young, recognized in him one of their own. Religious stories and songs continued to amuse their tired stress. Children were sometimes taken out-on foot of course-to some distant place where they would all enjoy their home-made food.

     But there was a teacher of the Antyaja school who showed irritation at the fact that Chunilal gave up the hostel work without any protest. He goaded him: "This is a most shameful insult. Why don't you rise up against this papal bull? You are a coward. No guts to stand up for justice and truth." But Chunilal was already a believer in "balance and just are God's decrees."
   
     In 1919 British government imposed Black Acts (Rowlatt Act), against that Mahasabha came up with big agitation. At that time Annie Beasant was the President of the organization. She started Home Rule League, and fought in the whole country against the British. Once when Annie Beasant came to Nadiad, then local leaders linked with different institute at Nadiad arranged her visit of their institution. In the evening she was to visit Antyaja Seva Mandal where Chunilal worked. Visit of different institute took longer time than expected. 

     Because of that she was not able to reach to the Antyaja Seva Mandal in the evening, at the closing time of the school. Leaders pass on the message to Chunilal "Not to allow the children studying to leave until they reach over there even if it is late. Chunilal was in confusion, innocent small children were kept in up till evening, and now to keep them late would be torturing. Chunilal's heart did not like that and children were allowed to go home. Late when Annie Beasant accompanied by the leaders arrived they were angry seeing this. Oh' Chunilal, How could children were allowed to leave? We are feeling depressed. Without obliging to the leaders Chunilal straight away told them, children are not sheep or goat (animal) that they can be kept in one place with a stick in our hand. You could not reach at the fixed time, for that, to punish children. After that, looking at Annie Beasant said, Sister, if I have done wrong you give justice. This impressed Annie Beasant and laughing replied, brother, you are absolutely right- children are like flying birds in the sky, forcibly if we keep them would be like keeping them in prison.  

Bearding the Caste-lion 

     Caste-customs hold a very powerful wave even now. And this is a talk of half a century ago. Excommunication means not only disgrace and barring, but also practical difficulties to the victim, as well as to his parents and children, so great that many a brave social reformer has been forced to apologize and retrace his step. Chunilal knew this full well. And yet he organized a social gathering of caste and untouchable Hindus in Nadiad. Congress leaders (one of the chief plans of the Congress program was and is removal of untouchables) and pillars of society-Shree Gokuldas Talati and Shree Fulchand Shah attended it. 

     The gathering created an unprecedented stir. Despite their high status in society their castes excommunicated those two leaders. This naturally had its effect on Chunilal's lower caste. A move to outcaste Chunilal was set on foot. But God's hand in the form of a recognized hermit-Godadia Maharaj-again came to his rescue, as it did formerly through Jankidas Maharaj. Many of Chunilal's caste men used to frequent the formers place. He persuaded them not to do. He was help in such high reverence that his word they would not like to spoil. Added to this was Chunilal's uniformly loving and humble behaviour towards the caste elders. For both these reasons they had not the heart to expel Chunilal from the caste. The matter ended, but that he did take the very serious risk of excommunication is certain.  

Bullies Laid Low 


    When Chunilal was teaching Harijan boys at Marida Bhagole (bhagole-locality) in Nadiad, some ruffian Muslim boys used to enter classroom and harass the downtrodden Antyaja boys studying in their own school. Appeals to the Muslim boys failed; complaints laid before their parents through common connections were of no avail; Urdu teacher in those Muslim boy's school were requested to control their students, but to no purpose. Their rowdiness continued unabated. There were three or four rooms in their school. The building flanked a dusty road. The boys would fill their palms with dust and throw it into the school rooms, shout very loudly to disturb them, and even harass Harijan boys on their way to and from the school. All around the school there were only Muslim houses. Even the Kazisaheb, the most respected in the Muslim locality, turned a deaf ear, Chunilal was desperate. Chunilal exerted himself to find out any possible means to stop this trouble peacefully, but without the slightest success. At last he thought, "This is too much now. These bullies have got to be faced squarely." He decided, " These ruffians deserve a sound thrashing."  

     One day, therefore, Chunilal thought a plan to beat them severely and also considered all the possible consequences of  his desperate resolve. A thick cane in hand, Chunilal hide himself behind a wing of the entrance-door. When  the mischief-mongers entered to throw dust, he came out, blocked their exit and thrashed those four boys severely. This unexpected assault frightened them. They screamed out for help. Then giving Chunilal slip, they ran away and returned with many men. Their cries brought a crowd of angry Muslim adults to the school. 

    The scene of a lonely man against an angry mob was enacted. A sudden inspired thought saved him. He striped himself (except for the little loincloth) and, without a trace of fear, cried out: "Here I stand. Beat me, if you like, to your hearts' content. See! I have bared my whole body." This sudden breath taking reaction and those bold words stunned the crowd. Chunilal quickly took advantage of the silence, recalled his efforts to stop the unprovoked irritation and, seeing some in the crowd whom he had already approached, reminded them of his earnest efforts. The crowd saw the point. Some of the crowd even supported Chunilal's action. 

     All of them then burst out, "O Bhagat ! You have done just the right thing in punishing the rascals severely. They will now think twice before any mischief. And if they do, have no principles. Teach them the lesson of a life-time." And with that the crow dispersed.  After that incident the Muslim boys completely gave their evil practices. On Chunilal's way to the school and back he had to unavoidably pass through that Muslim locality. The houses of the boys he had beaten lay along his path. He would treat them with love and kindness, whenever they met. They became his friends. 

The Divine Pledge 

     For meeting the expenses of his elder brother's long and fatal illness, Chunilal had to approach a rich aunt for loans in installments that came to a sizable amount. Repayment of the debt, even in parts, posed an insoluble problem. His income had no chance of increment. He had taken the vow of Harijan service and so of never taking a well-paid job. The aunt, moreover, was short-tempered, exacting, and impatient. Bhagat had to pass by the aunt's house on his way to his Antyaja school. As was his wont, he would loudly sing hymn as he walked. He could not therefore pass by the aunt's house without attracting her notice and that again would not fail to rouse in her veiled bitterness at the unpaid debt. Gently in the beginning, in louder tones as time passed, she would demand payment. Bhagat's way would be to request her to be patient. (His past experience had strengthened his hope in God's ultimate help). One day her patience was completely exhausted. She blocked Bhagat's way, and very loudly argument out degraded abuses. The double-edged dagger of her tongue cut Bhagat to he quick. Head bent down, face red with shame, he kept quiet. Silence only increased her fury. Her voice rose to a high pitch.
     Quarrels and loud outbursts always attract a crowd, many in it to enjoy a free entertainment. Bhagat could not bear this public disgrace. At last words escaped his lips, he did not know why! "I will pay you back in four days." 

That was an amazing promise publicly given and the aunt could find no excuse for a further volley. She became silent, the crowd dispersed, but Bhagat fell in deep despond. 'How ever could he keep his plighted word?' he wondered. 'When struck, the lion gives out the loudest roar.' Bhagat had but one place to send his roar of pain to. To God he prayed and prayed from the poignancy of his lacerated heart. He chanted one single hymn over and over again. "Poetry can never be adequately rendered in another language," says the Oxford Concise Dictionary. Still less the outpouring of an elevated soul. But something is better than nothing. Hence this attempt, especially because of the ordeal and of the parity between the saint-poet and the singer. 


"No devoted soul has known
That God has failed left him alone
In his distress and dire need,
           If, by Bhakti, that's his meed (reward)
That is what the Vedas say
Test that pledge yourself you may." 
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    Then follow breath taking examples from ancient and medieval history to prove the truth of the above. The song ends: 


"If he but pray, then God will take
His entire burden, him will make
A happy bird, a singing lark
Says Premaldas, His humble clerk. 


(Premaldas means: In those days before the printing press, a custom insisted that the author's name be given in the poem.)  


Its fulfilment 

     God came to the rescue of this Gujarati 'Bhagat' of the 20th century also. In about four days only, Bhagat received a money order. Eyes full of tears of joy and gratitude to the Lord. Bhagat ran to his aunt, prostrated at her feet and gave away the amount.

Challenge Accepted 

    The Gandhi - Irwin Pact released civil disobedience prisoners from the jails and a meeting was held at Nadiad to reorganize the disrupted work of the Antyaja Seva Mandal. The Vice - President, Shree Narasinhbhai Patel, presided. Though aged, he had not lost his old fire. In his youth he was a revolutionary, a believer in the religious group of the bomb, and had to suffer exile for many years. For removing untouchability he pooh-poohed, what he termed, and the cart-speed method of providing education etc., which the Antyaja Seva Mandal had adopted. His anger was directed also against the digging of wells in Antyaja localities, which he thought - not quite wrongly - strengthened rather than removed the bar sinister against the outcastes. 

    "What was wanted," he emphasized, "was for brave high caste volunteers to get their heads broken at the public wells, ponds, temples etc. to establish the untouchables' right of equal citizenship. That is real removal of untouchability. Your method is consistent with your own safety." He had, he must have thought, the support of Gandhiji in this view, since the latter had just recently helped a Satyagraha of that type at Vaikom in South India. After this toss at the workers, he left the meeting. Chunilal was not the man to take it lying down. There was an exchange of meaningful glances between him and a colleague. There and then both of them tendered their resignations and the next morning went directly to Shree Narsinhbhai's residence at Anand. "We have come," Chunilal said, "to get our heads broken. We have resigned. Now be our leader for a Satyagraha at a public well." 

     Shree Narsinhbhai was astounded at this most unexpected and immediate acceptance of what was in effect a challenge thrown by him. He said he would consult Gandhiji and on his approval call them. For two reasons perhaps Gandhiji demurred. The Ezhuvas in S. India (an untouchable community) were highly enlightened, conscious of their rights and prepared to suffer the worst. Nothing of the kind with the Gujarati untouchables. They would be crushed to atoms, if caste Hindus were red with anger. Besides he did not want to create any confusion just then. The Gandhi - Irwin pact had brought the country at the crossroads. The whole Congress had put its faith in Gandhiji. He was invited to the 2nd Round Table Conference (the first without the Congress had failed). He could do so with honour, only if certain hitches were cleared. He was, therefore, in constant touch with the Viceroy. Clearly, any internal ruffle would lower the Congress prestige, then at its zenith, and harm its interests.

     The times were thus out of joint. The program was cancelled, but those does not in the least detract from Chunilal's attraction for dare - devil deeds. The stakes in his case were quite high. He risked not merely his personal safety but also the maintenance of a whole family. 

Nasty Disease 

     Reverting to the earlier times, Chunilal found himself in the grip of a nasty disease. Was it epilepsy ? Was it hysteria? Whatever it was, the causes of the attack were clear. He had seven mouths to feed from his monthly income of 47.5 rupees (50 rupees' pay - 2.5 rupees' compulsory saving). He could not buy even shaving materials, and got himself shaved once in a month. The elder brother was in bed with T.B (tuberculosis). Not minding all these difficulties, he bought the costly First Class ticket for Bhavnagar and took the brother there for treatment by a well-known 'death-saver' Ayurvedic expert in T.B. - with high fees of course. "The most unkindest cut, ' however, lay in the fact that he was repeatedly taunted by his mother and elder brother for 'doing nothing' for being a 'close - fisted miser'. (And it was Chunilal who had, after the brother's death, to repay the debts incurred by the brother behind his back from their relatives ). At the same time Chunilal had already taken, with the holy water on his palm, an irrevocable oath to serve the country on a modest salary and never to accept any offer of a tempting lucrative job. He was thus in a torturing fix. Intensely he yearned to free himself from the worries of a rigorous debtor, the insults heaped upon him and the pricks of his conscience, but saw no way to do so. Added to all this was his constant anxiety, lest the untouchable boys whom he used to take to the public pond for washing clothes and vessels were belaboured by some angry high - cast men. Pressed on all sides, he found himself a helpless victim of overpowering emotion and inability to extricate himself from the besetting circumstances. All this preyed upon his mind so heavily and persistently that he began to have fits of unconsciousness. He had even the experience of a sudden onset, which made him fall down from his cycle and see the institution's coins loosely scattered on the road. 

Desperate Attempts 

     Chunilal had, it seems, an innate love for solitude. For relaxation from the irritating situation, he resorted twice to solitary places on the bank of the holy Narmada. As all that is God's expression and more so, as rivers sustain life, they are worshipped in India as God's emblems, as Divine Mothers. On the first occasion, Chunilal was accompanied by Shree Maheshbhai Mehta and Shree Bhanuprasad Pandya. He made the second trip without a single companion and stayed in the Ranchhodji Temple beyond the Mokhdi ghat (ghat = bank) of Narmada. 

    A saintly sannyasi lived there. In pursuance of his habit he served that saint  there. The saint saw Chunilal succumb to the fits and, to bless him for his loving service, said, "Chant the holy Name. It will cure you. " And then followed his prophecy: "After one year, you will happen to meet your Guru." Chunilal wistfully reflected: "Mere chanting a cure for this fell disease ! Impossible. Oh if only he had given me some potent charm!" (Sadhu's do something possesses charms or effective drugs.)
     His gloom sank deeper still. "What a shame," he said to himself. "Only weak-minded, over-sensitive women catch this disease, and I, a young man in his twenties, so effeminate as to be a prey to it! Better death than this." So he came to the desperate resolve of ending his life. On his return from the Ranchhodji Temple, he came to a high rock, a very solitary place up the river, higher up than Garudeshwar. 'Just the site for me,' he thought and down he threw himself from that high rock into the still and deep waters of Narmada. 

Miracle Saves Him 

     Hardly did his soles touch the soft cooling water of the holy Narmada, when a gigantic wave rose up and hurled him back on the bank far beyond the spot from which he had fallen. And in the middle of that huge wave he had the vision of a charming nymph. 'Mother Narmada Herself!' he was convinced.

     This vision and the up throw assured him: "By the (GOD'S) grace I am meant for something." That was turning point of His life. Since then there arose within him an urge to turn his life-course God ward and its intensity grew and grew till it became the one and only passion of his life.  

Prodding Vision 

     As has been said, Chunilal's patroness was more to him than his own mother, - one to whom he could disclose his deepest secrets. To her he went straight from the place of the above miracle, - but alas! His want of faith in the potency of chanting the Name continued. God comes to the rescue of his would-be whole-hearted devotee when he persists in his error. In her house, too, Chunilal had a hysteric fit just when he came on the second floor at the top-end of the staircase. Like a stone, he rolled down every step till he fell with a thud on the paved bricks on the first floor. In this semi-conscious state he had the vision of the benevolent sadhu whom he had met earlier. "Why won't you even try chanting? What do you lose?" The sadhu urged in irritation. Even this vision and the reproach had no immediate effect. 

     But at that time Chunilal's mind and other internal implements had no desire at all for spiritual effort and no faith in the chanting. All the same the vision was too impressive to be overlooked and he narrated it to his trusted mother. "Dear, dear," she exclaimed. "You are very fortunate! Now just go on chanting the God's name at all times - the while you eat and drink, walk and talk, do anything whatever or sit at ease. It is sure to cure you."  Chunilal had at that time greater faith in her spiritual mother than in that sannayasi. It was her persuasion that made Chunilal begin chanting.
     So, at last, Chunilal began chanting the Hari Om mantra (a potent chant). Thence began his sadhana (spiritual effort or process of the elevation of the soul to Life Divine). The chant provided a healthy substitute for his absorption in low thoughts. A new interest in life, an enthusiasm for coming out of its groove, courage, moral and mental stamina, and proneness to equipoise, increased day by day and the fits subsided entirely in 3 or 4 months. 

Guru's Search for the Disciple 

     On the sands of Sabarmati at the farther end of Ellisbridge in Ahmedabad, wandering sadhus often stayed temporarily. So did young full-blooded sadhu called Balayogi (a child yogi) Maharaj who used to keep his fire always bright. Much of the time he would be in samadhi (a totally concentrated super-conscious state in entire oblivion of the body and its needs) and sometimes in a mad state.' To all and sundry he would go on muttering this effusion: "Nadiad Ka Chunilal KO Bolao" (Call Chunilal from Nadiad). His adoring visiting could not make head or tail of it, but one Shree Nanubhai Kantharia, who came from Nadiad, understood him. On his return to Nadiad he told Chunilal that most probably it was he who was called by a sadhuji, (ji - a suffix of respect) Balayogi Maharaj staying in Ahmedabad. 
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     Chunilal's innate love for service had indeed brought him rich dividends from two sadhus and yet his intellectual belief that sadhus were an economic burden on society had not lost its hold on him. But a disturbing question faced him: "How ever could a sadhu whom I had not even heard of, know me by name and my where-about?" he tried to forget the inconvenient question. But the more he tried, the more the question stared at him and robbed him of his peace of mind. At last he came to the conclusion! "Let me see. There might be some meaning in the call." But again the money- block! Where to get the means for the trip to and fro? That same Nanubhai Kantharia came to his aid and gave him the required amount. So at last he went to Balayogiji whose deep love was a pleasant surprise. . 

Guru or Superhuman 

     On the very first day Chunilal was asked to eat all that he was given - too much and too heavy in all conscience like Sweets weighing about 13 lbs! The next day and the next and the next, all the first four days, he had to be a ravenous glutton (starving food lover). But wonder of wonders! No bad effect at all on the body! During the nights, Balayogiji would let loose his 'lunacy.' Like a mad elephant he would rush headlong into the river and jump up and dance for hours. Chunilal was puzzled and did not know what he should do. He tried to do what Balayogiji did. 

     Thus he spent the first four days in complete forgetfulness of the world and his own serious problems. He was in fact in a kind of samadhi all the while. He came out of his supernormal state on the fourth day, and felt that he had but to go back to his own world. Reluctantly he requested the Balayogiji to let him return to Nadiad. "Kal jana." (Go tomorrow) said Balayogiji. On the fifth and last day he was given simple khichri (mixture of rich and lentill) to eat, but so full of chilies that in the ordinary course his mouth and tongue would have felt an unbearable burning sensation, got even blisters, but nothing of the kind happened to him. 

     Saints are not miracle-mongers, but sometimes they do perform miracles in order to create faith in the heart of a fit person and draw him to the right path. Usually they do not care to do so, either to show off their powers or accept challenges thrown out by rank unbelievers. These mystic experiences did their work and Chunilal was convinced that Balayogiji was the Guru destiny had decreed for him. Before he left for home, Chunilal offered a silent unspoken prayer to his would - be Guru to deign to visit Nadiad and guide him on the path towards the real goal of life, without fully knowing the meaning of 'the real goal.'

     Many an aspirant has to spend years in search of an able Guru who could lead him to his cherished goal. It is significant that Chunilal's case was just the reverse. It was the Guru who sought out the disciple. This happens rarely - chiefly in the case of one having tremendous potentialities lying hidden within him for their fruition.

Initiation
     In response to the unexpressed prayer of Shree Chunilal's heart, Balayogiji did come to Nadiad, but without any previous notice. Chunilal was just then at the Nadiad station about to go to Mirakhedi, via Dohad, a village in the Panchmahal District, to attend the Managing Committee of the Antyaja Seva Mandal. He had even bought a railway ticket to start by the morning train. Just as he was about to go to take his seat in the train, he was amazed by the most unexpected sight  to see the Balayogiji, who was quietly sitting in a corner near the platform. 

     A welcome shower in scorching summer! Not minding quaint looks of criticism, he fell down prostate on the platform at the Balayogiji's feet. The latter ordered him to return the ticket. Chunilal was certain that his unuttered desire was fulfilled by the Balyogiji Maharaj and that the Maharaj thus gave him a fresh proof of his powers of penetrating into the innermost recesses of a man's mind. He immediately obeyed, wired to Dohad his inability to be present at the meeting in Mirakhedi and came back home with Balayogiji, for whom he spared a room on the upper floor of his house.  Balayogiji was at that time at the top of his form-full of the inebriation of Love Divine. He would cut capers and dance and jumped as his fancy caught him. He told Chunilal: "I have come to initiate you. I want, in a beautiful solitary place, a big wholly vacant house on the bank of an desolate pond." Chunilal was then staying in a small house at Narakhi Pole in Nadiad. 

A Bombshell 

    Naturally, this exorbitant demand from Balayogiji seemed to poor Chunilal like a bombshell on him. With tremor in his voice he raised a mild protest, but was met with a strict silencing look right through. In a pensive mood, therefore, as it was his time to go for the school, fanatical with wonder as to how to satisfy those impossible conditions and regain his would-be Guru's grace. Chunilal started for Marida Bhagole (bhagole-locality) where the school was located 

    On his way to school Chunilal had to pass through the locality of Bohras (a Muslim sect). In pursuance of the Gandhian principle of Hindu-Muslim unity, of 'Love thy neighbour as thyself,' he never failed on his way to the school, to accost a friend, a Muslim gentleman, Kasambhai and salute him in the Islamic fashion of 'Assalaam Alayakum.' On that day, however, in his dejected absorption he forgot it. Kasambhai was amazad." O, Bhagat (Chunilal had adopted this surname, to emulate his father.)!" he cried out! "What's wrong with you? What ails you? Why these knitted brows? You never silently pass by!"     

    With a courteous apology Chunilal explained the reason - the fantastic want of his Murshid (Guru). Kasambhai laughed. "Is that all, Simple enough, Why, there is my bungalow 'Hajimanzil'. A big bungalow, in a solitary place on the bank of Ramtalavadi (a pond) to boot- just the place your Murshid asks for." Chunilal's face brightened up, but soon it fell again. "But…. but the rent?" he faltered; "beyond my means." Kasambhai reassured him. "Don't you worry. Your Olia (Muslim word for saint) and you can stay there as long as you like. Rent for one such as he! Forget it." 

     The joy that Chunilal felt at the solution was so great that he had a strong urge to run back to his house, fall at the feet of his Guru, and tell him the startling good news. But even at the height of that upsurge, he had a deep stinging consciousness of his duty at that particular moment. It enabled him to resist the temptation. He continued his walk to attend to the work allotted to him. He went to his school at Marida Bhagole (bhagole-locality), performed his duty for the fixed hours and then returned home. Instantly, he narrated the whole story. Chunilal and Balayogiji then  went to stay in Kasamsaheb's bungalow and he was initiated in sadhana by Balayogiji.    

Formal Initiation 

    On the Vasantpanchami day (the fifth of the bright half of lunar fourth month, Magh regarded as an auspicious day) in the Vikram year 1980 (1924 AD). Chunilal was initiated and his regular sadhana under the Guru's direct guidance began. His day -time hours even then were usually spent on the routine, including his schoolwork from 11 a.m. to 5 p.m., but the nights were devoted to the Guru. On the very first day Chunilal was asked to concentrate on the spot between the brows, and seriously warned that no thoughts were to be allowed to occur. In that attempt Chunilal failed, for thoughts are born rebels. They do not cease to come, do what one may Balayogiji was desperate. He took an iron bar that was at hand and thrust its end at that particular spot. The sudden onslaught made Chunilal entirely unconscious to outer things. When he came to himself, he thought that he had recovered consciousness in about 15 to 20 minutes, but in fact Chunilal had spent three days in a state of complete inner consciousness and oblivion of time, space and body, i.e. in samadhi. 

   Gurudakshina 

    Balayogiji stayed with Chunilal at "Hajimanzil" first for about a month and a half and then for about two months and a half. As his Gurudakshina (fee for spiritual enlightenment), Balayogiji asked Chunilal to take him on a pilgrimage. (Pilgrimage means: Formerly, students were not charged anything for any kind of tuition, but after they completed their courses they would give a gift according to their means. Here, in fact, the Guru himself pays the fee for his tutorship.) But he knew Chunilal was in financial straits and, going out of his way for one single day, he accepted gifts from those who came to him to darshan (holy sight). From that amount Chunilal decided to take his Guru to Dakore - a famous pilgrim center, not far from Nadiad. Balayogiji would often speak in a secret language that went over Chunilal's head, but somehow he pulled on with his Guru. For instance, when they started on their pilgrimage, the Guru asked him to show him 'a crocodile.' "Crocodiles there are in Gomtiji, (a very large pond nearby) but not at my beck and call"! And really no crocodile obliged Chunilal by coming up on the surface. With anxiety, therefore, Chunilal pointed out a distant slightly visible floating creature. "You are an idiot", Balayogiji broke out in anger "and want to make a fool of me too!" And he proceeded in a huff. Chunilal was sorely perturbed and, not knowing what else to do, he mutely followed the Guru. 

On the bank of the Gomtiji, there was a dharma-shala (a rent-free lodging house. Provision of such free house has been traditionally regarded a 'dharma' = duty). At a lonely spot on the verandah behind the back wall of that 'dharma-shala' there stretched out at full length a tall, vigorous, half-naked man. When they came to him, "See! This is a crocodile," said Balayogiji. A kick from him awakened 'the crocodile' from his samadhi. He opened his eyes, at first suffused with anger at the disturbance, but seeing Balayogiji he softened and greeted him with a smile and joined palms in the Hindu fashion. Both of them fell into a mystic talk. "Where are you now?" asked Balayogiji, "In akasha (the sky)," replied the 'crocodile. Thus the talk was more or less an puzzle to Chunilal who was then only a beginner in dhyana (mediation). At the end Balayogiji pointed at Chunilal and said, "I have initiated this boy in sadhana. I will soon go away from here. If he is in a fix on any account and comes to you, don't dismiss him curtly. Give him a satisfactory reply." And Chunilal did go to him three or four times thereafter. The visits were all fruitful. 


Nathuram's Eccentricities 

    That adept's name was Nathuram. His habits would look quaint, even repulsive to a casual on looker. He was careless in dress, strange in action and rough in manners. If somebody gave him some money, he would sometimes eat, not bread but, pungent bhajias (small fried balls of gram flour). Sometimes he did not care to eat even bhajias, but gave away the whole amount to a bandmaster and enjoyed the band's music. Who can fathom the mystery of yogis who have gone beyond hunger and thirst, beyond joy and sorrow? 

    While staying at Nadiad, Balayogiji and Pujya Shree Mota went at Shedhi river side were there was a Banyan tree. The atmosphere near that banyan tree and the river was so beautiful that Balayogiji decided to stay for some days there for sadhana. Pujya Shree Mota then Chunilal made provision for every day food. At night Chunilal would stay along with Balayogiji and did sadhana. Balayogiji would make Chunilal sit on one of the branch of that banyan tree and asked him to chant "Hari Om" mantra. Once when Chunilal was sitting on the branch chanting Hari Om mantra, suddenly he felt asleep resulting, stop of his chanting. Balayogiji seeing this threw a stone which hit Chunilal and said, chanting should be done at fully awaken state. Chunilal then began to chant  heartily.  

     One day, Balayogiji called Chunilal and said, "Son, at this place you will make a Ashram and with which heartily and rigorously you are chanting now, afterwards thousands of sadhak with love and concentration would chant here."  

     Chunilal was astonish hearing this and thought, he has no money to travel between two village, how could he construct an Ashram ?  

Final Instruction 

    When the period of initiation was over, the Guru said, "Dear boy! Your Guru is Shree Keshavanandji- Dhuniwala Dada, not myself. I came to you as it was he who impelled me (by mental telepathy) to initiate you. Go to Saikheda, near Itarsi, in the Central Province, have his blessings and then obey his orders implicitly. But, mind you, make full and proper preparations before you start." 
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Proper Preparation    

    Chunilal decided to go to Saikheda in pursuance of the above instruction. Carefully he took leave for 7 or 8 days from the Antyaja Seva Mandal and scrapped together enough money for the journey to and fro and his stay there. And then he informed Balayogiji that all the necessary preparations were made. When on inquiry, Balayogiji learnt the details of the preparations, he felt sorely disappointed. Chunilal could not understand this deep regret and prayerfully requested Balayogiji to let him know how the preparations fell short of his expectations. "That's nothing" Balayogiji grumbled out. "Real preparation lies in complete readiness in every way to burn one's boats so that one can obey the Guru's command not to return to the world at all the moment he orders." It was then that Chunilal realized that, he was expected primarily to get his mother's permission to stay permanently with the Guru. If he wanted it and that he should have faith enough that God would instill enough courage and capacity in his mother and elder brother's widow to maintain the family somehow in his absence.  

Mother's Permission 

    The real stumbling block lay in securing the permission of his mother who doted upon him. God provides the way specially where there is the will. Providentially just about that his mother happened to go to Baroda to stay for some time with Prabhaben, his patroness. Chunilal seized the chance. He went to Baroda and requested Prabhaben, the mother of his soul, to exert her influence over the mother of his body and persuade her to let him become, if necessary, a full-fledged sannyasi (recluse) disciple of Keshavanandji. The mother resigned herself to the will of God. She gave the needed consent.

The Plunge
    The next step was to tender his resignation from the Antyaja Seva Mandal. The Secretary, his well wisher, Shree Parikshitbhai Majmudar strongly advised him to desist from that foolhardy course. Not to talk of his personal security, it was sheer madness, he argued to leave in the lurch his mother, his widowed sister-in-law with her two children, and his two younger brothers who all depended upon him. But Chunilal was immovable. He was convinced that just as for the cause of his country, a voluntary take on sacrifices not only himself but his dear family also, one has but to sacrifice everything, including one's family for the far holier Cause, the quest of God, - the cause of all causes - provided one is consumed with a 'volcanic aspiration' for gaining the goal. Chunilal's attitude is in brief expressed in the following well known but slightly changed couplet. 
            "I would not love thee, Mother, so much Loved I not God still more." 
    He took the plunge, sped to Saikheda, put up at a dharma-shala (a free lodging house), had his bath, hastened to the Guru and fell prostrate at his feet. 

Dada, the Unaccountable 

    The bystanders stood aghast. They cried out "Come back! At once! 'Dada' (the Guru Keshavanandji) will knock you on your head! Beware of his danda (thick stick)!" They're warning cries were not unwarranted, but Dada did nothing of the kind to Chunilal. Dada would exhibit another disgusting trait. He often burst out not only in a vernacular but would vomit the most obscene epithets. Chunilal was shocked. He was tempted to return at once. 

The Saving Grace 

    Just then the superhuman traits and deep love of Balayogiji Maharaj rose up in his mind. They followed the thought that the Guru of an exalted personality like Balayogiji was bound to possess something valuable beyond his ken and that the crowds he saw could not have resorted to him for merely getting abused or beaten. Just at that psychological moment when his mind was, like a pendulum, swinging between doubt and faith, Dada, in the midst of his 'irrelevant' words and abuses, contrived to say something which Chunilal instinctively saw was meant exclusively for his ears. He asked him to watch the faces of persons roundabout when he (Dada) uttered something nasty and told him that some would seem to be growing pale, some happy and that he (Chunilal) should see them in private and find out the cause. For some days Chunilal did so and realized that Dada was merely repeating, like a gramophone record, every word and syllable that the persons concerned used in their troubles or quarrels in their homes. They admitted all that and added that, unwrapped in that volley of abuses lay Dada's charity of heart and acumen in giving them secret and proper instructions to mend their ways or solve their difficulties. Thus Chunilal's doubts were largely but not completely removed. 

Memorable Incident 

    Every day he could see that those that gathered round Dada formed a medley of people coming from all strata of society - the highest to the lowest - in both spiritual and material spheres. Faces of the rich and the poor, recluses and worldly men, scholars and illiterates, men, women and children were not at all an uncommon sight. But one day he had an extraordinary experience. Without any seeming context, Dada went on dilating upon the relations between Indian princes and the sovereign British Power. He castigated them for adopting the meanest methods to propitiate their earthly Gods - the British overlords. Not content, he exposed the debased character of a particular unnamed Indian Prince. 

    In about an hour the Crown Prince of Indore came up with a retinue of horsemen. Probably Dada began his chastisement just when the Prince started for coming to him. Evidently he was in a serious trouble. He laid at the feet of Dada two big trays filled with silver and gold coins and pieces, as his tribute to him. At the height of his wrath, Dada spurned the trays with vigorous kicks, scattering the coins and pieces all around. The horsemen had to cordon off the ground covered by them. Not satisfied with this stunning insult, he poured a torrent of abuses on the father of the Prince, called him a sycophant and a man of vile character. As the Prince humbly put up with all that public disgrace, Dada relented after a time. The Prince entreated Dada to help his father. Dada said that his father would have to abdicate (give up power ), but he would be installed on the throne. (The king was gravely involved in the then well known Bawla Murder Case.) Later events proved the truth of the prediction.

     Chunilal saw another elevating sight. Dada was never known for any literary accomplishment, but he began to recite Sanskrit Shlokas (verses). Soon after, a scholar came up and recited in Dada's presence the very same shlokas and in exactly the same order. Chunilal was so impressed that waiving all fear and etiquette (conventional rules of manners), he ventured to meet the unacquainted (that throws light upon) scholar. He was a kind gentleman. He said that he would come to Dada for elucidation of some Vedic verses and, automatically either immediately or within 10 or 12 days, he would get at their true meaning. The scholar added, "Nobody knows Him really, He is omnipresent." .

     There was a popular belief that Dada's mere darshan could heal diseases. For 10 or 12 days Chunilal carefully noted the cases of invalids who came to Dada for relief and found that definitely 30-35 percent of serious cases were thus cured. These incidents as well as Dada's power to know things that happened far away, as he had already found out, finally convinced him beyond a shadow of doubt that his Guru did possess divine powers, that there was a method in his madness that his rough handling did nothing but good to those so dealt with. 

Parting Admonition 

     After 10 or 12 day's stay in Dada's purifying company, he (Dada) threw a coconut at Chunilal's head, it struck him and starting swelling. Then he said, "You can go home now. Continue the work you were doing. Never forget to pray to me. And lean-to once for all, your craze for the service of the country. You shall now do everything wholly and solely for the love of God and as your service to Him. No other motive must sway your mind any more. Your work itself has got to be a prayer to Him. Without first freeing themselves from the clutches of attachment and hatred likes and dislikes etc., those who rush in for service of others are certain to go wrong off and on. Perfectly right action cannot be performed with an imperfect mind to impel it. Let those highest goal in life is service to humanity render service in that spirit. You have taken to the spiritual path in search of God. 

     You shall henceforth continue your service not with the object of serving humanity as such, but for serving God through all your work. That inner urge, however powerful, may not at all lower the material value of your service. It will, on the contrary, make you even more efficient then before, if only you heartily follow my order God will then invisibly step in and solve your service problems, definitely in a better way than you could have done by taking guidance from your unaided human intellect. Gandhiji's watchword ahimsa (non-violence) is excellent, but quite a large number of his followers are not inspired with its true spirit. Leave them to themselves. Mind your own business, concentrate upon the inner self; now be off, and remember me and my advice. 

A Cure and its Amazing Aftermath 

     On his return from Saikheda, Chunilal took the first opportunity to see a co-worker. Bhagwatprasad Pandya, lying in bed at the Dufferin (now Sayaji) Hospital in Baroda. He was a patient of T.B (tuberculosis) of the testicles. The cure, if any at all, was wholly disappointing. Chunilal narrated his own experiences of the patients at Saikheda and persuaded Bhagwatprasad: "Go to Dhuniwala Dada'. Why may you not be among the 30 percent successful case?" But Bhagwatprasad was wavering. Chunilal then offered to pay his railway fare both ways, if Bhagwatprasad returned disappointed. 

     Bhagwatprasad went to Saikheda. And the result: The most amazing All his inhibitions were swept off. Completely cured, he forsook all his worldly connections, became a whole-hogger disciple of 'Dhuniwala Dada', stripped his whole body to the skin and never returned.

     In turn with 'Dada' Bhagwatprasad used to note down everything Dada cared to say in connection with Chunilal. Now, Chunilal never slept in his house. He spent his nights in solitary and dangerous place such as the crematorium of Nadiad or rendezvous of thieves. Naturally, in places such as those, there were times of stress and strain for Chunilal. From the deepest depth of his heart he would then sing devotional songs of his own creation. By God's grace Dadaji, clairvoyance heard these prayers in Gujarati and though he did not know that language, repeated them exactly. Pleased with Chunilal's fervour he would exclaim, "How saturated with deep feeling his prayer are! It is because of his intense earnestness that they reach my ears." When Chunilal visited Saikheda later on Bhagwatprasad would show him the prayers which he had written down. Not a word was found altered from the original composition. 

I am That 

     During his first visit, Chunilal was surprised at Dadaji's effusion: "I am Saibaba of Shirdi, I am Upasani Maharaj, I am Tejuddin Baba. I am the Swami of Akalkot." (They were all well-known saints of India. Two were Muslims.) Chunilal could not, at first, believe in the truth of that claim. Many years after, however, when he had grown into a highly advanced sadhak, he had graphic visions of those saints and could discern his Dada in their hearts. It was then that he saw that Dada's utterances were not hollow boasts and that by self-realization the saints were identical in spirit. That broadened his outlook. Without any constraint he met them and rose in sature by the meetings. 
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The Antyaja Seva Mandal opened in 1928 a new Ashram to provide free food, residence, and education to Antyaja (untouchable) boys at Bodal, a small village in Kheda District. Shree Vallabhbhai Patel performed the opening ceremony. (Later he was entitled 'Sardar' by the people. He made a name in history by saving India from becoming a huge Balkanized region. When India became independent in 1947, the British rulers with just the non-chalant advice to join with either Bharat or Pakistan also gave about 600 subordinate native states. Sardar Vallabhbhai, however, competently managed to amalgamate almost all of them into one compact Bharat.) It was a celebration day that ended with a feast. What with the preparation for the occasion and what with the service at the feast etc., the workers, tired and jaded, could go to sleep only after midnight. 

     Within an hour they were roused by a commotion. One of them, Bhagat in fact, was crying very loudly, "Hari Om, Hari Om," to ease the torture he was suffering from. For the night rest he had gone a little away from the crowd. Two seniors, Thakkar 'Bapa' (Bapa - father; of the downtrodden Bhills and Antyajas) and Shree Srikant, Vice-president of Bhil Seva Mandal, also went there and they slept on both the sides of Bhagat. Strange, that a deadly viper had chosen the man sleeping in the middle for his deadly bite. Stranger still, that the victim, instead of giving way to howls and tears, was uttering very loudly and incessantly the chant 'Hari Om', intensely absorbed in the chant he was hardly conscious of anything else. Popular remedies were tried. They failed. Snake charmers came. They could do nothing. Somebody suggested the use of neem (herbal) leaves. If they tasted bitter, there was a hope of recovery. Bhagat said he was accustomed to eating neem leaves and would not even otherwise find them bitter. Quick medical aid was impossible in that small village or nearly. No vehicle to take him quickly to the nearest railway station, eight miles away was available. After ages, therefore, he was taken to the Missionary Charitable Hospital at Anand. Dr. Cook was well known all around for his very loving and serviceable nature. (The people honored him by arranging a public function when later he retired.) He extracted the poison. He was a devout Christian and could understand the significance of the chant. He said the patient was able to keep up his life for that long time only by the grace of God invoked by his chant. The poison, he declared, was otherwise deadly enough to kill any man in no time. 

     Even this near-rebirth of Bhagat has an unhappy aftermath. For many years he had to take a cold bath thrice or four times a day to cool his body. And yet this tale is an example of the God's favour in His unique way. 

     The very instant of the bite Bhagat had a brain wave. (Who sent it but God?) He was immediately reminded of a related observation of Mahatma Gandhi made many years earlier. The Mahatma Gandhi had stated that it was of superb importance to see that a snake-bitten man did not lose his consciousness. Even beating him repeatedly to save him from stupor was a merciful non-violent act. This sudden remembrance made Bhagat resolve to keep up his consciousness at any cost. Hence his do-or-die attempt at loud incessant chanting, and hence its finale in that constant uninterrupted remembrance of God which was so much after Bhagat's heart. Was this snake - bite then a calamity, a curse? It was in fact a boon. Bhagat had gone to Bodal only to attend the celebration. He returned to Nadiad loaded with the gift of a great fillip to his spiritual progress. 

Memorable Struggle of India 

     Two years after, in 1930, Gandhiji made the historic march on foot to Dandi to offer 'Satyagraha' (civil disobedience) by making contraband salt at the sea-shore there. Chests of tea dropped in the sea at Boston heralded the advent of freedom for the Crown Colonies, now the U.S.A. This breach of the salt law at the Dandi seashore was similar in significance in consequence of that great civil disobedience movement, that rebel chief and sworn enemy of the British Empire. Mahatma Gandhi was invited for a parley at the Round Table Conference in London and the King Emperor himself called him for an interview. Both these facts are really the turning point in the history of the Indian struggle. As the indication of the unique event of disarmed, impoverished, disorganized, schematized heterogeneous India winning independence from the mightiest well armed, disciplined, British Empire and that mostly by non-violence, a method unprecedented in the history of the world. 

The R.T.C. (Round Table Conference) however failed just then. Mahatma Gandhiji's imprisonment soon after brought about in 1932 the resurgence of the civil disobedience struggle, and greater harassment of freedom - fighters. All that explains why even workers in the social field came out to join the C.D.( Civil Disobedience) movements. Bhagat seized both these chances. His mother gladly allowed him to plunge in the frays. Bhagat, however, was eager for them for a reason quite different from what it was in his joining the 1920-21 non-cooperation movement. Then, like others, he too yearned for the political freedom of his country in 1930-32 he jumped in the movements in order to have a quit time for his spiritual quest, undisturbed by distraction that his duties to his family and to Antyaja boys inevitably demanded. Jails conveniently provided, for those who cared, sufficient leisure to concentrate on their favourite topics. Jawaharlal Nehru, for instance, wrote all his books in jail.  

     The C.D.( civil disobedience) movement of 1930 provided Bhagat the chance of rising to a greater  degree of fearlessness also. He attended a meeting held in Dehwan, a small state near Kheda District. The Thakore Saheb's sepoys fell upon the members of the meeting with lathis (long and thick wooden staffs). Bhagat was one of the two workers of the Antyaja Seva Mandal beaten severely. By God's grace, however, both of them were saved from permanent injuries. And then he went to jail in 1930 where, owing to the overcrowding of c.d. prisoners, no work could be taken from them and Bhagat could spend his time in chanting 'Hari Om'. He did all that so quietly that his colleagues, preoccupied with political thoughts and talks, did not notice it. After a persistent inquiry from him, Bhagat explained that he was chanting 'Hari Om' mantra. Then, about 10 days before the Gandhi-Irwin Pact released all c.d. prisoners, he was transferred to Visapur Jail near Ahmadnagar. 

     In Visapur Jail, Bhagat remembered, at Harijan Ashram he used to tell verse from Bhagwad Gita during prayers to the students in simplified words. The students could very much understand this and so had requested him to convert the whole Bhagwad Gita in a simplified version. So Bhagat decided, to write Bagwad Gita in a simplest language such that even a ordinary illiterate person could understand it. He completed writing during his tenure in jail and to verify about its simplicity he asked his mother to listen Bhagwad Gita which he had written when he was released from jail and confirmed it. 

     In 1932 the Government, as has been stated already was much more harsh. At that time Bhagat was sent to Yervada Central prison. Prisoners, kept in a long line, were made to enter singly through a window in the first prison door. As soon as the prisoner came in he was hurled by the warder inside with such violent force that he either stumbled along to the second entrance door or fell down midway. It was nothing less than a severe beating. As Bhagat saw this from a short distance, he heard a Voice; "Do tratak (Yogic method of captivating the mind of a person by fixing on him a steady loving gaze). As he was coming nearer the first door he heard the Voice twice or thrice. He obeyed this supernal instruction. The result was much happier than he had hoped for. Entirely dropping his ferocious conduct, the warder looked kindly on him allowed him to walk to the second door without doing him any harm and recommended him to his superior officer the grant of a special wheat diet. The latter was surprised. He questioned Bhagat, "Are you a magician?" "I know no magic," Bhagat replied with a winning smile. "Save that of devotion to God and so of selfless love for all." The officer was pleased and granted him the recommended wheat diet. Bhagat, however, used to give it away to an ailing fellow-prisoner and take in return his common diet of jowar roti (unleavened bread made of a cheap cereal)  

Two Brochures 

     In 1923 by God's grace, Bhagat had continued in his effort to make his mind love sadhana. "Manane" (Manane was Bhagat- Pujya Shree Mota's first publication. It is an address, an admonition, an exhortation, and an appeal to the mind to behave in a manner suited to its elevation. It was translated into English as "To The Mind") was one such effort. He also felt that it would be excellent, if he could always present before his mind an exact picture of the aim he had set out to gain. By God's grace "Tuj Charane" ( "Tuj Charane" means a dedication to  the Feet of the Lord It was translated into English as "At Thy Lotus Feet") is a mirror of the followings: (1) prayers to praise the Lord for his beneficence; (2) exposition on the methods (yoga) of self-realization; (3) ways and means to become and remain aware of the goal of Self-realization; (4) prayers to enable one to practice these ways and (5) statement of desire for the answer of prayers. It is also a description of the characteristics of a soul perfected by effort, a developing soul in the process of perfection, and a soul that has been blessed by Divine Grace. 

     By God's grace "At Thy Lotus Feet" had made him constantly remember the goal of his life, and done him a very good service as well. In his childhood he used to dream of the Himalayas quite often, yearning for their darshan. In his youth when he practiced sadhana, the same desire persisted strongly. He had the inspiration to get his booklet printed and go on the pilgrimage to the  Himalayas with the aid of the sale proceeds. In 1923, only a small sum was necessary for the journey, but even that was very difficult for him to acquire. His spiritual mother (Prabhaben) paid the printing charge. By God's grace, the booklet's sale was not much trouble and he got Rs.437/- from it. From this money he travel to Himalayas.       

Crucible 

     It was once during these periods of turmoil that, from the small number of workers outside jails, Bhagat had to work both as superintendent of the Harijan Ashram at Navsari and as Secretary of the whole Gujarat Harijan Sevak Sangh. ("Aantyaja Seva Mandal" and "Antyaja Ashram" were changed into "Harijan Sevak Sangh" and "Harijan Ashram" in 1932. Mahatma Gandhi gave this new name to 'Antyajas' to raise their social status. The word 'Harijan' has a historical background. As early as in the 15th century Saint Narasinh Mehta, belonging to the highest sub-caste even among blue blood Brahmins, went to Antyaja quarters where he sang devotional songs. He was therefore outcaste. He retorted in a song saying that those who kept away from 'Harijans' (men of God) were wasting their precious lives and running after tinsels. Gandhiji picked up that expression after his historic 'fast unto death' in Yervada Central Prison in 1932. An agreement annulling separate electorates for Antyajas (for that would have created bad blood and break among Hindus and consequent very severe oppression of Antyajas) made between caste-Hindus and Antyaja leaders and endorsed by the British Government ended his fast and saved his life. Earlier also, for accepting an Antyaja family as inmate of his Ashram, he had faced banishment and his Ashram had come to the brink of an empty chest owing to the withdrawal of support by caste-Hindus. The Godsend rich donation through a reformer millionaire had saved the Ashram.) 

His duties at the Harijan Ashram at Navsari alone were difficult enough. As Secretary moreover he had to look after the finances and management of the Sangh's institutions. In addition a new problem faced him. The Navsari Ashram, then under the Indian State of Baroda.  The Ashram was situated at a solitary place nearly a mile from the town. Before Bhagat took charge, the Ashram was already used by civil resisters as a very convenient resort for their secret plans to fight the British Government. Bhagat himself had already gone to jail and suffered lathi blows. Civil resisters naturally therefore had expected all possible aid from the Ashram and from Bhagat, for companion-in-arms.

     But Harijan Sevak Sangh, with its branch Harijan Ashram at Navsari, was avowedly and strictly an institution devoted solely to the social service of Harijans. The C.I.D. (Central Investigation Department, Police) had begun to suspect that the Navsari Harijan Ashram had become a centre of Anti-British activities. Bhagat saw that the Harijan Ashram and the Harijan Sevak Sangh had got to be saved from the possible heavy hand of the Baroda State under pressure from the paramount British power. 

     He had therefore to take a firm stand against his own men, his political co-workers. For this courageous insistence he incurred their displeasure, but cleared the air of the Ashram. 

Darshan of the Guru 

     This entire disturbance had its inevitable effect upon his mind. He was ill at ease and feeling that he was steadily but surely losing ground, declining from the high spiritual state he had come to. And that consciousness only intensified his agony. It seemed to him impossible to remove himself from the network into which he saw himself caught. During this period of his dilemma, when Bhagat was a teacher in a Harijan boys' school in Nadiad, he took all his students to the bank of the Shedhi River three miles away. The boys indulged in fun and frolic and he himself plunged into the depths of prayer and sadhana. With the very willing approval of the Harijan boys of the Navsari Ashram, they decided to spend a night on the lonely bank of River Supra, a few miles away. Equipped with their kits, including food, in a hand-cart, they started for a quiet place on the sands of the river. It was a lovely trip. They indulged freely in jokes and chats. At their destination, the boys collected wooden sticks scattered thereabouts and lighted a cheerful fire. 

     The younger boys kept the night watch until about 10:30 p.m. Then the older boys took their turn for the purpose. Bhagat kept the vigil all along, of course with his continuous silent chant. After midnight the climax was reached in the entrancing beauty of the environment. The stars in the heavens above shone brilliantly. The river, as it flowed, sang a melodious song. The soft touch of the gentle breeze quieted the mind. The sight, the sound, the touch together played the part of a lullaby (song to put child to sleep). Nature had gone into something like a samadhi. That had its overpowering effect on Bhagat, but in a way different from the usual somnolence or sleep it produces. His silent chant of 'Hari Om' on the background of his mind affected by the superb scene completely subdued all ripples of disturbing thought or sensation and he fell into a state of samadhi, wherein there was full Self-centred but no outgoing consciousness.

     And then it happened. 'Is this a dream?' he wondered. Is it a projection of my unconscious mind?' 'Auto - suggestion?' 'An apparition?' 'What is it?' He asked himself, for he saw something in his wide-awake state, which his mind could hardly believe to be true. It was the three dimensional form of his deceased Guru, Balayogiji, who had given up the ghost years before! The vision startled him at first. Then he bowed down to him with deep reverence and love. At that very moment came the loud unbraiding voice of that form,  "You fool ! I am here in perfect, tangible reality, in flesh and blood. I have come to animate you. Take it from me that though your present circumstances appear to be harmful to you, they are deliberately brought about by God to establish in your heart firmly and intensely, your urge for self-realization. God deigns to shower his grace and take charge of a very sincere sadhak who pines for union with him. He himself looks after both  his yoga and khsehma (spiritual and material welfare.)" 

     " Be at ease and rest assured that God himself is going to look after all your affairs in order to facilitate your sadhana." 

     Since you might feel a strong aversion toward the abuse he had hurled at me, I will not repeat it here. And then came his departing admonition: " If even after all I have said, you persist in doubting my presence, let me tell you as surely as I have resurrected myself before you, a dead body lies here." Then he drew a circle in the sand and disappeared.
     
     It was but natural. The whole thing had occurred in a flash and was too fantastic to be acceptable at once. And yet he was fully awake when he saw the form and heard the words of his late Guru! Fortunately the Guru had left a cue to resolve his doubt. He woke up two or three bigger boys and asked them if they could see with their lamps any circle drawn on the sand. They found it. Then he asked them to dig out the portion within. After going about 4 feet deep they came to a shallow pool of water. But still no corpse! he asked them to continue. They dug deeper and low and behold, there it was - a dove with its dead body dry in water like a lotus-leaf ! All the doubts of Bhagat were set completely at rest.  

Naked Fakir 

     Once when Bhagat (Chunilal is referred to as Bhagat henceforth as he had already adopted that surname and, by now, was popularly called Bhagat.) was in an 'untouchable' quarter in Marida Bhagole (bhagole- locality). On his usual round to persuade the children to go to school with him, somebody told him that a naked man was lying in a farm a little away from there.

     Bhagat went that way and saw him from a distance.. "Naked Fakirs", half covered like Gandhiji, could be seen in plenty, even in their own motorcar, in the hot climate of South India. But this was 24-carat gold in nudity. Not a shred of clothing on him!  
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     Bhagat sensed that the naked man could be no other than a lunatic, or a yogi who had overcome dualities such as heat and cold, respect and contempt, disgust and fondness. He took about 2 lbs. Of milk in a specially cleaned vessel and, approaching the naked man with reverence, prayed to him to begin to drink the milk. The naked man sat up, gulped the milk and again stretched himself. His behavior convinced Bhagat that the man was indeed a Master. A feeling of devotion sprang up in his heart, in the language of silence he prayed to him to confer his grace on him and grant him the power to remain continually employed in his heart in the pursuit of his spiritual aim, no matter what he was doing outwardly. 

     The naked fakir immediately responded partly in Marathi and partly in broken Hindi language  to this unspoken prayer. He asked him to provide him lodging in a Muslim house. The demand created two problems: how to take a wholly naked man in a locality inhabitant by men and women and where to find the house of a Muslim prepared to accommodate such a Greek model. Here again his loving manner of greeting Muslims came to his help. He remembered the friendly Hakim Saheb. To him he went and told him everything, without reserve, about the Olia. Though a Muslim, the Hakim Saheb agreed to let the stark naked Hindu Sadhu stay in his single room on the first floor, if nothing untoward happened and so if he was not compelled to drive him out. Bhagat agreed. 

     The other problem was solved more easily. He successfully beseeched the sadhu to let him warp a strip of sackcloth round his waist. Then in a hired carriage they both went in the evening to the Hakim Saheb's house. Though the sadhu was bulky in size and heavy in weight, he went up the staircase with wonderful speed. Bhagat had already swept the room, brought an earthen vessel filled with drinking water, spread a thick cotton mattress and set a long cotton-stuffed spherical cushion for resting the back on. With bricks and earthen tubs half-filled with dust, he has also improvised a latrine for the sadhu's use. Shortly after they came to that room, Bhagat left and returned with unleavened millet breads, some cooked vegetable and milk. 

    The fakir took the food, but did not care to wash his hand and mouth. Bhagat cleaned them with a wet towel. Then, after some fear of a repulse, he massaged the fakir's body. In the mornings also, the fakir would neither wash his teeth and face nor use the earthen tubs. He evacuated his bowels and bladder at different placed on the floor itself. He was a 'pishacha' adept. ((Realized souls are said to be in one or more of these states; that of a child (baala), a lunatic (malta), a gruesome filthy person (pishacha), a complete idiot and idler (jada)). Bhagat would remove the dirt and then plaster the soiled places with a cow-dung and clay and water. (Old styled India houses have their floors plastered with that mixture and decorated with semi-circular columns on the plaster. Being a bad conductor of heat and cold it helps and does not harm the health of the person who squats on the floor.) 

Control Over Nature's Call 

    During the fakir's stay, Bhagat wondered when he notice that there was a period of 4 or 5 days when fakir ate and drank (water) to the fill, but did not ease nature at all, yet had no effect on his health or the serenity of his mind.
    The olia said hardly anything to Bhagat personally, but in his absence talked freely with the Hakim Saheb. 

Invitation 

     After about 12 days' stay fakir said he would like to leave. Bhagat took him in a carriage and asked the driver to carry them along the road to Uttarasanda. A little beyond the outskirts of Nadiad, the fakir stopped the carriage, got down and proceeded on foot. Bhagat paid the fare and hurried to overtake him. They walked some distance in silence. Then the fakir said "Come along, I am going to Sakori." Chunilal demurred: " I, for one, believe in performing those duties to my family that destiny and the present circumstances have cast upon me. All the same I will accompany you, if you would be gracious enough to grant me a quicker pace in my sadhana.". It would be a higher dharma (duty) for me and I would gladly be at Sakori for some time, if you were so gracious with these three requests
(1) the cherished desire for which I do sadhana must be fulfilled by your holy self;
(2) I must be able to see you in vision constantly remembering nothing and no one else;
(3) fare for both ways, to and from, must fall into my hands as if from the skies. 

     On returning to the town, Bhagat went straight to Hakim Saheb, arranged things in the attic in their order, and thanked him very heartily. Hakim Saheb told Bhagat: " That olia is a really very great saint. He lives in Sakori (Mahashtra) and is Upasani Maharaj by name. Deliberately he stole out of Sakori (to come in touch with you). You are very fortunate to have the chance of serving that great saint and gaining his deep love." 

Response 

     Some time passed after Bhagat's memorable contact with Upasani Maharaj. The Bardoli Satyagraha (satyagraha means non-violent resistance) movement had already begun and Bhagat had enrolled his name as a volunteer for the fight. (Bardoli Satyagraha : According to the system of reviewing revenue amounts paid by farmers every thirty years, the British Government had appointed an Inquiry Commission. It greatly increased revenue payments. When all legal avenues for the redress of their grievances failed, the farmers of Bardoli resolved, under the guidance of Shree Vallabhbhai Patel, to offer non-violent resistance by refusing to pay any revenue. On the successful end of that satyagrah, Vallabhbhai was given the popular title of Sardar.) 

     On the same day, Bhagat received an order to go to Bardoli, and most unexpectedly he saw Upasani Maharaj in a vision. Since the vision appeared quite often, Bhagat was seized with a keen desire to go to him." Why do I have these visions today - just when I must proceed to Bardoli? So many days have passed since he left me ! Why not earlier?" Bhagat was in such a quandary. Repetition of the question in search of the answer reminded him of his three conditions. If they were fulfilled, he had then said, he would go to his place. That put him at ease. "The question of going to him," he decided, "arises only when he get an amount sufficient for his journey there both ways. He need not worry over the matter just now. At the same time, if he get that amount today, he will definitely go there and postpone his departure for Bardoli." 

      On Bhagat's way to the school and back he had to pass by a Vaishnava Haveli (a big temple of Lord Vishnu). The following lines of a chant by Dayarambha (a well-known poet and devoted worshiper) charmed him and he sang them loudly as he walked:  None should call you a Vaishnava bygone, Why are you strutting like a coxcomb?. Repeatedly Bhagat sang these lines for self- mortification and no other purpose. Those lines, however, the visitor wrongly saw in it a hit at him, was angry, and a stinging slap on the face was Bhagat's reward for singing those lines. In return Bhagat told him with due humility and respect, "He sing these lines to himself only. For his own spiritual uplift, he have been singing them constantly since many days." 

     Some days passed after that extraordinary gift of a slap for singing a chant. On the very day Bhagat oscillated between choosing Bardoli or Sakori (Upasani Maharaj's place) a gentleman stopped Bhagat as he was passing by that same temple, singing the same lines. Before Bhagat could do or say anything, he caught Bhagat's hand and put fourty-five rupees into his palm. Bhagat was astonised. "What's this? Why do you give the money to me? Bhagat asked. The gentleman replied:  "For the last few days I have seen that every time you pass along this street, you sing hymns to God. That has made a profound impression on me. I have long since been thinking of giving you something as a mark of my respect for you. The urge to pay my tribute to you became insistent today. The moment I heard you singing I came to you. Do, please, have the goodness to accept the amount and oblige me." 

     Bhagat was amazed at the significance and the strange contrast those same two lines produced - a sound slap as a punishment and a gift of fourty-five rupees as a reward !The latter solved his problem. Immediately Bhagat sent an application for leave to the Secretary of the Harijan Sevak Sangh and started forth-with for Sakori. That was how Upasani Maharaj granted two primary desires of Chunilal and enabled him to go to Sakori 

Strange Sight 

     After reaching Sakori, Bhagat put his luggage in a safe place, had his bath, and went to Upasani Maharaj. The sight of Upasani Maharaj was a fresh evidence of his very abnormal ways. Bhagat found him sitting, like an animal in a zoo, in a cage which he had got constructed for himself. He learnt that the Maharaj had already been in it for some time last and was to remain in it nobody knew how long. (In fact, his self-imprisonment lasted for months. Not for a moment did he come out during the period!) 

An Ordeal 

     Bhagat bowed down and prostrated himself before Upasani Maharaj from outside the cage. He was asked to sit at a little distance. He did so and was at once absorbed in his sadhana. After about 5 or 6 hours, he had an urge to go to lavatory. He tried to get up, but failed. He imagined his legs had grown stiff, but found them inflexible. He could slide sitting down but not stand up. And everything else about the body was quite normal. Bhagat was in a fix. There was the nature's call and also his utter inability to get up and go to answer it. He had the only resource for a man of his type - to pray. He prayed fervently and managed to pass about two hours more. But the ordeal also grew in severity as time passed. It was a regular tug-of-war between Bhagat and nature, Half an hour more in intense absorption in players. Consciousness then returned and with it the now almost unbearable pressure of nature. Again he forced his mind to turn to prayerful meditation. Then, during the absorption this time, he realized in a flash that it was all the contrivance of Upasani Maharaj who wanted him to follow his track of the 'pishacha' yogi. 

Purification 

     With this intuitional revelation all the inhibitions of Bhagat were off in a trice. Freely he cased his nature there and then. The result was unimaginable. He found himself sitting in a short time in a pool of urine mixed with faeces about four feet in diameter and all that though he had nothing to eat or drink for the past four days!  

And this copious easing continued. The loathsome sight naturally infuriated some people. They began to pelt him with small pieces of stone to drive him away. Upasani Baba, the root of the whole mischief, went on quietly looking at the scene as a spectator. But a girl of about 13 years tried to pacify the people and save Bhagat from harassment, (He learnt later on that the maid was the future renowned 'Godavari Mata', the worthy successor of Upasani Maharaj.) All this, however, had practically very little effect on Bhagat's samadhi. 

     At the end of the fifth day, Upasani Maharaj gave him some hot water to drink. The excretions continued for 2 to 3 days more. Bhagat was then given a piece of dry unleavened bread. After 11 days he had a lunch that he could now stand up. He tried and succeeded. That meant the end of his sadhana under Upasani Maharaj. He washed his defiled body and dirty clothes. Cleaned the place where he had sat with a shovel, water and wet cloth, bringing some sandalwood from the market sprinkled profusely over the place to make it emit fragrance in place of the former stench - but even then all along like a sleep walker, in a state of half-samadhi. He then requested Upasani Maharaj to let him return to Nadiad. After half an hour Upasani Maharaj gave the permission and added. "You have come up to a higher stage. You will not fall from it." 

     With the grant thus of Bhagat's third prayer, he left Sakori for Nadiad. 

Dhuniwala Dada or Upasani Maharaj? 

     Bhagat already knew and, after his realization of the self, often told others that the 'Guru' was not merely a visible person of three dimensions, he was in reality the chetanaa (Divine Consciousness) that manifested itself in that form. He felt therefore no hesitation in taking Upasani Maharaj to be but another form of same chetanaa that had revealed itself in Dhuniwala Dada's form. Upasani Maharaj was therefore in essence the same as his Guru, though the Maharaj wore the mask of another bodily form and though the ways and approaches of the two differed in visible practice. 

     That attitude helped him in two ways. He did not at all feel that his loyalty to his Guru was in the least impaired by his entreaty to Upasani Maharaj to help him in his progress in sadhana. His outlook moreover broadened. He could appreciate the worth of other religions, other saints and sages of all times and climes, and other Gurus and their circles that were his contemporaries. He saw the truth in the Vedic aphorism, which says that wise men express in different ways the one, the same Truth - the one and the same Entity. He felt himself all the more equipped when it struck him that Swami Vivekananda had stormed the session of the World Parliament of Religions in Chicago in 1893, by quoting the Sanskrit lines meaning: 

     Owing to a variety of tastes people take to different paths, long or short, but they all reach the same destination - Thyself -, just as rivers running from different directions meet the same one ocean.

     From this attitude of essential identity of the two, Bhagat could have even the vision of his Guru, Dhuniwala Dada, during one of his concentrated looks at Upasani Maharaj. That personal experience reaffirmed to him the fact that his Guru, Keshavanandji, was not at all indulging in idle exaggeration when he said, "I am Upasani Maharaj. I am Sai Baba. I am the Swami of Akalkot etc."  

Divine Intercession 

     Those six years in Nadiad were very fruitful in his progress in sadhana. There were striking evidences also of the helping hand of God. As has been already stated, he never spent his nights at home but resorted to solitary even dangerous places. The object was to continue his sadhana without any disturbance from the noises of the town and the polluting vibrations of the undivine thoughts and talks of the townsmen. One night he happened to go to a thicket of babul trees, which was, he found later, rendezvous of thieves. Some of them looked askance at his presence nearby. They browbeat him and even threatened to murder him. He did not wish to bolt, as he would look small in his own eyes, if he did. He therefore appealed to God for help by silent, fervent prayers. The result was that some others among the thieves themselves intervened and he was allowed to stay on. 

His faith in God had gained a fresh force by the first night's experience. He was by no means an knowledgeable scholar in Sanskrit, but the Gita he had chewed and digested. And the Gita places abhaya (fearlessness) as the first basic, among others, for man worth the name. So he went to the same place with greater courage in his heart and deeper faith in God - with the same successful outcome. Thus by self-experience, he found the Hindi saying, "If you are manly, God is sure to help," to be literally true. This habit turned into nature by long practice. 

     He had another continually happy experience. At that time he used to resort to the crematorium of Nadiad. An old woman there supplied wood for the cremations. After some nights she felt drawn to Bhagat and in motherly kindness she provided him with drinking water in a pot and even a regular cup of tea! God's intercession again!

     As a man progresses in any field of activity, his keenness for and insight into the work also increase. In the midst of his challenging occupations in the social services of the family, the school and the untouchables, he grew more and more on the alert for his spiritual service to the self or God. Off and on, therefore, he went to the local Santram Temple where sadhus used to put up for a while. Of course many of them were not enlightened souls, but some were certainly so. Bhagat cultivated both silent and vocal contact with them. That helped him and by the grace of God he could find a way out his immediate problems, both spiritual and social. "One step enough for me" was the attitude he adhered to. 

Sadhana in Solitude 

     Those were ennobling times when earnest souls strove to gain their goals, of Swaraj, of social service or, for a very few, of spiritual uplift and, to say the least. Bhagat was definitely one of those very few. He too, rarely took any casual leave from his work and even Sundays were no holidays for him. But after the injustices and shocks he had received his innate unconscious wish took a definite turn. His life's centre of gravity now became the search of the divine. He used to take one-month holiday every year to resort to solitary places. Sometime in his meditations he would have a specific hint as to go through the actual vision of the site. He did not at all worry over the question of food-supply, but left the matter entirely to God. If he felt hungry and there was nothing to eat he could be content with only water. Even 4 or 5 days without any solid food did not, in that super-normal state, create a craving for it. But God sent food through unknown villagers afterwards. 

White vs. Black Magic 

     It is not only 'sages who have seen charms in solitude'. The underworld apart, this is another class of men with an equally grim determination, but without the sages' noble impulse, who frequent crematoriums, graveyards and other lonely places. Mankind is prone to succumb to temptation and hence special rites invoke spirits even by men of the upper strata of society. In one of his retreats, once when Bhagat went to a lonely place called Chitrakut, he chanced to come across a Brahmin Pandit who used to supply him food daily. They rarely exchanged words but the Pandit took down his address before Bhagat returned home.

     Accordingly, one day the Pandit paid a surprise visit at Bhagat's house. Bhagat's Mother provided him with cooking utensils and food. Pandit only ate food cooked by himself. Pandit told Bhagat "He never sleep in a house". "Nor do I" Bhagat replied; "I go to the crematorium at night and sleep there. You can come with me." So Pandit  accompanied Bhagat to the crematorium to spend the night there. From the Pandit's talks and the materials he took for his sadhana, Bhagat realized that the Pandit practised black magic and wanted him to collect some money in order to enable the Pandit to perform some necessary rites for a higher state in black magic. Of course the Pandit promised a rich reward for the trouble of collection. But Bhagat did not fall into the trap and said point-black to the Pandit that he was totally opposed to black magic. (Some such magicians, Bhagat said much later, had offered to make him in witchcraft so great an adept that he could influence the Viceroy's brain and gain Swaraj! "Why don't you do that yourself?" asked Chunilal and the temptation was nipped in the bud.) In view, however, of his help in the past, Bhagat gave him the fare-charge for Ahmedabad and sent him away. 

     But this incident was an object lesson to him: If black magic can concretize its object (a spirit), the object of one's uplifting attempts, i.e. the Self or God, was bound to be achieved through the white method of sadhana. That gave him a fresh gave him a fresh spurt in it. 

Black magic also is very powerful. Seeing Bhagat's fitness, one such magician, after demonstrating his power of turning soil into a sweetmeat, asked him to stay with him permanently. He refused. The magician was furious and threatened dire consequences. Bhagat, in peace, left him. As he proceeded some distance he had a sudden attack of a whirl in the brain, fell down and became unconscious. Wholly unattended, he would have died there. But some sadhu 'chanced' to come there and he nursed him back to health. Bhagat was left in wonderment whether the sadhu was not his Balayogi Maharaj himself in another form.

     The difference between black and white magic lies chiefly in the motivation. While the saint performs 'miracles', his object is entirely unselfish and beneficent. The magician's is either money, fame, and power for himself or harm to someone else. In the end, however, just as untruth is finally overcome by truth, black magic cannot harm or harass for long a man sincerely struggling to lift up his soul. And 'As you sow, so you reap' is not a myth, it is itself a potent charm. 

At "Dhuvadhar" 

     Among the many falls of River Narmada there is one called "Dhuvadhar" (Dhuva - smoke or vapour, dhar - fall or stream) from the white screen of vapour produced by the fall from a 100-ft. above. On the left side of the fall, there was an extremely small cave, which Bhagat was directed in meditation to resort to for his sadhana. Bhagat started for the place, but on the way his pocket was skillfully slashed and the purse stolen. Friendless and money less, he managed to go to Jubbalpore, and become a menial of a rich humanitarian tobacco merchant, Shree Mohanlal Hargovandas. It was nearly at the end of his short term of service that Shree Mohanlal discovered - through his wife's awareness- that the menial was not of the common kind. On inquiry, he learned what Bhagat was doing. Since then he began to send a small monthly donation to the Antyaja Seva Mandal as a token of his appreciation of Bhagat's worth. That monthly donation continued for a very long time. 

     Armed with just sufficient money gained literally by the sweat of his brow, Bhagat then proceeded to the almost totally inaccessible and dangerous cave just near Dhuvadhar. He spent 21 days in that cave, without food for a few days in the beginning. Then somebody began to supply him food in a basket attached to the end of a rope, which he swung skillfully enough to reach Bhagat's hands.  

      Once when Chunilal-Bhagat went to Tiruchi and Kumbakonam at Shree Nandubhai's house whose business flourished there. Nandubhai used to call and treat Bhagat as his "Motabhai" (elder brother). At that time Shree Parikshitbhai who worked at the Harijan Ashram also use to come at Nandubhai's house and was also called by Nandubhai and his family members as "Motabhai" creating a confusion when Bhagat arrive at a same time. But Bhagat insisted that Shree Parikshitbhai should be referred as "Motabhai" as he was the eldest. At that time one of the family member said for a laugh, then we would call as "Mota". That appelation stuck to him since then and everybody began to speak him as MOTA.  

His Self Abnegation 

     The Gujarat Harijan Sevak Sangh was reconstituted after the comparative stability that followed the second wave of the civil disobedience movement of 1932. Shree Parikshitbhai Majmudar and Bhagat were appointed Secretaries of the H.S. Sangh and the newly gifted Harijan Ashram was made the headquarters of the Sangh. Bhagat, therefore, began to live with his mother, his widowed sister-in-law, and her son in one of the many vacated house of the Ashram. Though both Shree Parikshitbhai and Bhagat were appointed full-fledged Secretaries on a completely equal footing, Bhagat chose to play the second fiddle. Shree Parikshitbhai was always in the limelight. For any work for Harijans it was he who met dignitaries and common people, both official and non-official, and thus caught the eye of the public Bhagat confined himself strictly and voluntarily to the quiet unobtrusive work of the office. He was at once the cashier, the accountant, the peon or the clerk, who would go to banks for deposits and withdrawals, and the typist. 

     He wore a dress, too, which was anything but impressive. Shorts, which reached only the upper parts of his legs and a towel, round his clean-shaven crown were the only things he wore owing to the heat of his body due to the snakebite. His manners also conformed to his deliberately unattractive, if not repulsive, appearance. Throwing all good behaviour to the winds, he would hail a friend at a distance from him with a very loud shout. He would bow to the little Harijan girls of the Ashram-hostel with a laugh "Kalka-Mata! Kripa kario." (Mother Divine, shower thy grace on me or save me from thy fury.) Of course the little girls did not understand its meaning, much less its significance, but they laughed in response as much at him at this strange address. When, sometimes, they saw him going to the lavatory to ease his nature, they would bawl out, 'Don't go.' Bhagat would then gently submit and return to his office-work. At that the girls would giggle, but he wouldn't mind. 

Though in his office-work he was quite efficient and energetic, all this outward behaviour naturally made people rate him low. They even thought he had a loose screw or was an idiot. An irate senior follower of Gandhiji once went to the length of calling this man, in the high position of a Secretary of the Harijan Sangh comprising the whole of Gujarat, an ass! His colleague also, though nothing more than an equal in official status, sometimes treated him as if he was the boss and Bhagat only an underling.  

Total Surrender 

     He had valid reasons for such apparently unusual behaviour. That was one way to put down the unassuming ego. He was training himself to look upon every creature as a demonstration of God and to obey His command, however fantastic or painful. That was why he would not ease his nature, if a little girl asked him to stop even in a joke. By his voluntary gentle submission to praises and insults, he cultivated the spirit of self-control, of refusing to lose his temper and of rising above the temptation to return tit for tat. He would therefore avoid as far as possible offering even an explanation, much less a defense, to justify his conduct. He could also by such self-effacement go on with his sadhana in the seclusion that non-entity provides. Not only did he thereby drive out the very common but degrading urge to be jealous of the rise of his glance, but even have the large-heartedness to rejoice in it. 

Examples 

     Here are some actual incidents in his life, which reveal his spirit of self-effacement and total surrender in him.  

I 

     In response to his castigation as an ass, he did not rejoin but let off his steam by writing a poem for his personal learning. He admitted in it that he was indeed an ass in as much as did not remember his Maker to the extent he should. 

II 

     Gandhiji began in 1942 the fiercest struggle of his life to win freedom for India. In a memorable resolution of the Working Committee the executive head of the Congress asked the British Government to 'Quit India' and the people to put up a fight which it called the 'Do-or-Die' movement. That resolution, moreover, called upon everyone to be his own leader, as Gandhiji expected his own and all other leaders' immediate arrests. As anticipated, all the leaders were immediately hauled up, but that only heightened the tempo of the agitation, which was at its summit at the time of the incident. 

     Bhagat had before then given up his service in the Gujarat Harijan Sevak Sangh and already begun to guide spiritual aspirants that came to him. But he saw that Parikshitbhai, his former colleague was quite improperly jailed very shortly after the 'Quit India' movement started. (He had confined himself strictly to his Harijan Service.) The work of the Harijan Sangh was therefore seriously suffering, especially financially, as his successor did not command any influence over the public and could not secure donations. Thus the work, so dear to Gandhiji's heart and a powerful force to real freedom, had come to its bottom, and the institution, which not only Bhagat but his elder brother earlier and younger brother later had served for many long years, was becoming on the way out. On his own, therefore, in obedience to the Voice within him, Bhagat came out of his shelter in South India and began single handed to collect donations for the Gujarat Harijan Sevak Sangh in Bombay. Though he, too was not a public figure, he had the faith that God would guide and help him, as events proved, He did. 


During this (apparently) self-imposed task of rescuing Harijan Sevak Sangh from inaction, he happened to visit a rich Gujarati gentleman just when Swami Anand, a senior follower of Gandhiji, was present. Bhagat's request to the gentleman to contribute his mite for the Harijan Sevak Sangh excusably infuriated him owing to the country's tense prevailing situation. "What!" He thundered, "This collection at this hour when every paisa and every ounce of energy ought to go to the Great Fight! Sheer nonsense!" Bhagat's reaction to this intensity was complete silence. But this time he wrote a poem and sent it to the enraged Gandhian leader. He stated in it that human beings were only puppets in the hands of the Divine Power and everyone should be allowed to do what he felt to be God's ordinance for him. 

     This calmness and gentle response of Bhagat to the furious anger of the leader converted him. In reply, he quoted the following couplet of Lord Gouranga (a famous medieval saint-leader): 


He who worships Lord Hari, 
     Humbler than a worm should be;
    Be as long-suffering as the tree,
          And honour them who scoffers are. 


     Shree Nandubhai (Personal assistant, devoted disciple and worthy successor of Pujya Shree Mota since 1940) has preserved this letter.

     (Here are the Experiences as a Collector of fund for the Gujarat Harijan Sevak Sangh)

     ( i ) It was no easy job for him to collect funds for Harijan work. He knew practically nobody in Bombay. He had even in Gujarat always remained behind the curtain. His new role in life as a spiritual guide was still unknown to the public. Those days, moreover, were days of hectic political activity. Social service was shunted to the background. The Government was alert in search of freedom fighters, many of whom had gone underground and discarded Khadi for carrying on their work safely. Pujya Shree Mota, however, stuck to Khadi, which had become long since the badge of national workers. He was therefore looked upon with suspicion - especially by the low-grade constables. He was once even arrested and taken to the Marbawdi Police Station for inquiry. As it was not uncommon, even before the investigation, the police roughly handled him. By God's grace, however, the head constable was sensible. He believed in his bonafides and set him free without further molestation. 

     ( ii ) He had only printed receipt-books of the Sangh with him. But his demeanour did not arouse suspicion and he could secure subscriptions. One businessman, however, questioned him: "How am I to know you are a genuine worker and not a crook?" 


      Pujya Shree Mota saw the point. Immediately he went to Poona, where "Thakkar Bapa", the president of the All-India Harijan Sevak Sangh, then happened to be. He knew Pujya Shree Mota very well as a veteran, honest, and earnest servant of the Harijans. The moment Pujya Shree Mota spoke of this difficulty, he took up the pen and wrote a gushing letter authorizing Pujya Shree Mota to collect funds for Gujarat Harijan Sevak Sangh. 

     God's grace helped him further. Janmabhumi is a Gujarati daily of long-standing and wide circulation. Shree Karsandas Manek then edited it, a graduate of Gandhiji's University and a friend of Pujya Shree Mota. He published Thakkar Bapa's authorizing letter at a prominent place in his paper. That set all doubt and Government's suspicion at rest. 

     ( iii ) All the same, he had a queer experience. Once he approached an influential businessman. Instead of paying his amount outright, the merchant put down on paper Rs.500/- and started a list of promising donors. That was heartening. Large sums were promised and collected. But that leading influential businessman, the most generous contributor on paper gave Pujya Shree Mota Rs.500/- but only Rs.100/-! That was a shocking surprise. When he was asked the reasons, the businessman said, "I put down Rs.500/- in order that others might contribute relatively and more liberally. I wanted to give you only Rs.100/-". The tone and manner of the donor convinced Pujya Shree Mota that no verbal persuasion or argument would succeed. He did not bandy words with the merchant, but did not also accept the Rs.100/- offered. 

     A strange device for a strange impasse, Pujya Shree Mota pitted against that rock-like firmness a silent, persistent, Satyagraha. He would present himself at the opening time of the concern, sit quietly on a bench for visitors, get up lovingly, respectfully bow to the merchant when he came, and go on writing letters to spiritual aspirants. Before the closing time also the merchant found him writing something, as he stood up to bow to the merchant. This went on for full 7 days. As the uniformly loving and courteous behaviour of Pujya Shree Mota had already softened the merchant, he allowed his curiosity to break the ice. "What ever are you writing all along?" he asked. He was given the latest letter to read. That letter opened his eyes. "O," he exclaimed, "you seem to be a holy man talking of God with such assurance!" All his opposition evaporated. He gave the promised amount of Rs.500/-. 

	

	     ( iv ) Some well-dressed prostitutes once met him in a railway train. On casual inquiry they learnt that Pujya Shree Mota was collecting a fund for the Harijan cause. "Will you (deign to) accept our donations?" they asked. (Some people refuse to accept money earned that way. They term it unholy and harmful to their cause.) Pujya Shree Mota agreed. They went on further, "will you (please) come to our place and get the money?" Without flinching Pujya Shree Mota said 'yes' even on that point. On the fixed day he went to their despised quarter and accepted their contributions. Their faces sparkle with delight, as they were so sympathetically treated by a member of the class that usually ignore them. In this regard for despised Pujya Shree Mota is not alone. Many saints' as well as social workers have been considerate to them. But the very fact that they are very generally sneered at shows that such sympathy is undoubtedly a quality of a high order and only high-ranking souls possess it. This heart-felt fellow feeling is an alchemic agency. History shows many instances of criminals of the worst sort becoming angels among men.  

III 

     During his first contacts, Shree Nandubhai was wonderstruck at the sight of Bhagat typing something in English. "O," he said to himself, 'he knows enough English to be able to type - and so fast!" 

IV 

     Years ago, when no S.T. Buses were plying and scant if any, regard was paid to the convenience or safety of travellers by private bus-owners. Bhagat and Hemantbhai Nilkanth happened to go by a railway train to Versoda and Andarpura, villages in tiny Indian states in North Gujarat. Earliest possible return to Ahmedabad was crucial. They therefore walked to the nearest bus-stand about a mile away. Though it was a starting station, passengers were already packed like sardines in it. The footboard was overcrowded so were the mudguards. The only option was to sit on the roof of the bus. When the bus started, the persons there had to be very alert. They had to bend on one side or the other, to save themselves from the overhanging shaft-like branches of trees that the bus would pass headlong by. And Bhagat and Hemantbhai Nilkanth were warned that only two days earlier a passenger had to be hospitalized for a serious wound in his chest from the piercing end of a stiff branch. But necessity compelled them. They sat on the roof but Bhagat appeared beset with fear. "Bhagat! What's this! Why be afraid? Let's take it as a part of the game," Hemantbhai  exhorted him. Years after, Hemantbhai realized that it was nothing but a deliberate show on Bhagat's part to hide his fearlessness and be under-rated. 

V 

     What is essential for the cultivation of humility is the spirit of immediate and whole-hearted obedience to any order, however unpleasant or unwise. It demands nothing less than a soldier's discipline which eschews all questioning. 'There is not to reason why, there is but to ' do and die' as was done by the Light Brigade of horsemen immortalized in a poem. Bhagat followed this practice to such an extent as to excite the urge to make a butt of ridicule and cut practical jokes with him. In the Harijan Ashram there was a teen-ager, Mohan, the son of Shree Narharibhai, an old colleague of Gandhiji. With all a teen-agers' excitement he gave a handful of dust to Bhagat by way of a present on his birthday and asked him to swallow it. Without a moment's hesitation, he gulped it down. 

VI 

     Once even an elderly gentleman, Shree Nathakaka, was tempted to put Bhagat's spirit of obedience to a test. They were sitting in the Harijan Sangh's office room and there was no outsider. " Bhagat!" he said, "If I ask you to take off your clothes and become naked just now- in the office?" Hardly had he finished, when Bhagat got up and began to untie the string of his shorts. The tester himself was scared. "Stop, Stop, he cried out." That's enough. You have proved your spirit"  

VII 

     After all these instances, it is unnecessary to add that Bhagat never shy away, when his doting mother called him by the pet name 'Chunio' in the presence of his superiors or subordinates. But the following is unusual, Shree Lalbhai, the elder brother of Shree Jivanji Desai (Manager of Gandhiji's Navajivan papers and the press), would, with all the warmth of a loving elder, hail Bhagat, the Superintendent of the Harijan Ashram, as "Chunia", in the presence of the Ashram boys, whenever he passed by the Ashram, on his way to Navsari. And Bhagat would respond without flinching in the least. During the last hours, when Shree Lalbhai was lying in his bed, he yearned to have Bhagat by his side. Bhagat of course sped to him and Lalbhai died happily and peaceful. 


Madcap's Love 

     His clear strangeness did not end there. Intense, disinterested love for a friend, he knew, was a stepping stone to love for God. Cultivation of love for an individual with the definite object of deepening his love for God was therefore one of the chief activities of Bhagat's inner self. Even those who are advanced souls however, are, owing to incidental causes, subject to moods - to upsurges and quiet flows of love in their hearts. One of Bhagat's ways in order to cultivate love was to take the tide of love at its flood, and at once implements the idea that moment suggested. 

     One night Bhagat was walking on a solitary road in Nadiad. All of a sudden, he did not see why, a feeling of love for Hemantbhai Nilkanth, who was at Navsari, miles away from him, rose up in his heart. An inner call to go to him came to Bhagat. Right at that moment he started to go to the Nadiad Station. With no money in his pocket to buy a railway ticket and, with his primitive dress of shorts, nothing on the upper parts and a strip of cloth round his head, he jumped into a compartment of the train that was just then going to Navsari. By God's grace no railway authority, either during the journey or on the platform of the Navsari station, harassed this ticket less traveller looking like a vagrant deserving arrest. Nor did any policeman catch him as he walked at night for 3 miles to reach the Navsari Harijan Ashram. With all the lively enthusiasm of a schoolboy, he met Hemantbhai and other colleagues. Stayed there for just a few hours, and hurried back to his duties at Nadiad- equipped with money and a mood of satisfaction as his thirst of love was quenched (for a while, but only aggravated thereby).

     This immediate, apparently unusual action out of a spontaneous outburst of love continued even after he had grow into 'Mota' - a - 'Guru' with a highly reputed position in life. Once when he was in Tiruchirapalli in the home of the senior partner of N. Gopaldas & Co. A very respectable firm of jewellers there, he rushed out of the house in a semi-nude state, completely unmindful of the fact that he was thereby jeopardizing not only his own but the reputed Company's prestige. 

     At Kumbakonam, too, where the same Company had its branch, Bhagat, then also respectable both in position and age, became a four-footed animal-'a horse' - and carried on his back the baby boy of the firm's partner in the Big Street and bazaar of the town. Even Bombay, when it was perhaps the most westernized and refined city in India did not deter him. He and Hemantbhai once got into a local train. Though a third class compartment (now second) it carried some of the high but not wealthy society peoples of Bombay. As the compartment was crowded, Bhagat had to stand in the passage near one of the ending doors. From there he chanced to see a former co-worker seated on the last opposite bench. Owing to the distance, Bhagat shouted at the top of his voice, "Hello! Shambhai! How do you do?" the passengers, specially the elite, were shocked at this rude breach of etiquette (conventional rules of manners ) and stare with deep disregard at the door. But the rustic, wholly unconcerned with their contemptuous looks, repeated the cry and gazed at the co-worker with love and laughter in his eyes. Shambhai also, the co-worker, was a sport. "O.K." he replied with nearly the same loud voice and laughed.  

Selfless Service 

     To revert to his life at the Harijan Ashram, the Harijan Sevak Sangh had no permanent funds to rely upon. Its financial position was always unstable, more so because it was not one of the outlets for the charities of the orthodox rich. Bhagat had a family of four to support. He drew only a modest salary. All the same, to help the H.S. Sangh, he added to his official work heavy enough in all conscience, the task of teaching two girls of a neighbouring family and gave away the whole tuition fee of Rs. 35 per month to the Sangh.  

Concern for a Friend 

     Bhagat's rush to Navsari to meet Hemantbhai  was not a solitary instance that clearly revealed his deep love for him. Though Hemantbhai had left the Harijan Sangh, his colleagues of the Sangh continued their close contact with him. Among them, however, Bhagat's caring regard for him was especially remarkable. Owing to his weak digestion Hemantbhai found by experience that it was not advisable for him to take his meals at the common mess of the Gujarat Vidyapith which he was then serving as a teacher. He tried self-cooking with the help of a loving student, but that too was found unworkable. 

	

	     Bhagat, who lived in the Harijan Ashram about a mile and a half further away from Ahmedabad, would take the chance, whenever feasible, to halt at the Vidyapith to meet Hemantbhai on his way to or from the city. As was his wont, from the entrance gate of the spacious courtyard he would shout out the name of Hemantbhai , whose room was on the first floor of the opposite side of the courtyard. During one of these visits Bhagat found his friend in a dejected mood. On inquiry he came to know of the friend's difficulty in the matter of his food supply. "That's nothing," Bhagat cried out in relief. "Put up with me. You will get all the attendance of loving family. You may walk or go by a bus to the Vidyapith and return, as the Ashram students of the Vidyapith do." And Hemantbhai did accept this timely loving offer and had the satisfaction of having meals suitable to his constitution. Bhagat and the family were accustomed to go without milk altogether, expect their morning and afternoon tea, but he insisted on providing milk at the evening meal to Hemantbhai, while both of them dined in company, because of his weak health and long habit. And of course Hemantbhai was required to pay what would just meet the additional expenses. 

Love's Miracle 

     Deep love for others, proceeding not from self-centered attachment but from keen love for God, the source of all Love and Power, sometimes produces incidents that may be characterized as supernatural. It was in 1937, even before Bhagat received the divine commission to guide others on the spiritual path, that one such incident happened. 

     At that time Hemantbhai was living with his sister at Sirohi in Rajasthan as an invalid trying to recover his health. He requested Bhagat to give him the pleasure of his company for a short period. Bhagat complied. There was a balance in the house and Hemantbhai happened to get himself weighed on the day of Bhagat's arrival. The same balance showed that within 3 days that Bhagat spent with him, he had gained 1 1/2 lbs, in weight. This increase of half-a-pound per day in the weight of an almost chronic invalid that Hemantbhai was in those years was too extraordinary an event in his life to be ever forgotten. 

     But his mind cramped up by his reasoning faculty was at times tempted to attribute to his joy at meeting Bhagat the true explanation of the extraordinary phenomenon. A later incident, of which also Hemantbhai was an eyewitness, however cleared the doubt. They were then staying in Tiruchirapalli with Shree Gopaldas of N. Gopaldas & Co. Mrs. Gopaldas was in a rather bad state of health and so in low spirits. Bhagat-then Shree Mota already -asked her to go get herself weighed. Some two or three others followed suit. Shree Mota did not perform any rites or chant mantras (magical formulas), nor did he without into silence or meditation. All the same when he asked them only after about 3 hours to get them weighed again, it was found that everyone had gained by 2 or 4 lbs. Mrs. Gopaldas was naturally happy at this unbelievable increase in her weight in a very few hours.  

Single-minded Devotion 

     During Bhagat's stay in the Harijan Ashram from 1934 to 1939, Hemantbhai found (as he too then often lived in the Ashram) that Bhagat was never engaged in reading a newspaper-not even a religious treatise and in a discussion of any sort. Bhagat could be seen, however, to have with him, even in his office, a slate and a slate-pen or a loose piece of paper and an ink-pen. On it he would write down, even during short intervals of spare time, a whole bhajan (a hymn), or some parts of it, of his own creation. As his sole object was God-remembrance for himself, he was never fastidious in the matter of its output as a piece of literary art. 

All this was rather annoying to his friend, Hemantbhai, a man of varied tastes, with an itch for discussion on any subject, interested in refined literature - including novels -, in social service, and above all in the burning problems that then faced the country. In a friendly way, therefore, he called Bhagat 'groovy' (literally, a kupamanduk i.e. a frog in the well that never knew the wide world outside). (But man is a bundle of contradictions. "Whenever I see you Bhagat, I am reminded of God" sometimes remarked this same objector. "That's very fine - for both of us." returned Bhagat. This shows that even at that early period, Bhagat radiated invisible waves of spirituality that crept into the inner self of others.)

     But Bhagat was right in his one-track mind. What is needed for the attainment of any high objective is one-pointed attention as the Bhagwad Gita enjoins in the following couplet:

     "O, Arjuna, one pointed is the mind that attains any aim. Those whose mind is spread out in many directions fail to gain their goal."

     That was how though Bhagat, who had read nothing but the Bhagwad Gita could extract from that single book the quintessence of all philosophy and satisfy theological - minded inquiries, when they came to him after he was known as 'Mota' 

Vision of God-in-Form 

     Outwardly quite active still in his service of Harijans and his family, Bhagat was going, like a pearl diver, ever deeper into the sea of the Self. An experience he had in 1934,  days of obscurity as simple 'Chunilal Bhagat' clearly shows this. Pujya Shree Mota himself has narrated it in Gujarati as a memories of his past life. 
     When Bhagat was a teacher in a Harijan boys' school in Nadiad, he took all his students to the bank of the Shedhi River three miles away. The boys indulged in fun and frolic and he himself plunged into the depths of prayer and sadhana. With the very willing approval of the Harijan boys of the Navsari Ashram, they decided to spend a night on the lonely bank of River Supra, a few miles away. Equipped with their kits, including food, in a hand-cart, they started for a quiet place on the sands of the river It was a lovely trip. They indulged freely in jokes and chats. At their destination, the boys collected wooden sticks scattered thereabouts and lighted a cheerful fire.
     There are events in the lives of saints, which cannot be satisfactorily expressed in language even by the saints themselves.. 

     This event was of that type. When therefore the person directly affected can express it only in uncertain terms, it becomes doubly a venture on the part of Hemantbhai  to describe it in a foreign language, since, moreover, he has had no such personal experience himself. But such experiences of pith and moment have got to be given in a biographical sketch - if it is to be worth anything. Here therefore is what Shree Mota said (in Gujarati):

     "Lord Krishna did not appear to me in any form ever seen by me. Nor had he the characteristics of an earthly body. All the same He possessed a form full of entrancing beauty and charm. It was an inconceivably vast Ocean of Beauty. That form was so captivating that it is impossible to imagine anything that can compare with its boundless power of attraction. The form was mellow but not transparent, as shining as polished marble, but not with a flute on the lips and other charming things associated with Lord Krishna. It was a very lively form of dark blue colour, not at all static like a marble statue, but full of frisk and frolic. In a moment it would come quite near, in the next fly far away. It would seen sometimes to be getting into my 'self', touching its finer elements like the mind, the heart, etc. and doing something which at first was uncanny. Then I felt it was doing some repairing work there. Now it would be felt as stationing itself in the centre of the astral lotus between the eyebrows and now in the uppermost astral lotus-brahmarandhra-on the top of the head. But it could also be seen seated in the Heart lotus. My whole being appeared to have a fiery red glow shining extremely brilliantly. I saw that while I myself was subjected to all these subtle transformations, I had become a passive witness also of that other 'I' so treated. Then again my "I" - not the little ego, but the Self in me - seemed to be expanded into infinity. From the very beginning of this experience, I had an intuitive conviction that it was the Absolute in the form of Lord Krishna that I had the vision of. He looked so deeply loving, so amazingly sweet, so exceedingly gentle and smooth to touch, so perfectly soft that I was thrilled to the depth of my being. All the hair on my body bristled up. The body itself with its mass altogether lost seemed suspended in mid-air. The whole vision was vivid enough to be indelibly carved on the tablet of my mind. It has, like the aftermath of a flood, left permanent beneficial effects."

     It disappeared as suddenly as it had come. The same vision appeared twice or thrice afterwards. 

Tit-bits 

     Two casual chats, at first sight minor, are given here, since they have deeper significance. "Chunibhai", once said Hemantbhai during their days of companionship in the Harijan Ashram, "let's make a mutually profitable bargain. You give me your devotion for God in return for my style for poetry." Obviously an impossible exchange, at least there and then, and the proposal was made in a amusing point, but it shows that even at that time Bhagat had reached such a high stage of devotion as to make him respected as a devotee of God at least by some. 


     Bhagat's reaction was characteristic. He simply laughed away the compliment. 
Another day, Hemantbhai made another proposal: "You point out my fault when you find one and I will do the same with you." This time Bhagat's reply was clear and categorical. "No, please nothing of the kind. I won't find any fault in you."

     The proposes was a bit disappointed then, but he saw Bhagat's point later on. "Turn your searchlight inwards; do see your own faults, but not those of others", is a must for a spiritual aspirant. He should never forget the Biblical warning against seeing the mote in another's eye and not the beam in his own.  

His Silence room     

     In appraising the position of Pujya Shree Mota in the firmament of saints it has been stated, that though circumscribed practically within the limits of Gujarat, the channels in which his services flowed and his instructions regarding his mortal remain entitle him to be ranked among the most brilliant of those stars. 

     The first and foremost of the service is, his unique innovation of silence rooms. There have already been religious draw back, especially in Catholicism, but the difference between the two is great, so great that Pujya Shree Mota’s rooms deserve the name of an original contribution to the spiritual world.  

     A person, who wants to devote his or her whole time in sadhana for a fixed number of days, gets, when his turn in a queue comes, an entry into a specifically constructed dark room. It has the barest minimum of ventilation. There are a bathroom and a latrine within it. Electric lights are provided but only for reading or writing spiritual literature and for physical needs. Introspection is a must for any self-perception and self-reform. The darkness of the room helps the man in turning the mind’s searchlight inwards since in a closely shut dark room the senses largely lose their characteristic power of making a man an extrovert. Letters to and from people outside are banned except for an urgent unavoidable necessity. A special contrivance also provides food. In the front wall there is a big hole with a sill and two doors opening inside and outside. An attendant opens the door on his side of the wall, puts the food on the dill and closes the door. The aspirant then opens the door on his side and takes the food inside. This makes it impossible for him to see a human face during his whole stay in the dark room. An aspirant thus enjoys all the advantages of that kind of solitude for which earnest seekers of truth used to resort in ancient times to woods or caves in a mountain. Added to this is the supply of all the amenities, which have become indispensable in modern times. 

     Silence rooms thus provide an easy means to go into the Self for some days and then come out on life’s stage with fresh vigour and a new outlook gained from concentration on God. There is no ban on any kind of worship. Persons belonging to all the creeds and both the sexes have, in thousands, taken advantage of this facility. An extremely negligible number among them have come out before the expiry of the period they had fixed and thus failed to pass through this ordeal. For, an ordeal it is - especially for the numerous novices who have spent their lives outside among loved ones and others and has been always engaged in doing some concrete work.

     When Shree Ambubhai Purani, a distinguished follower of Pujya Shree Aurobindo learnt that a person already inside a silence room was going to spend 51 days there he was amazed and remarked. 'Unless the spiritual guide of the person so closely confined for so long a time is a great adept, the inmate would go mad in such stark solitude.’ The fact that one of the most stringent punishments in jail was (or is?) to confine the offender in a solitary cell supports this view. But the highest number of days spent in a silence room is 388 days. The credit of this treat goes to two persons – a young Canadian of 24 years and a Punjabi young man popularly known as Maunibaba.   

     Yes, the secret of this phenomenal success of thousands of persons taking strict silence in these silence rooms of Pujya Shree Mota, and of some in staying inside for many days or repeatedly, lies in the fact that the rooms are surcharged with a powerful spiritual atmosphere which Pujya Shree Mota has subtly infused into them and which have become the mainstay of new entrants or long-time users.  

His Ashrams  

     The Ashrams owe their origin to necessities for silence-rooms that arose from time. Though Shree Nandubhai partners of his firm, N. Gopaldas & Co., - all his relatives – came in Pujya Shree Mota’s contact. Shree Nandubhai, especially, had both the necessary urge and the easy circumstances that made him wish to take as much advantage of Pujya Shree Mota’s subtle guidance in a silence room as possible. An Ashram at Kumbakonam was therefore constructed first of all others. There is an especially well-provided silence room at some distance from the residential building there. Earlier, silence rooms were improvised at different places, - at a bungalow in a colony far from Tiruchirapalli rented by Shree Nandubhai, at another disciple’s (Shree Vajubhai’s) house in a townlet, Sayla, at Mirakutir, hallowed by the stays of Pujya Vinobaji and Gandhiji’s devoted English follower Miraben, in Gandhiji’s Ashram at Sabarmati etc.  

     Before deciding on Kumbakonam as the location of his Ashram, Pujya Shree Mota, with the monetary support of Shree Nandubhai, had tried to establish an Ashram first near a village, Sinor, on the bank of Narmada, and then in a villa in Triuchirapalli. But both the attempts were given up-probably because the subtle (mental) atmosphere was not fully easygoing 

     In that second attempt he had asked for donations from those who knew him. Even though his resolve to collect Rs.1, 00, 000/- in donations was fulfilled, he returned to the donors the amounts they had subscribed, because the idea was temporarily given up. But the necessity persisted. Kumbakonam was far away. Improvised silence rooms did not provide full expression to Pujya Shree Mota’s ideas of supplying the spiritual and material needs of the aspirant. (At the places mentioned above silence rooms had to be opened for providing food and putting and taking out vessels that contained excreta and these had to be cleaned by attendants. Though others were there, Pujya Shree Mota never disdained to take a part in doing all these things.  He evens initiated those acts.)  

     To meet the growing demand two Ashrams were constructed – at Nadiad in 1955 and Surat in 1957, with a single silence room in each. Since the Ashrams have this charming convenience for people' busily engaged in worldly activities to spend some quiet time in self-improvement, their popularity has been consistently increasing. The result is that the Nadiad Ashram now possess six silence rooms, Surat Ashram possess eight silence rooms in all and yet the period during which any silence room lies vacant is rare and short, even after 35 years of Pujya Shree Mota’s physical departure from the world. 

     Much more need not be added about these Ashrams. In the beginning all the activities of persons outside were meant exclusively to serve the needs of those inside the silence rooms. Pujya Shree Mota then used to remain outside the silence rooms and employ his powerful mind to help the persons inside. With the passage of time the need for his physical vicinity and concentration on the inmates of silence rooms grew less and less. He therefore directed his energies to other ways of service. The Ashramites who used to exclusively cater for the needs of the inmates have followed suit and now help Pujya Shree Mota’s other activities also.  

God Saves Him 

     Once, when Chunilal was going to Ahmedabad for his Harijan Work, he got into a bus from the Harijan Ashram Stand. Very shortly before the bus started, he happened to hear a talk between two passengers. Referring to a past event one of them uttered the words: "So I got out of the bus immediately." Apparently without rhyme or reason, that very moment, Bhagat saw through the brick wall that it was God's command to him to leave the bus. He did so at the first stop and took the next. When he arrived at the Gujarat Vidyapith by that succeeding bus, the sight he met with made him thank his Maker freely. The bus he had discarded was damaged and lying in disarray, the stranded passengers were in confusion and some of them were injured. 

     It was during his tenure of office as the Superintendent of the Harijan Ashram, Navsari that the second incident of divine intervention happened.

     With several bigger boys of the Ashram he started on a bicycle tour to Nasik. Fast and furious, the tripper in their keenness cycled on and on till it was very dark. In the midst of this harried rush, Bhagat felt a sudden call to halt. At his command all of them got down there and then and rested for the night under a tree nearby. The next morning showed that all of them were on the brink of a disaster. A yawning was just waiting to consume them all if their cycles had sped only a few feet forward. 

Healing by Spiritual Power 

     Hemantbhai's friend and nephew-in-law, Shree Purendra, turned out to be so affected by to an allopathic medicine, that , on his return late after mid-night from seeing the gorgeous lights of Bombay in celebration of the Swaraj day of August 15, 1947, he fell seriously ill, lost consciousness and exhibited symptoms of sinking rapidly. An expert Ayurvedic physician was called. He gave a powerful dose. He said, the patient would revive in 3 or 4 hours. The expectation failed. Another equally powerful dose of that very effective medicine succeeded, but only after full 15 or 16 hours. And then also the patient simply opened his eyes. The physician's regular treatment of the disease then began. It had to be continued for months. For several days he visited the patient twice a day. The entire patient's limbs were provided warmth from heated bricks with care kept all around. A masseur was also engaged. After recovery the physician stated that the bastiyantra (excretory mechanism) had nearly collapsed and that would have meant death or paralysis-in-bed for life.

     Hemantbhai was in continuous attendance on his friend. Pujya Shree Mota was not rated at that time according to his deserts. Even Hemantbhai, his disciple since 8 years past, did not appraise him at his true value. There was, therefore, no question of the patient's, or anybody else's faith in Pujya Shree Mota. When he was asked by his Guru to remain by the bedside of the patient, Hemantbhai thought that the instruction was merely to let the patient have some company, to keep him a little in good spirits.

     About a month passed with the patient making a quite satisfactory, continuous, progress in health. A chastening incident that made Hemantbhai opens his eyes then followed. 

     Pujya Shree Mota happened to arrive for a short stay at Vile Parle (Mumbai ), only 2 miles from Khar where Hemantbhai was on his friend's attendance. Contrary to his wont, Pujya Shree Mota refrained from asking Hemantbhai to meet him, even for an hour or two, though he was so near. But the latter could not resist the temptation of going to see his 'friend, philosopher and guide.' Pujya Shree Mota was distinctly displeased at this unwanted meeting, but did not ask Hemantbhai peremptorily to go back to Khar at once.

     When after two nights Hemantbhai returned to the patient, he met with a shocking surprise. In the patient's health there was for the first time, a definite setback. He learnt that it had begun very shortly after he went to Vile Parle and in spite of all the treatments continued without the slightest negligence. (Hemantbhai's niece, Saraladevi, moreover, who lacked nothing in the qualities essential for a loving, careful, and intelligent attendant was all the while present).

     The moment he saw the patient in a improvement, it flashed in his mind that the real purport of his Guru's instruction to remain by his friend's bedside was to convey through him the healing power of the exalted soul-force of his Guru. Hemantbhai then remained with his friend, the patient, all along till his complete recovery, till the end of his curative period at a sanitorium in Nasik. Again the progress in health was entirely non-stop. There was no other line in it - except the one coordinate with Hemantbhai's absence from patients beside - either before or after it. That convinced Hemantbhai that his Guru had played a major, but secret, part in his friend's recovery. Faith is another tremendous spiritual power but that also was entirely lacking in this case, at least at first, even in the Hemantbhai's heart, not to speak of others concerned.

     But a far more memorable instance of Pujya Shree Mota's spiritual power of healing was exhibited in the case of Shree Babubhai Tamakuwala. In an unexpected way he came suddenly into Pujya Shree Mota's contact and began to respect him as his Guru of supernatural spiritual powers. Being the head of a family - concern of tobacco-dealers and also the eldest brother among its partners, he it was whose voice weighed substantially in all matters, domestic and professional. But to the concern of the partners as well as his other relatives, one day it was found that he had a severe gnawing pain in his head. Doctors were summoned at once and they diagnosed the case as one of meningitis - a disease that was about a quarter of a century ago dreaded as always fatal, with rare, if any, exceptions. And the disease then took just a few days to bring about the patient's death. 

     The pain in the head was also unbearably frightful. The only silver lining in the dark cloud lay in the fact that Shree Babubhai, his wife, and brothers were already within the circle of Pujya Shree Mota. The attendants rushed to him to save Shree Babubhai from certain death. (The doctors had unanimously declared his life to be of an extremely short duration.) "Well," said Pujya Shree Mota, "God may save his life through This Jiva's (Pujya Shree Mota was accustomed to use the expression-This Living Being for himself) intercession, but on one condition. After his recovery Babubhai must be released entirely from all responsibility that his position as the head of the family and senior most partner of the firm entails. He must thenceforth devote his attention wholly and solely to sadhana." As the only alternative to the acceptance of this condition was Babubhai's certain and complete disappearance from the world, his wife and others agreed to abide by the condition imposed. After this approval, Babubhai began to recover and in quite a short time the pain in the head, as well as the disease, disappeared.

     But man is liable to succumb to temptation. Babubhai once went to Ahmedabad to separate the quality of a particular kind of tobacco, as he was an expert in that art. The result was a relapse in his health, a return to the distressing headache and all that. God's grace again brought back his recovery. Since then he is devoting his whole attention to sadhana. 

Vicarious Suffering 

     Associated to the power of healing physical sickness, but perhaps greater than it, is that of dreadful suffering.

     "By a secret yogic method, the saint connect his mind and astral vehicle with those of a suffering individual; the disease is conveyed, wholly or in part, to the yogi's fleshly form. Having harvested God in the physical field, a master is no longer concerned with his body. Though he may allow it to become diseased in order to relieve other persons, his mind, unpollutable, is not affected. He considers himself fortunate in being able to render such aid. To achieve final salvation in the Lord is indeed to find that the human body has completely fulfilled its purpose; a master then uses it in any way he deems fit… The spiritual law does not (necessarily) require a master to become ill, whenever he heals another person. Healings ordinarily take place through the saint's knowledge of various methods… in which no hurt to the spiritual healer is involved. On rare occasions, however, a master, who wishes to quicken 'greatly his disciples' evolution, may then voluntarily work out on his own body a large measure of their undesirable karma (fate regulated by past action).

     There have been such occasions of vicarious suffering on Pujya Shree Mota's part. Hemantbhai himself is an instance in point. In 1962 he had an attack of fever and bronchitis. X-Ray revealed that much more serious than both, there was a patch of tuberculosis. Injections for it were given. After only 30 injections another X-Ray photo was taken. The specialist, to whom his doctor took Hemantbhai, declared that no more injection was necessary. (All the same the family doctor gave him more injections, to be doubly sure of his complete recovery.) When Hemantbhai, fully cured, went to the Hari Om Ashram, Nadiad, the first thing he learnt was that just at the time of his injections, Pujya Shree Mota had taken some 8 or 10 injections for the same disease.  

     Hemantbhai once just casually remarked to Pujya Shree Mota, "In our circle, there seem to be cases of spondylitis." Soon it was found that Pujya Shree Mota himself had spondylitis and the disease grew till at least three of the lowest disks of his spine were slipped. While the others got themselves operated upon, were relieved of the pain and became fairly normal, Pujya Shree Mota firmly banned any operation on himself and suffered the pain till his last breath. 

Predictions 

     With our limited intelligence, though predictions appear to us, ordinary human beings, as 'Believe-it-or-not' miracles, they are nothing but the Divine Mother's wonderful works performed through these saints, Her especially beloved sons. They are thus none but the messenger of God on this earth and the sole object of their life, continued after Self-realization, is to awaken us from our age sleep of ignorance. That is why they can - if they wish it, or even without it, if God wills it, - see the Divine Plan on relation to those at least who are within the limit of their magnetic field. Hence their power of prediction which seems to us miraculous. Here are two among other predictions of Pujya Shree Mota, which have come true in later life.

     Shree Vajubhai Jani, one of his earliest disciples, an M.A.( Master of Arts) in Sanskrit, held a respectable post as Educational Inspector in a state in Saurashtra (Gujarat). He got more and more attracted to sadhana as his chant of 'Hari Om' grew. In a few years, his aspiration grew so intense that he wished to resign and devote his whole time to spiritual pursuits. His wife also agreed with him. Repeatedly he appealed to Pujya Shree Mota to give him the necessary permission and repeatedly the Guru refused. When pressed further still, Pujya Shree Mota agreed, but set a time limit. He asked Vajubhai to tender his resignation after 1957. Shree Vajubhai was hale and hearty at that time, but soon developed two tumours which, under pathological examination, proved to be cancerous. The couple had to rush to Bombay for treatment at the Tata Hospital. 

     Visitors at his bedside were astonished at the sight they met. A pad of wet clay had been applied constantly all over his head racked with intense pain, and yet in the midst of it he seemed quite composed and chanting Hari Om almost incessantly. 

     The treatment at the Tata Hospital failed and he gave up the mortal coil in 1957, before the year indicated by Pujya Shree Mota ended. No comment is necessary except perhaps the fact that it was Pujya Shree Mota's invisible inspiration that made Vajubhai remain so peaceful and chant Hari Om so continually. 

Mr. X (the name could not be found) has, rather had, a bosom-friend. He promised the friend to accept his son as a partner in his concern and then informed Pujya Shree Mota of the proposed partnership. Pujya Shree Mota at once remarked that X would come to grief thereby and advised him to discontinue. As, however, he had already given the promise, X accepted the friend's son as a partner. The result, legal action, if private arbitration fails. X has definite proofs of the unhealthy practices committed by the friend's son. The consequence was the loss to him of a staggering amount. By God's grace, however, he has been able to ride the storm. Some other personal deals, made after the split, have come to his aid. 

Solution of a Riddle 

     Vajubhai's death may raise the question, why, if Pujya Shree Mota could save Babubhai from the jaws of meningitis, he could not save Vajubhai his much earlier and more intimate disciple. In other words why Jesus Christ 'saved others, Himself He could not save. Jesus himself supplies the answer: 


" Thinkest thou that I cannot pray to my
Father, and He shall presently give me more
than twelve legions of angels? But how then 
                                    shall the scriptures be fulfilled that thus it must be." (Matt. 26:53 - Bible)  

     Saints are, to put it in Pujya Shree Mota's words, God's horses controlled and directed by the control held in His hand. And like trained horses saints never question even in their minds the wisdom of the Divine Guide. They simply obey His dictates, whatever they are. Ma Aanandmayi's (-" Joy- filled Mother", a popular title) favorite expression: "khayalme nahi ata (He or She does not come within the purview of (my) intuitive Idea for spiritual held) is perhaps the best explanation in the matter.

     Moreover, as has been already stated, the saint's activities are mainly to help others in their spiritual evolution. Behind even the material gains bestowed on others by the intercession of saints is this their innate desire for the everlasting happiness of those they help. If Babubhai was given a new lease of life - a material gain - it was to accelerate his spiritual progress towards that consummation. If destiny was allowed to play its role in Vajubhai's case, death probably in his case was necessary for the same purpose of spiritual progress. 

Mother's Resurrection Resurrects Him 

     The news of the demise of his spiritual mother ( Prabhaben, daughter-in-law of the Dewan of the Cutch State, under whose protecting wings, Pujya Shree Mota, when but a fledgling, lived for many years) was a bolt from the blue to Pujya Shree Mota. The fact that she sped away without casting a parting blissful look on him rankled in his breast. He sent a long telegram expressing both his deep grief at his own sadness and his sympathy for the survivors. Neither that nor the passage of time relieved him of the hidden pang of the sudden separation.

     All the same he kept up his spirits and enthusiasm of service. Man is a bundle of contradictions. Contrary qualities like love and hate for one and the same person are sometimes evident in a man. 

     But does God ever fail to extract a dart hidden in the heart of his beloved devotee? Saints of all times and climes and all scriptures proclaim that He rushes to his rescue. It was not very long before Pujya Shree Mota's grief was assuaged -and that most unexpectedly.

     He happened to go to Bhuj, the capital of Cutch (Gujarat), the spot hallowed by many a loving memory of his Mother. What hidden emotions the place awakened in his heart only he could say - perhaps, not even he, as man is often unaware of the deep stir in his heart. 

There (Bhuj) he once strayed to a lonely hill. He came to know that tigers visited it at night and nobody was allowed to linger there after nightfall without the state's permissions. His long practice of spending nights in solitary places had already become a part of him. That very ban on remaining on the hill at night became for him an irresistible urge to sleep just there. As a spiritual aspirant, moreover, he knew that cultivation of fearlessness was an indispensable essential for progress in sadhana. He would not therefore miss a chance of testing the strength of his courage and, by further practice, enhancing it. He got the state's permission, as he was then moving among influential people. 

     When the night advanced, he stretched himself and lay wide-awake. In a short time, however, an amazing sight made him sit up. He rubbed his eyes to be sure. Yes, it was, it really was his dear 'Mother'! In response to his hidden but keen and unfilled desire, she had come to make him fully happy again. It was not an apparition that he saw. She was present there in flesh and blood. She appeared exactly as she did when life was animating her body. She even talked with him as in the past. Pujya Shree Mota asked her to squat and, when she did so, enjoyed also the old privilege of cozily putting his head on her lap and lying full length. When he raised his head a little to turn sideways, she vanished as instantly as she had appeared. But that meeting made Pujya Shree Mota have a sigh of relief. The hidden pain disappeared.
Referring to this incident years later, he said, "It was not a phantom (spirit) that I saw then. Neither was it a dream or an experience in the semiconscious state of somnolence: It was indeed a mystic supernal experience, but that need not raise a doubt about its reality. I saw her, as undoubtedly as I am seeing you just now, and in flesh and blood. 

 God's Weird and Benign Way 

     Chunilal- Pujya Shree Mota- had  in 1938 an attack of blood-dysentery and had to spend quite some days in a hospital. When discharged, healing became an unavoidable must for him. His colleagues and the family had but to spare him and let him go away for a long stay at Karachi with his patron Shree Parsadbhai Mehta, Manager of the Scindhia Stream Navigation Company there. The ties between the two were so close that he was 'Bapu' (father) to Pujya Shree Mota and the former called him 'Chunia'-the affectionate diminutive by which his mother referred to him. When he returned to Sabarmati Ashram after recovery, a strong intuitive urge made him decide to give up his service to the Harijan Sevak Sangh and render, if possible, the other service of elevating the lives of those, who by God's grace, happen to come to him for reforming themselves.   

Mother's Opposition 

     Chunilal's nephew (his elder brother's son) Shantilal was already employed as a teacher and was able to look after himself and his mother. The question still remained of Chunilal's mother. She could, if she chose, go to stay with Chunilal's younger brother, Muljibhai, or the youngest, Somabhai. Chunilal frankly told her mother everything about his desire to retire. Mother demurred and said, "You have not enough money to buy a quarter pound of grains of gram to feed birds and what will you conquer by throwing away the very petty income of this service?" Mother was thus unwilling. Chunilal allowed a few days to pass and again appealed to her to let him free himself from the service. "Well, then," she said, "make a permanent arrangement for my needs. Let me get five or six rupees per month." Chunilal provided that monthly income for her mother - Rs. 2000/- had accumulated in his account in the compulsory saving scheme for workers of the Harijan Sevak Sangh in 1938.It meant more than Rs. 6/- a month even by 4% simple interest. 

     Mother insisted on another condition. "When I fall very seriously ill, you must present himself before her." That condition was immediately accepted and with joy and love, Chunilal said, "He himself would love to serve her in her last days. That is his bound duty besides. As soon as he would come to know of her critical condition. he will certainly come post-haste to her." Accordingly he retired from the Sangh's service. All the same the responsibility of getting the accounts of the Sangh audited remained with him and he discharged the duty with the same honesty and love as before. He was happy at the thought that his absence from the Sangh did not hamper its working. After retirement he now goes to different places for stay for his sadhana. In his absence Mother lived with his younger brother, Muljibhai, at Nadiad. Chunilal went to Karachi to stay with Shree Parsadbhai.   

      

The Turning Point  


     Karachi soon became the springboard, which provided him an force for his great leap to the final stage of realization. He had already experienced saguna samadhi (vision in a trance of God-in-form), and now the time was ripe for the final consummation of nirguna samadhi (experience of the Unnamable, Incomprehensible Substratum beyond name and form). A Master with experiential wisdom along can donate a disciple with the spiritual power necessary for crossing the big chasm that separated even a highly elevated jiva (individual soul with limited powers) from Shiva (the cosmos, Almighty etc.). Self-realized Masters are always in the search of these very few disciples of such rare merit.

     Sai Baba in Karachi was such an skilled and he sought out Pujya Shree Mota. That glorious day rather night, was one that proceeded the last night of the year 1994 of the Vikram era (1938 A.D.). For sadhana of white and black (pure or benevolent and selfish or wicked) spirituality that last but one night of the Vikram year is regarded as especially helpful. Pujya Shree Mota therefore went to a lonely mound (previously inspected and chosen) on the vast stretch of sand lying between his house in the Clifton Colony and the sea. As it was very lonely and unfit for human habitation it could be a resort for sadhana by only daring souls. Pujya Shree Mota first gave away his purse to Bapu and then with only a single blanket went to the hillock. Shortly after he sat there, he was astounded to hear a sudden, loud and angry voice. Some person, tall, strong and grim-looking ordered him in a strict dictatorial manner to quit the place forthwith. 
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But why?" asked Pujya Shree Mota." 

     Get out. It's not for you. It's for God-mad mystics ('master', ke leeye)" the man thundered." Well, then, I go further on quite near the edge for my sadhana." 

     And he stood up to go there. That infuriated the man. He threw a very big stone at Pujya Shree Mota, but in such a way that it just touched the hair of his head and passed away harmlessly above him. This very close but harmless proximity and the size and weight of the stone made Pujya Shree Mota feel naturally that the thrower was really a 'God-mad man' himself. 

     Without wasting a second, at once he fell prostrate at the feet of 'the Master', as he saw him now in that light. 

     With lightning speed the adept's wrath turned into love and sweetness, and he said, "I have come to take you to a higher stage, but I had to create faith in you for me. Now, do one thing. Bring me a packet of cigarettes and a match-box."  

     Highly delighted at the revelation of having an unexpected encounter with a 'God-mad' person, Pujya Shree Mota began to walk fast towards his house for the money needed." 

     Hay, Hey, where are you going?" The Muslim saint's voice stopped him abruptly. 

     " To my home for the money." 

     "Tut tut. With money any Tom, Dick and Harry can buy. Bring them without money. 

     " That was a tall order. It put Pujya Shree Mota in a dilemma. But a saint's orders are orders and have got to be obeyed. 'Oh, my blanket is the clue' it struck him. He felt relieved and decided to give the blanket as a security and get the things. 

     But soon he found that it was a problem difficult to tackle even that way. He turned right about, went to a shop that was just on the seashore, and knocked at the closed door. (It was one of the darkest hours of the night.) The shopkeeper drowsily opened it, the demand was made, the things given, but in the half-inclined mood of a man startled from the heavenly bliss of sleep, that great natural tranquilizer. When, therefore, instead of cash, a blanket was offered in security for future payment, he grew wild. In a high tone and stinging words he demanded the things back and would have even snatched them away. 

     At that nick of time comes a man from behind the shop, that is, from quite the opposite direction and tells him, "Here's a rupee for the cigarettes, Sai Baba has sent me." The shopkeeper mellowed and accepted the payment. Pujya Shree Mota returned to the Sai with his blanket still with him and the cigarette packet and the matchbox. The mystery why a man should come from that long distance from the Sai and from just that direction which he and Sai Baba faced and in pursuance of the Sai's instruction, any contact with whom was impossible. Pujya Shree Mota could solve, only by regarding the Sai as an adept of no mean order. 

     Then the Sai asked him to sit in sukhasan (a convenient pose for sitting) and tell him if he saw anything noteworthy. As he did not, the Sai asked him to fix his gaze on him. Pujya Shree Mota then saw a streak of radiant rays of light issuing from the Sai and then merging into him. And though the rays were copious and brilliant, they were not burning, they were soothing and pleasant. 

     Pujya Shree Mota was again made to sit in the same comfortable sukhasan. The Sai stroked him on his chest with his fingers and passed them in a continuously touching line going up to the nose and beyond, to the middle of the forehead, where also he gave another stroke. An electric current passed through Pujya Shree Mota's body, from which also emanated the same kind of a streak of light. That was a thrilling experience, but through the Sai's strokes and touch. He was then asked to go through the same process on is body, but now with his own fingers. He did so and had the same marvelous experience. Then the Sai asked him to repeat the same process for the third time on Ramanavmi (the 9th day of the 6th month, Chaitra, which is celebrated as the birthday of Lord Rama). The first two processes, by the Sai and by himself, were for the purification of his body and his senses. 

Who Was That Sai? 

As Pujya Shree Mota was narrating his wonderful experiences to Bapu and his circle the next morning, his eyes casually fell upon a tiny photograph set in the ring of one Mr. Sharma. "Whose is this photograph?" He inquired. "SAI-BABA-OF-SHIRDI'S". 

     Pujya Shree Mota burst out! "Oh! It was he then who guided me last night." He had a further confirmation, when, some years later, he accompanied Bapu to Shirdi and saw a big photograph of the saint, showing the same features and dress as he had seen him in. At the sight, moreover, of Pujya Shree Mota in Shirdi, a Muslim advanced disciple, Abdullah by name, ejaculated, "Oh! You are one of us! You belong to our family!" (Shirdi owes its rise from a petty village to a town let solely to Sai Baba. Buses regularly ply between it and Bombay, Nasik etc. to enable people to have the darshan of his remains interned in the house, especially erected for it, by a rich Hindu disciple, as he is revered equally by Hindus and Muslims. As the result of a compromise in a dispute between the two regarding the place of his body's burial, everyone, a Hindu or a Muslim, is allowed to worship Sai Baba in that Hindu's house according to his own, Hindu or Muslim, rites. The dispute had lasted more than 36 hours. Sai Baba's dead body all the while remained completely unsullied, though exposed to natural decay. Even after more than 82 years since he cast away his body in 1918, he continues, sometimes taking even a human form as in the above instances, to help persons in their spiritual or material needs.) Sai Baba's love for Pujya Shree Mota was not of a cooing, goody-goody, kind. It was like the goldsmith's ways of purifying gold by heating it in a crucible till it melted and the alloy was burnt up or separated. The following shows this kind of love. 

     In pursuance of the principle of Hindu-Muslim unity Pujya Shree Mota observed a fast in Karachi in the month of Ramzan like a Muslim . On the holy Id day, he had a sudden very compelling urge to go to the Idgah Maidan, where thousands of Muslim brothers had gathered to do their namaz (Muslim prayer). Everyone in their house dissuaded him: "Will not your typical dhoti, shirt, and cap mark 

     Of course he did not know the words of the Islamic prayer, but he imitated the physical actions of the Muslims and mentally uttered his own prayer. When the namaz ended, just by chance his eyes fell upon his Guru, the Sai. At once he fell down prostate at his feet The Sai raised him up and said, "Go home naked from here." 

     Pujya Shree Mota was moved to its deepest depth. He felt, "This is a God-send. If he miss this chance, he miss the chance of a life-time. In his grace God has provided him with the glorious occasion of releasing himself from his attachment to the body, from restriction of do and don'ts imposed upon his mind, from complexes that connect him."  

     There was a problem, however. If  Pujya Shree Mota became naked before Bhimjibhai's (the driver's) eyes and asked him to take his clothes home, he would be stunned, conclude that Pujya Shree Mota had gone mad, or bodily life him into the car, and drive straight home to Clifton. But there was a way out also. Pujya Shree Mota thought, "He shall ask Bhimjibhai to take him to Mr. Kalyanpur, to leave him there, for a long talk and to return home without him."  (Mr. Kalyanpur was a gentleman from the Malabar Coast in Southwest India. An occasional visitor of their house, Mr. Kalyanpur was interested in spiritual matters and would probably understand his compliance with such a strange order. "He will then entrust all his clothes to Mr. Kalyanpur and start home naked from there."  

     With that idea, Pujya Shree Mota asked Bhimjibhai to take him to Mr. Kalyanpur. When they came to the house, he told Bhimjibhai, "Tell Mr. Prasadbhai- Bapu and all others at home that he is here and will return home at his ease. Bhimjibhai left Pujya Shree Mota there and drove home without him. Pujya Shree Mota climbed up the stairs and met Mr. Kalyanpur who was at home and told him about the command given by his spiritual Guru. Even Mr. Kalyanpur was at first shocked and broke out, "No, no. Not here." But Pujya Shree Mota put him at ease and said, " Need not fear any local inquiry. We shall go some distance from here and will undress himself there and asked him to take his clothes to Clifton. Tell them all there he is simply obeying his Guru's order. No harm can come to him. Ask them not to be worried about him. He is sure he will return home safe and sound - but after walking on foot the whole distance. Only, he cannot tell them the exact time when he shall reach home."  

     Then Pujya Shree Mota took off all his clothes and gave them to Mr. Kalyanpur. The moment he did so, a gush of supernatural joy pervaded every pore of his body with an intensity so great that he felt as though he walked on air and not on solid ground. After some moments he lost even that hazy consciousness. In that state, he passed through many a broad street of Karachi without any awareness of the fact. Only at one place did he had a hazy awakening to his body-consciousness, a White sergeant imperiously asked him to stop. Pujya Shree Mota cast a fierce glance at him and shouted out in a higher tone, "kya hai?" (What's the matter?) That subdued the sergeant and he hesitated, "Kuch nahi, Saibaba, Id Mubarak." (Nothing, Saibaba, greetings for the Id.) He proceeded and passed unmolested even the Governor's house. Then it was the Guru, the Sai, who stopped him, in a close embrace, said he was surcharged with love for him and gave him Rs.5/- to break his fast of the Ramzan month. (He used to take only milk then). 

     When he proceeded, he lost his ordinary consciousness again. He do not know how he passed by their bungalow and found himself at a place about 200 feet beyond it, at about 1p.m. From there he shouted loudly, calling for his clothes. Shree Hemantbhai Nilkanth was at that time in the bungalow and know all this very well. When Pujya Shree Mota  returned with clothes on, he was very hot and dead-tired. He allowed Family members therefore to massage his legs etc.     

     Pujya Shree Mota once went alone for a walk on the seashore. All of a sudden he heard a voice in his heart. He had no doubt that it was not a fantasy of imagination, but that he did hear the voice of his Guru. It commanded him to go on walking into the sea. With all his clothes on him, he immediately obeyed. Offering his prayer mentally to his Guru all the while, he went on and on into the sea, till the water rose up to his mouth. What happened afterwards he did not know, as he then lost consciousness. When he returned to his senses, he found himself lying between the sea and his home at Clifton (in Karachi), but far from both. As his clothes were not very wet when he returned home, the only conclusion that he could come to be that he must have lost consciousness for quite some time.  

Thrilling Experiences 

     A series of miraculous incidents thus happened during Pujya Shree Mota's stay in Karachi in November-December 1938. A reliable testimony of the truth of an event is the first-hand report of an eyewitness. Like the former, Hemantbhai was by God's grace, present at the time of the following events also.

     Just before Hemantbhai went to Karachi he was taking yogic physical exercises under an expert's guidance. In a casual talk that expert declared, "I can go into samadhi, whenever I want to, I would show it right now if anybody gave me Rs.10,000/-". Hemantbhai was so eager to see a man in a samadhi that he would have given him Rs.1, 000/- there and then, but there was no question of his giving ten times that amount, when he himself did not possess it. But very shortly afterwards he went to Karachi. Those were days in Pujya Shree Mota's life when, intentionally or otherwise, he often went into samadhi on the prompt of the moment. During an exciting talk or environment one had to sit beside or behind him to save him from a fall and hurt himself. Hence, Hemantbhai had the superb satisfaction of seeing a person in samadhi a number of times without having to spend a paisa for the glorious sight. 

     If he was not seen later on in samadhi (meaning loss of outward, and fully indrawn consciousness) it was because he had by then reached the stage of sahaja samadhi, i.e. the stage when a man keeps up outward consciousness, but is inwardly immersed in the Self. His every thought, his every gesture, his every word, his every act, is an expression of his constant divine consciousness. If even then he seems to err, it is because the ways of God Himself are often secret and so are those of His viceroy. But, howsoever apparently unpleasant, or wrong, they are always good in their final effect. But at that period when he went into samadhi, his eyes were open but absolutely still, so still as to look bright and lifeless. The whole body also was rigid like a statue. Bapu had read some spiritual and he stated the name of this samadhi as 'shambhavi mudra' (a pose of the body wherein the eyes are open and can but see nothing, but the mind is wholly introvert). 

XXXXX 

     On Sundays Bapu's family member did not usually leave for town, Pujya Shree Mota had sudden desire to go to town- vegetable market. He even expressed it and Chitra, Bapu's younger daughter, cry out in tease, "Maybe your Sai Baba is calling you." But somehow he did not go. When he went to the town-market the next day, he saw the Sai standing just at the spot where the car stopped. "What a chap you are!" Sai Baba broke out in love's offended tone "O My God! I waited and waited for you yesterday. Had to give away in charity in your name all the sweets and fruits I had brought for you!".  That bond of love loosened Pujya Shree Mota's tongue: "Yes, I too felt like coming over here, but the urge was not strong enough. You should have called me with greater force and I would have been drawn to you." "All right," returned the Sai mollified. "Go, and buy your things from the market." When Pujya Shree Mota returned to the car, he saw the Sai with a big basket of fruits and a smaller one of sweets. Both of them were put into the car, and with others Hemantkumar Nilkanth had the pleasure of enjoying those gifts, but alas! Without appraising them at their full real value. 

XXXXX 

     Bapu believed in entertaining guests. And in the Sai he saw a unique guest, whose presence even for a short time would purify the house and its inmates. He therefore asked Pujya Shree Mota to give the Sai an invitation to tea. But Pujya Shree Mota did not know the whereabouts of the Sai. Whenever they met, it was the Sai who had presented himself before him and he never knew from where the Sai came. There was the rub. Bapu however had read spiritual lore enough to know the way out. He said, "Sit in meditation with a view to go into samadhi. When you are just about to lose your outward consciousness, think of the Sai and you will see him. Then invite him to tea." Pujya Shree Mota followed the instruction literally. On the point of going into samadhi, he did see the Sai but far away, walking along the seashore and going still further away. When he pleaded with him to return and have tea at his Bapu's house, the Sai said, "You want me to have tea. Well, here I take it." He made a gesture of pouring tea from a cup into a saucer and drinking it. And on and on he receded. 

XXXXX 

     . During his stay in Karachi as a curative for blood-dysentery, he read an article by Mahatma Gandhi in "Harijan Bandhu" (a weekly in Gujarati) honouring Shree Thakkar Bapa (Shree Amritlal V. Thakkar was a senior member of the Servants of India Society founded by Hon. G. K. Gokhale whom Mahatma Gandhi admired as his guru in the field of national service. Shree A. V. Thakkar devoted himself to the services of the Bhils (aborigines) and Harijans (untouchables) so efficiently and lovingly that he was given the affectionate popular title of Bapa - father. He served as the President of the All-India Harijan Sevak Sangh as well as of the Bhil Seva Mandal of Gujarat till utter physical incapacity due to an old age stopped him.) for his outstanding social services. In the article Mahatma Gandhi strongly suggested that Thakkar Bapa should be honoured by presenting him with a purse of Rs 70,000/- for his 70 years of service to the down-trodden. Mahatma Gandhi sponsored the Fund enthusiastically, adding that Rs 70,000/- was nothing compared to the services Shree Thakkar Bapa had performed and that because of his inspiring example the Fund ought to be fully subscribed in no time. 

     One of the daughter Kurangi, of Shree Parsadbhai Mehta (Bapu) insisted that Pujya Shree Mota, too, in light of his service in the Harijan Sevak Sangh, should give his all to the fund. But he had nothing with him to spare for the fund. And he would never take a loan from someone to send. But Bapu's daughter persevered. "If you would only wish from the depth of your heart for something to send, money would fall into your hands like manna from heaven." Hence, the pressing appeal of that daughter and his own inadequate appreciation of Shree Thakkar Bapa's work, stirred desire in his heart. He would be so happy if he could only send something to the Thakkar Bapa Fund. But he knew full well that such a wish without a paisa in his pocket to fulfill it was nothing better than an idle fancy. All the same, there was a rooted consciousness in him that nothing was impossible with God's grace. If only God deigned to showed his grace on him, surely he could ease his heart and send some amount.  

     Shortly thereafter on New Year's Day, Pujya Shree Mota along with Bapu and his two daughters and Hemantbhai proceeded by car toward the bungalow of Shree Chagla, the  Mayor of Karachi. They were told at the gate that the Mayor was in namaz (Islamic prayer). Therefore, their motor-car was halted and they continued on foot. Before they could enter the audience-hall. Pujya Shree Mota's eyes chanced to fall upon a piece of paper wrapped around something. In 1938, the streets of Karachi were very clean. Shree Jamshedji's (Mayor) service had no parallel anywhere. Therefore, some loose piece of paper would at once catch the eyes of anybody. Pujya Shree Mota pointed to that piece of paper and exclaimed to the elder daughter, "Oh ! There is something there !" When he picked it up, he found a five-rupee note and these words written in Urdu: " This amount is for you to send any way you like." He gave the whole amount, which by God's grace had fallen into his hands from the skies so to speak, to the Thakkar Bapa Fund.  

XXXXX 

In this context the following incident that happened long after is given here.

     For some reasons Pujya Shree Mota badly wanted some money. Accompanied by Shree Hasmukhbhai, head of the branch of N. Gopaldas & Co. at Kumbakonam and Hemantkumar Nilkanth left town to see a sannayasi (hermit) who lived in a temple on the bank of Caveri. When they came near their destination, Pujya Shree Mota found a half-torn cloth packet. When he picked it up, he found in it a necklace of pure gold and the words " for your use," this time in Tamil language. Shree Hasmukhbhai sold the necklace and gave Pujya Shree Mota the proceeds. Thus his need was satisfied. 

XXXXX  

     Shree Malaviyaji (a well-known patriot, lawyer, political leader) founded the famous pilgrim-center Hindu University in Varanasi. Once Pujya Shree Mota received an appeal from him to contribute funds to the University. Culture is the very basis upon which every human race and religion exists. By God's grace, Pujya Shree Mota have always had an extraordinary and unfading attraction for our culture. Shree Malaviyaji's appeal stirred Pujya Shree Mota's heart. "Ah ! If only he could contribute something to the fund," he said to himself, " He would certainly feel a sense of self-satisfaction and joy having done his duty." 

     But Pujya Shree Mota was in serious monetary distress. Even in the dire of circumstances, he could not at that time spend even a paisa (like a penny) for his personal needs. Therefore, it was impossible for him to send the smallest amount to the University. And yet his heart was restless. It longed to contribute at least something to the fund. About that time, Hemantkumar Nilkanth and Pujya Shree Mota started from the Harijan Ashram, Sabarmati, to go to the city (Ahmedabad) on some business. They had walked a few yards to the Chandrabhaga bridge when they passed a tree on the right side of the road. Just then Pujya Shree Mota had a sudden call to ease himself. As he was returning after attaining nature call, by chance he saw a piece of paper wrapped around something, He picked it up and brought it to Hemantkumar. They found two rings inside and the message, " This is for your use." They continued on to the city, sold the rings, and sent the amount they received to the Hindu University Fund.`` 

Towards the Summit
     Kurangi and Chitra, the two daughters of Shree Parsadbhai did not attend regularly any educational institution -school or college-, because they lived with their only living parent, Shree Parsadbhai, and he had to serve the Scindia Navigation Company first in Burma and then at Karachi. 

     The redeeming feature lay in the fact that the Benares Hindu University allowed private students to appear in its examinations. The girl therefore read for these examinations at home under efficient private tutors, but they had to go to Benares for appearing in their respective examinations.  

     There was a hostel for girls there and they could put up in it. According to the rule then in force, however, a guardian also had to stay with them. 

     After several months' stay at Karachi, Pujya Shree Mota therefore went to Benares in March 1939, and put up in a house, within the premises of the hostel as the guardian of the two girl students. The three started for Benares earlier than the due date purposely. They went from Benares to Cawnpore for a short stay with the girls' uncle there. At Allahabad Station they learnt that Mahatma Gandhi was there on the platform. Since the very moment when Pujya Shree Mota bowed down to him, he began to feel inwardly a peculiar kind of local pain. Soon it extended to his body also. 

     Though then also he continued to do everything his position required, there was a distinct change in his attitude towards his activities. While formerly he did them with hilarity and laughter and with his whole mind put into them. Now he found himself doing them equally efficiently, but without feeling any avid interest in them. And with his mind all the while thinking of the Self. 

The Great Day 

     During this period of Pujya Shree Mota's stay in Benares, Ramnavami, the day on which he was asked to go into meditation in the way prescribed by the Sai at Karachi, fell on the 29th March, 1939. As stated earlier even before the advent of that day, i.e. since 13th March, Pujya Shree Mota had begun to feel some queer pain. On that day, the 29th March, its intensity grew to a frightful stage. He had experiences of his bodily afflictions becoming acute during the night, but this time even during the day the pain would have become a torture, if the mind had not been remaining in an exalted state of consciousness. 

     At about 10 minutes to 1 a.m. somebody shouted 'Hari Om' near his house. Pujya Shree Mota could at once perceive that the loud cry was meant for him. He responded with the same 'Hari Om', went downstairs and opened the entrance door. A completely naked sadhu with a thick growth of curly hair was standing before him. The sadhu said he had come at the instance of his Guru, who lived on the opposite bank. The Guru had asked Pujya Shree Mota to go with the sadhu forthwith to stay with him. Pujya Shree Mota demurred. He said he had two girls in his charge and would not leave them in the lurch. All he could do was to go to the guru at night and return to the girls as soon as possible. The sadhu did not accept this condition. He said that Pujya Shree Mota would come to grief, unless there was with him a kind understanding lady of mature age or his Guru at the time when he meditated according to the instruction of the Sai at Karachi. 

     Pujya Shree Mota did not heed this serious warning and refused to accompany the sadhu. He was by that time so accustomed to unearthly events that he did not for a moment wonder how that sadhu's Guru, living in Benares, could know the instruction given him secretly at Karachi by the Sai. Nor was he the least worried over the likely disaster, which the sadhu had warn of. Quietly, bidding the sadhu good-bye, he went upstairs and began to meditate in pursuance of the Sai's instruction.  

     With the frankness characteristic of a letter to a close friend on 6th April 1939 he wrote (to Hemantbhai) what happened on that memorable night of  29th March 1939.

     " Hardly when the meditation had begun, there was the experience that the whole consciousness was coiling itself up and getting concentrated (at one point). An awareness that the mind, the body etc. were only accessories and separate from the Self grew more and more distinct and convincing.

     Within a very short time there arose the feeling that very hot streamlets were flowing in the central part of the head and an unbearable burning sensation spread throughout the body. Outward consciousness was all but lost altogether, with the result that the body fell down on the ground. The tongue was dried up, even scorched and hot. At that time even the chest was burning hot. The whole portion of the body from the abdomen to the private part was burnt black and decaying. The whole body in short had grown extremely hot."

God Intervenes
     "Even Kurangi (the older girl) had no inkling of all this at first. But by God's grace, she had to wake up suddenly to ease herself. She saw Pujya Shree Mota, lying unconscious, brought him back to consciousness, and took very tender care of his body. The graver effect of all this lasted two days.'

     God's grace did not end there.

     "Some days back we had happened to meet here in Benares, one Shree Balakrishna A. Pathak, who, we had learnt, was the Principal of the Ayurvedic (Of the indigenous medical science) college here. As he was a Gujarati and in the company of Kurangi and Chitra, grand daughters of the well-known poet Narasinhrao Divetia, Shree Balakrishna had felt an natural sympathy for him, and had at once made this spontaneous offer: 'You seem to be very weak and ill. Let me examine you.' He had made a careful examination and already begun to treat him, completely free of charge of course. Pujya Shree Mota had simply to go to him. Shree Balakrishna was surprised at the aggravation of burns and he had all but cured him of them."

Experience of the Formless
     In that letter of 6th July 1939 Pujya Shree Mota simply stated that he could not make out the significance of all that had happened to him on Ramnavami Day, (i.e. on 29th March 1939).

     "And I fell no desire to know it either. There is a completely unintermittant (divine) consciousness and concentration on the Goal. Waves of ethereal joy and awareness of the Self continue to surge throughout my being like the ever-flowing waves of the sea. It is an experience which no language can describe."

     Later on, he said it was his experience of "Formless Entity" (nirvikalpa samadhi) but in that letter he simply states. "A firm, living, definite faith has grown up that the Heaven of Bliss is sure to be attained. All the same there is no 'thus far' a restricting limit to this holy pilgrimage. As the Sanskrit saying goes, 'From perfection (poorna) grows perfection.' 

     Why did he declare his experience of 29th March as of "nirvikalpa samadhi" later on and not in that letter written only a week after the event? This is how Hemantbhai understands the point. 'Nirvikalpa samadhi' means a trance in which there is total loss of outer consciousness and inwardly a mere awareness of the Self. The mediator, the meditation and the object of meditation, all submerge into some inconceivable state of existence. Pujya Shree Mota was probably not content with even that suggestion of the term, 'nirvikalpa samadhi'. By his standard real 'nirvikalpa samadhi' is nothing less than 'sahaja samadhi'. (Natural state of awareness in which outer consciousness is quite alive and active, but at the same time there is the constant inner consciousness that his Self is perfectly the same as the Self Supreme, whose expression is omnipresence etc.) As the effects of that night's supernal experience began to be perceived more and more tangibly and convincingly, he felt he was omnipresent etc. Hence that belated statement that night's experience was essentially that of 'nirvikalpa samadhi'. 

Remarkable Anecdotes
     During his stay at Benares in 1939, there were two remarkable relation of Pujya Shree Mota's life.

I
     Before going to the famous Kashi Vishwanath Temple, the sisters took off their ornaments and gave them to Pujya Shree Mota for safe custody. He simply put them in one of his shirt-pockets and accompanied the girls to the Temple. 

     The next day the two girls and their girlfriend decided to enjoy a cruise in a boat on the river Ganga. When Pujya Shree Mota was changing the previous day's shirt for a new one for the occasion, he was shocked to find that there was a slit in his shirt-pocket and all the ornaments were stolen during their visit to the Temple.  

     Thought it meant a loss of some hundreds of rupees, be it said to the credit of the girls, that they made light of the whole affair and remained indifferent and cheerful and enjoyed the boat ride. But Pujya Shree Mota was inwardly feeling very sore about the theft and blaming himself for failing in his duty as the custodian of the jewellery. 

     That was a period in his life when he went into samadhi even unwittingly, if something happened that intensified his devotional spirit. The third girl in the company supplied that incentive. The falling shades of the evening, the murmuring of the wind, the soft ripples of the river, and the lapping sounds of the boatman's oars, made the girl rise to the occasion and she sang a very melodious deeply moving bhajan (hymn). 

     Losing all outward consciousness, Pujya Shree Mota at once flew to the heavenly bliss of samadhi. But before he reached that state, the thought of the theft and with it a sense of faulty behaviour were persistently hammering his mental awareness. The result was unexpected and strange. The scene of the thief slitting the pocket and stealing the jewellery vividly flashed upon his mind. In that drama graphically enacted in his mind, he said to the thief: "You shall rue the hour when you stole those ornaments, give them back to me." And then he told the thief how he could be located. 

     The next day the elder sister was sitting in the examination hall on the first floor of the building, and the rest of them were standing on the veranda outside. When they were on the balcony of the first floor, they saw somebody wildly running towards them. He had run so fast that he was gasping for breath, when he came up. He could simply sign to Pujya Shree Mota to come down to him. When Pujya Shree Mota met him, ha said, "Do please take back all your jewellery. My whole body is burning as by a fire. I simply can't bear this terrible pain. Do please be kind enough to save me." 

When asked how he was able to find out Pujya Shree Mota. He said he was feeling the burning sensation since the previous night and that in the morning not only Pujya Shree Mota's figure, but his whereabouts etc. were distinctly visible to him and he had simply to run to meet him.  

     In deep gratefulness Pujya Shree Mota looked up to the heavens above. Then fixing his eyes on the thief he said, "This is all the marvelous contrivance of my Lord. Take a pledge never to steal within the area of the Kashi Vishwanath Temple and resolve mentally to honestly keep it. You will soon be cured." In the presence of Pujya Shree Mota the thief immediately took that solemn oath. Pujya Shree Mota on his part mentally prayed to God to remove the man's pain. Very quickly it subsided and then disappeared altogether. 

II 

     Is the famous epigram, "More things are wrought by prayer than this world dreams of " a mere poetic fancy - without any substantial truth in it? The following actual event in Pujya Shree Mota's life shows that prayer is a powerful force. It can bring down divine grace to the common affairs of a human being. (Of course that prayer must be worth the name must come out from the deepest depth of the heart.)  

     Pujya Shree Mota once happened to be on the horns of a dilemma during his stay in Benares. He was in the city as the guardian of the two daughters of Shree Parsadbhai. How keenly he felt any remissness in his duty in that respect has already been seen in the preceding incident. But he was not allowed to rest and perform his duty quietly. Another difficulty suddenly reared its head. 

     He received a telegram from his younger brother, Muljibhai, to the effect that his aged mother was dangerously ill. As shown earlier he had promised her that he would present himself before her, when she was about to die. But he was in Benares on a post of duty, which he could ill afford to neglect. He therefore wired to Shree Parsadbhai at Karachi to send somebody to relieve him of the charge, so that he could be by his mother's side in her last hours. Shree Parsadbhai's telegraphic reply was no solution to the difficulty. He said that Pujya Shree Mota could leave the daughters with somebody else in Benares itself and proceed to Nadiad. How could there be anyone in that far-off town, Benares, so closely acquainted with him that he could entrust the charge of the two daughters to him? So it came to this: He had got to be in Benares on the one hand and on the other be physically present by his mother's bedside in order to keep his plighted word. Pondering over the problem, it flashed upon him that both the purposes could be served, if his mother had a vision of his bodily presence at her bedside in Nadiad. That would satisfy her and she would die happily. 

     For this extraordinary, almost impossible, occurrence he had only one recourse - prayer to his beloved Lord. To Him, therefore, he prayed and prayed, like a baby that would not stop crying till its mother came up. 

     For three days he prayed fervently, sometimes internally while outwardly doing some work, at others with all the concentrated intensity of an suffering soul. Food he had no relish for. Sleep he could not have, - at the fear lest his mother might die restless and hankering after him. He strengthened his appeal by saying "Lord! It's not for my satisfaction that I pray. I only want my mother's wish granted and so my promise kept."  

     On the third day electric lights suddenly went off. That he at once recognized as a symbolic coincidence. That meant that his mother had breathed her last breath. His prayers therefore ended then. 

     'Was his prayer granted? That was the question that then faced him. Instinctively he did feel that it was. But he wanted its confirmation. In two or three days a letter from his younger brother, Muljibhai, informed him that their mother, a very short time before her death, had ejaculated: "See! See! Mulia, Chunia has come. Is sitting by my feet! Gently passes his hand over mine."

     Though Muljibhai did not see anything, she had the vision, which Pujya Shree Mota had prayed for and did feel happy at her son's presence by her deathbed. 

     A strange way to keep up a promise! 

Which of the Two ? 

     Genuine inquirers in spiritual matters may wonder which of the above two examples revealed greater spiritual power. The answer is difficult to give - by the inexperienced. This is only an intellectual pyrotechnic display. It is given in order to stimulate in those serious readers even greater earnestness to know, by self-experience, those deep things that alone really count for in life. 

     At first sight it appears that the contribution of Pujya Shree Mota's very extraordinary prayer to let his mother see him in a vision was the height of his spiritual power. It brought down on earth a unique event and was moreover a brilliant example of God's omnipotent power. 

     But the vision, glorious and spectacular as it certainly was, appeared before that person who was unconsciously not only very receptive to her son's prayer - filled telepathy, but was herself very eager to see him. It was therefore in a sense a marriage of two loving minds. The mother also took (unconsciously) a recognizable part in bringing about the happy consummation. 

     Everything is the reverse in the case of the recovery of ornaments. The thief was anything but mentally co-operative and receptive. He had wrested the jewellery by a trick. He would never have returned it, but for the severe punishment that God inflicted on him, as God was not even appealed to in this case. It shows how dear those who love Him are to Him, how eager He is to be their prop and support, eager to come to their aid, make their thought-waves reach antipathetic persons and compel them to do things entirely against their will. 

     That is one aspect. The other is the fact that Pujya Shree Mota actually saw (in meditation), as in the present, the performance of that action which had happened more than 24 hours ago. 
They say that an individual living today on a star about two thousand light-years distant from our earth can see the events of Lord Jesus Christ's life actually happening before his eyes. Pujya Shree Mota's being must accordingly have reached a place more than 24 light-hours distant from the earth to enable him to see a previous day's event happening before his very eyes. (It may be remembered here that the sun is only 8 light-minutes from us.) At least to that extent he showed himself to be omnipresent and omnipotent. 

Meditation
     Meditation varies in kind and method. There is not one single particular way of meditation. Real Meditation is impossible without one single uninterrupted attitude of meditation in life. Meditation during fitful moments is a poor substitute. Most of us have no idea what meditation really means. Very few know for whom, for what purpose, and in what way one should meditate. There are times when a person sits down, closes his eyes, and call it meditation. What is essential for meditation is a fixed time, a definite place, and above all a particular attitude of inner concentration that never slackens.

     People imagine that it is quite enough for one to spend an hour or so in the morning in meditation. This is not true. What is necessary is one unbroken string of meditation, being aware of Life at all hours of the day and night. This state can be achieved if we are able to utilize our gains from daily meditation in our actions.  

A Worm Becomes A Giant
     A lowborn rustic baby starts his life under the critical society 'Chunia'. He becomes "Chunilal' as he joins college or as he throws away material prospects for the service of Harijans. Several terrible psychological shocks and from them a dangerous disease make him desperate. He tries to commit suicide by drowning, but is miraculously saved. That convinces him that God intends him to become what the iniquity and the inhuman treatment meted out to his father had made him in childhood resolve to be 'Mota'-great.

     The Power that saves him from death brings about circumstances that make him deserve the appellation 'Mota' in more and more ways. First, he actually became Mota of his family after the death of his elder brother as the oldest male survivor and staff and support of the family. Then his fame as a devotee of God spread in Nadiad and he began to be respectfully regarded and addressed as 'Bhagat' (devotee) by at least some people. When disciples gathered round him, he became 'Mota' in their eyes though he was not given that name. When not only Sri Nandubhai but also his mother and brothers - the whole family practically - came under his magnetic charm, Nandubhai's mother affectionately called him her son and 'Mota' as he was the oldest among her sons. That appellation stuck to him since then and everybody began to speak and think of him as Mota. After the establishment of his Ashrams at Kumbakonam, Nadiad and Surat and a branch at Naroda; he began to be regarded as 'Mota' by quite a large number of people. As his humanitarian activities grew and the press began to notice him and his activities, he became for better known and step on the stage of Gujarat as a colossus. 

     God thus granted his aspiration to be 'Mota'-'the great' to the extent that made him satisfied at the fact that the dream of his childhood was realized.

The Beginning of the End
     In his intense desire to give to the world all that he had, he used to burn his candle at both the ends. He made his life one long consistent sacrifice of heart, mind and body. Especially since he began the practice of vicarious suffering, he developed quite a number of diseases. Regardless of the inexorable laws of nature-though he knew the consequences - he continued His body thus became a museum of diseases-to speak of it figuratively. 

     He had asthma since his youth. A very poisonous serpent-bite in 1927 made him a chronic sufferer from heat in the body. He had to bathe in cold water thrice or four times a day. He used to feel acute pain in his head from even a slight breeze and had to wear a big round turban. Vicarious suffering added to these troubles and spondylitis, urinary trouble etc. made their home in his body. With advancing age and constant travels the body began to give him unbearable torture. Though he did take some medicines, he refused to be operated upon for any disease.

     But the relieving feature was his state of super-consciousness. It had become a part of his nature. When he engaged his mind in composing verses or in spiritual talks that consciousness rose to a higher pitch and that alone kept his mind above the very painful pressures of the body's ailments.  

     Nobody ever saw his face fallen. He always appeared completely composed, even laughed hilariously at times. 

     He appeared before the public for the last time in 1975 during the celebration of the day of his Self-realization and announced that public celebrations of the festival days were no longer to be held and he would not stir out of the Ashram thenceforward. Visitors were then allowed to meet him in the Ashram for just a few minutes and only during specific hours. 

The Race of Death
     Even after this announcement he kept up his habit of going to the South where in his presence the Guru Poornima Day (Full-moon day of Ashadh, the 9th month of the Hindu year near about July, when everyone adores his Guru.) used to be celebrated. His visits of Surat and Nadiad Ashrams alternately were also continued as before.

     And all the while the diseases and old age illness (he was nearly 78 at the end) told on him and his body began to exact its price.

     For the first time, in July 1976, he dropped his regular visit of South India to observe the Guru Poornima Day there .He had already announced that he would retire to a secret refuge and refuse to meet anybody thenceforth. But according to the previously fixed program he was to start for the quiet secret stay in the morning of the Guru Poornima Day from the Surat Ashram. Hence his devotees there requested him to let them celebrate that day and give him their meed. He agreed to wait till 7.30 a.m. only. Under torrential rain and in the early morning a large number of devotees managed to come to the Ashram 8 miles away from the city. They performed Guru- Pooja (worship) and offered prayers and their mite of money. At 7.30 a.m. sharp Pujya Shree Mota left the Surat Ashram for Vidyanagar (his intended resort) near Anand in Kaira District to stay with a devotee- couple there.

     Owing to the unusually heavy downpour many tunnels had overflowed. Pujya Shree Mota's car tried several routes but all roads were impassable and he returned to the Surat Ashram at 12 noon. The next day again the same attempt was made. This time he could reach Baroda, but had to stop there for the same reason of water flowing over roads in the city. He went to Sri Ramandhai Amin, the famous proprietor of Alembic Chemical Works, and with great difficulty at last reached his Ashram at Nadiad. 

The Last Flicker
    There was a serious crisis in his health at the Nadiad Ashram. On 16th July (1976) the prostate trouble grew deadly and for 36 hours there was no discharge of urine. The rain had made the Ashram a peninsula unforgivable on three sides. Wading through knee-deep water on the one side left crossable. Dr. Kantaben (wife among the devoted couple he wanted to go to at Vidyanagar) brought Dr. Virendrabhai, the well-known urologist, who too had to wade through water. He put a catheter. Nearly 3 liters of urine had accumulated in the receptacle, when Dr. Virendrabhai came again the next day on 18th July.

     On the 19th July Pujya Shree Mota asked for a letter-head of the Ashram and wrote the following memorable letter:

To All Those Concerned
     "I, Chunilal Asharam Bhagat, alias Mota, resident of Hari Om Ashram Nadiad, in full consciousness hereby declare that I wish to cast off my material form-the body-at my discretion and free will. It is a victim of many diseases and cannot now be used for the good of the people. There is not the slightest chance of its recovery from the diseases. It is therefore best to give up the body cheerfully and voluntarily. I will do so when I feel the proper moment has arrived."
     "My body should be cremated as a solitary quiet spot very near the place where it dies. More than 5 or 6 persons must not be present, No crowd should be allowed to collect at the dying place. That is my definite and clear injunction to my attendants. The bones should be immediately consigned to the nearest river, No construction in brick-and-mortar should commemorate my name. Whatever amount is collected as tribute to my departed spirit must be spent away in building rooms for primary schools in villages."
Sign: Chunilal Ashram Bhagat, alias Mota.
     At 11a.m, he wrote 3 letters, one of which is especially significant as his parting exhortation:

"Guru Maharaj (epithet of respect -
a very shining being) is not just a 
common living being. If for his own 
sake, on his own own initiative, he wants
it or if someone else calls him and 
wants it, he comes to his help and
solves his problems just as he would,
if he were bodily alive."

In the second letter he expresses his gratitude to all those who helped him and ends with the prayer: 

"May God do them good in every way."
     In the third letter he expresses the motivating sentiment behind his writings and the purpose of his simple style. 

The Body's Last Refuge
    The decision to give up the body voluntarily had thus been taken on July 19, 1976. According to the program already fixed he was to go on July 22, 1976 to Fazalpur, where Sri Ramanbhai Amin had a bungalow at a secluded spot on the bank of the Mahi River. In spite of his hazardous health and the fact that it was raining cats and dogs, he was determined to keep the program as best as he could. 

     On 22nd July morning four persons held a tarpaulin over his head to see him brought safely into a car. Dr. Mrs. Kantaben's Fiat preceded his as a pilot car. The very second the approach road was passed and they came up to the main road, all the electric lights of the Nadiad Ashram went off. It was a symbolic gesture and an inmate even cry out, "Mota has now gone for ever." 

     On the preceding day Pujya Shree Mota took a round in his wheel chair and passed by each and every one of the trees and shrubs in the Ashram to bid his final goodbye to them. This meaning of the round, however, became clear only after his departure. 

     On reaching Fazalpur Sri. Nandubhai followed Pujya Shree Mota's instruction already given him. He told Sri. Ramanbhai: "Pujya Shree Mota wants to cast off his body in this your bungalow, but only if you heartily approve. If you don't he will proceed to his Surat Ashram."
Sri Ramanbhai: "Take this house as legally mine, but really his. His will is my will." Sri Ramanbhai left for his office.

     In view of the incessantly heavy rain and so of difficulty in cremation, Sri Nandubhai suggested that death might be postponed for about three days. Pujya Shree Mota burst out in English to emphasize his point of a stern refusal, "This is not a matter of discussion."

     At 3-p.m. July 22, 1976 Sri Ramanbhai Amin was asked in a phone to come up to Fazalpur (from Baroda). After his arrival Pujya Shree Mota sent hurriedly Sri Ramanbhai's children who came to greet Mota, back to Baroda.

     Under his instruction Pujya Shree Mota was taken into a room at 4 p.m. Only 6 persons - Sri Nandubhai, Mr. and Mrs. Ramanbhai, Mr. and Mrs. Ram (Dr. Mrs. Kantaben) and Sri Rajendra - were then present and they were called into the room. He told them, "You may sit in the room or go out, just as you please. Nobody should speak to me or touch me. Let my catheter remain with the body - it is my life-mate. You may chant the name of Lord."

     All the six decided to stay on in the room and remember God, each according to his or her liking.

     Intense quiet tills the last moment. Pujya Shree Mota got more and more indrawn. Even during his short stay at his Nadiad Ashram, and especially after he left, he had expressed little concern over his Ashrams or those dear ones whom he was shortly to leave. And now he seemed getting more and more aloof - merged in the Self.

     At 00.30 a.m. Dr. Mrs. Kantaben felt his pulse. It was irregular at 30 to 35 beats a minute.
     Earlier, Sri Nandubhai had a feeling that in alignment with Pujya Shree Aurobindo, Pujya Shree Mota also would give up the body at 1.30 a.m. (on Friday the 23rd July). He did so, and no wonder. Outwardly unconscious, a Self-realized person keeps up his divine consciousness and all that it means to the very end of his body's death. Is it not natural, therefore, to conclude that Pujya Shree Mota at once knew what Sri Nandubhai thought, but did not say in words? And would he fail to actualize in dead fact even the unspoken thought of once of his nearest and dearest ones? 

'Dead and gone'?
     Even a casual visit to the famous Ashrams of the South - Pondicherry, Ramanashram, Ananandanagara, - shows us that the inmates there are convinced that their Guru, Sri Aurobindo, Sri Raman Maharshi, or Sri Ramdas Swami is vigorously alive though the body is in the grave or was cremated long ago. 

     It is only 5 years since Pujya Shree Mota left world. That he said in one of his last three letters about his 'Gurumaharaj has proved true in his case also. 

     Many of the devotees can attest that their knotty problems have been solved, that they have been extricated from abnormal webs in a surprising manner. And that is why the silence rooms are rarely empty and amounts collected have even grown after his demise. 

     As if this is not sufficient, there have been two tangible cases within Nandubhai's knowledge, which prove that Pujya Shree Mota is not 'dead', can never 'die'.  

     He says in one of his farewell letters:  

     "Guru Maharaj is not just a living being. If, for his own sake-on his own initiative-he wants it, or, if someone else urgently calls him and wants it, he comes to his help and solves his problems just as he would, if he were bodily alive." 

     These words have been proved true up to the hilt in the following two cases. The first given here shows the truth of the second alternative and the second that of first. 

     In the first case a very responsible person, a man who knows what's what, Sri Vaikunthbhai Shastri, an ex-mayor of Surat Corporation, makes the statement. He affirms that during his silence-period he felt a dire need of Pujya Shree Mota's guidance. Pujya Shree Mota, therefore, resurrected before him in flesh and blood, exactly in the same human body as he had before it was cremated. And it was not a mere vision. Sri Vaikunthbhai had a fairly long talk with Pujya Shree Mota. He answered all the queries of Sri Vaikunthbhai including that about his late father as well as about the worldly problem that faced him.  

     The second case is that of Nandubhai himself. Nandubhai did not pray for Pujya Shree Mota's guidance, was not even thinking of him. He was at that time just awake from sleep, but fully awake, and in the peace that follows sleep.  

     Suddenly he heard Pujya Shree Mota's voice. "Go on along your path of grace." As he had a weak body since his infancy, Nandubhai felt himself incapable of the exertion necessary to cope with his earnest desire for sadhana. He had therefore desperately clung to the path of grace, insisted that (Pujya Shree Mota's) Grace alone were his only hope and refuge not his effort. In his later years however Pujya Shree Mota laid greater and greater emphasis on the aspirant's efforts. Thus there was a tussle; Nandubhai could not see his way to put up any effort worth the name and relied on Pujya Shree Mota's grace alone, in spite of Pujya Shree Mota's repeated exhortations. 

     At last, four years after his physical separation from the world, Pujya Shree Mota suddenly put Nandubhai at his ease. He came to him invisibly put said distinctly in his own voice that Nandubhai could unhesitatingly proceed along the path of grace. To convince Nandubhai that it was he personally that was giving this very valuable spiritual guidance and that it was not the projection of Nandubhai's mind, Pujya Shree Mota used the word 'anugraha' for 'grace', whereas Nandubhai always thought of 'kripa' as meaning grace. And Pujya Shree Mota used 'tame' (you in plural) as he used to do and not 'tu' (singular) which was used by way of an answer from Nandubhai's own heart. 

     As a personal testimony is regarded as very authentic, this personal instance has been given. 

     May both these tangible instances instill greater hope and faith in the hearts of all of us!  

Silence Room
Prayer is the wing to fly to god; Meditation is the eye to see God.
     Peace is a thing desired, rather, craved for by everyone, always. Be he rich or poor, powerful or weak, a leader at the top or a mere menial at the bottom, all, each and everyone wants it the most. Not only individuals but also groups want it too.

     Each one seeks his way to gain it, according to his own light, so much so that logically some even fight wars to gain peace. Why is it so difficult to have peace? Mostly because the solution of problems is sought through the adjustment of external factors. Such solution can bring about only a temporary reduction of tension that regularly is followed by greater confusion and bigger problems.

     The true solution lies within one's self, be it an individual or a nation. From ancient times our philosophers and sages have stated this and shown ways and methods to attain Peace which is real, total and never-ending. Scriptures and tomes are loaded full with such guidance. But one can  reach solution merely through such directions, however complete and helpful they may be, unless one, takes them up seriously, practices them carefully and continue courageously till the goal is reached?

     Such practice may seem to the average worldly man more troublesome than the original problem itself and he is, therefore inclined to remain contended with a makeshift arrangement that can temporarily reduce the intensity and lighten the immediate burden. Thus he puts off the evil day a little further. But the problem catches up soon enough and one is back into the same vicious circle all over again.

The seekers
     However, this is not true of all. There are souls that are ready to do all they can and get rid of the evil once and for all. Such are the courageous aspirants or seekers that have happily resolved to follow the path in all its disciplines, trials and tribulations and reach the aim - Peace.

     In olden days, an aspirant had to resort to quiet abodes in mountains or jungles where undisturbed by curious people and avoiding the worldly temptations and pitfalls he got immersed in a path or Sadhna. According to his natural inclinations under the favourable guidance of his Guru, a Master who himself had cover the path and reached the supreme goal. 

     Today things have changed substantially from those days. Mode and outlook on life, living conditions and environments, the stress and strain of these on human beings have all undergone harmful changes. One can no longer retire from or renounce the world as simply as before. Fortunately, however, every country has even today, as ever before, its Adepts (thoroughly proficient) and Masters who can lead the lost and the confused to the path of Peace. India is perhaps more fortunate in this respect, for all along, every generation had its Masters who guided their disciples on this path of peace, passing their guidance on the conditions prevalent in their days. 

     Gujarat has produced a number of sages like Akha Bhagat, Narsinh Mehta, Swami Jalaram and many others. Amongst the eminent sages of Gujarat is Shree Mota, (1898-1976) "The  Elder " as he is lovingly called by his disciples. 

     Shree Mota recommends 'Namasmaran' or Japa as the most suitable mode of Sadhna in these times. He himself has undergone very rigorous Sadhna over many years, but all through he had carried on with his worldly duties and social responsibilities. Even after attaining the highest stage, he continued to devote his life to various social activities connected with educational movements and for developing a spirit of adventure and courage amongst the youths of our country. 

     Mota has made a novel and important contribution to society by starting a series of Ashrams or Hermitages where an intense aspirant can get every facility to carry out his spiritual Sadhna in a 'sattwik' (pure) atmosphere. These ashrams, called 'Hari Om Ashram' is located at Surat (containing ten maun rooms), Nadiad (contains six maun rooms) and Naroda in Gujarat. 

THE ASHRAMS
    During his period of Sadhana, Pujya Shree Mota had to undergo many a hardship for want of a suitable, solitary place and in getting regular supply of food. To save others from such troubles and worries, he established In each of these ashrams there are rooms equipped with bare requirements of life like a wooden broad swing useful for sitting as well as for sleeping, an attached bath with water tap and toilet etc. The room is sparsely ventilated by brick grills, usually above the head level, and covered both inside and outside by wire meshing to avoid insects, etc. from coming in. 

     These grills provide a clear source of light, just enough to make out bare outlines of things inside, as well as to provide air passage and ventilation. In all places electric lamps provide extra lighting for reading etc. The rooms vary from 10'X 12' X 20' X 20'. A double-doored window in a wall provides facility for serving food, tea and hot water (if needed) for bath. Because of controlled airflow, the room usually remains at a comfortable temperature. Thus an inmate is well provided with the essential needs and can carry on his spiritual Sadhna without any outside disturbances.

LIFE IN MAUN
     Inside the 'Maun Mandir', as the room is called, the inmate follows the ashram routine of getting up at 4 a.m., bath and tea at 5 a.m. bhajans from 6 to 6-30a.m. (Radio programs through installed loudspeakers which can be switched on and off as desired), meal at 10a.m, tea at 1-30 p.m. and the last item of the day, viz. Evening meals at 5 p.m. The food is vegetarian and wholesome and a nominal charge of Rs. 5/- per day covers everything including two meals, twice tea, laundry, light, service etc.


     Outside of this routine a Sadhaka is at liberty to spend his time, as he likes. Of course, it is expected that the time be not wasted in reading novels etc. but in serious prayers or reading religious and spiritual literature, singing devotional songs and japa or reading of a mantra etc. There are no idols nor any form of religious or other denominational signia.

     The inmate can follow prayer, Japa or practices according to his own religion. There is absolutely no kind of religious or any other bias of caste, creed or nationality. Anyone who is seriously interested in search of spiritual values can stay and pray. 

     The normal procedure is to get your name registered usually well in advance, (because there is always a waiting list) or takes your turns as and when a room is available. It is up to the person to decide beforehand the period of stay inside. Generally it varies from 7 to 28 days or even more. Early in the morning you enter the Maun room from then on till the time you come out, you remain in the room all alone. You do not meet or talk to anyone. You get no news or contact, with the outside world unless, of course, it is something extremely urgent. No letters, newspapers, etc. can reach you inside. In a sense you are temporarily cut off from the worldly worries and involvements.

     On reading this, it must naturally come to one's mind " what do I do in there?" The simplest answer is: " Find Yourself “ The room helps you for, it is charged with an atmosphere of extremely pure and peaceful aura (atmosphere diffused by) You begin to feel this Sattwik (pure) atmosphere within a short time of entering and soon you get absorbed in its current. 

     The world, with all its problems and tumult, begins to slowly recede away and a New World all your own takes its place. You feel a lightness, a serene joy emanating from your being. Most persons do Japa of 'Hari Om', which in the beginning, takes some effort to keep up, but after a while becomes more and more even in flow, with its continuance you begin to feel within you a spontaneous inner happiness This serene joy is very rich and ennobling. One has to experience it to under-stand it.

     This, however, does not mean that everyone feels in the same way. In fact, each individual reacts according to his approach and his mental and spiritual make up. Some cry with joy and feel freed in a natural way from their inner burden. Others feel a spontaneous out-pouring happiness which fills, their being with jubilation. Still others and particularly the disciples of Shree Mota, feel the presence of the master himself so strongly that they begin to unburden all their pent (shut in or up) sorrows and sufferings, in a sense, before him and get freed. Still others develop a remarkable clarity of self-analysis and introspection which gives them courage and capacity to penetrate deep down within themselves and look boldly at their limitations and shortcomings and eradicate them. To others in some strange and unconscious manner the inner entanglements by themselves begin to loosen up.

     Every single person feels remarkably 'at home' inside the room. Verily, no one can have a better 'home' than Maun Mandir, for in it you can be totally yourself. You do not have to do anything to please others or to adjust yourself to others needs, which is what we have to constantly do in the world outside. Inside there is no rule, law or code binding you, except your own urges and inner dictates. 

This gives a sense of freedom and vastness to your being, a total releases from all bondages and you respond by bringing forth the best in you. And in all this, there is the gentle, silent guidance of the Master and the holy atmosphere of the room. Sometimes the inner untying of knots is so delicate that one does not notice any change till a long time after coming out. 

     For an aspirant or Sadhaka, the room is a heaven of his dreams. With his bodily needs fulfilled in complete security and in a holy and pious atmosphere, he gets a chance to do his spiritual sadhna undisturbed. Those who meditate find that the mind gets stilled with little effort and stays so for a long while. Outside thoughts do come at times, but are easily controlled; mostly they pass away quite smoothly, leaving one in the same calm and undisturbed state. 


Experiences 

     One need not have any special qualification to be in the Maun room. All types of persons have been therein, from highly educated intellectuals to illiterate peasants, from sophisticated millionaires to simple workers. From old men of 88 years to children of 7 years, from young girls to mothers with babes in arms, from patients with acute heart disease attack to those with temperature of 103 degrees. 

     At the end of your stay, the ashram requests for an account called 'Nivedan' of your experiences during the Maun. This is quite voluntary. These accounts describe a wide range of variations in experience of different individuals. Most inmates have observed that their appetite and sleep were considerably reduced and a few of them could live for days together with hardly any sleep or food. 

     Some inmates felt great creative urge and wrote poems or drew pictures or solved complex problems of business. Cases are recorded where persons got clear forewarnings of good and bad events, which later on came out to be true. The space here is too limited to give anything more than a mere glimpse of what happens inside. But one thing is certain that but for the rare exceptions, everyone who enters and remain in the room, completes his allotted period and comes out richer and happier for the experience

     Psychology and science may explain some of the experiences that happen inside. It can be said that the semi-dark environment, the effortless availability of all the body's needs, the peace and quietness of the place and the sense of security all point to the happiest period of one's life, viz., the foetal state in a mother's womb. Hence, the person is  thrown back to that state, feels free, released and happy.

     Similarly, a few other things can also be explained but those who had personal experience of both the Maun Mandir and the psychologist's couch have stated that there is a vast difference between the two processes. Whereas the results obtained through psychological process are limited and conditional, the effects of Maun Mandir are much deeper, wider much more intense and certainly far more permanent. The release experienced in the Maun period is of a dimension beyond the body and the mind. It has a quality of Divine.

     Thus today, in the midst of his different duties and social obligations, an earnest Sadhaka has opportunity to pursue his path , seek his solution on the way to that which go beyond the humdrum (tedious) and leads one to the end of all ends, the goal of all goals - his freedom, eternal and everlasting.  

Funds & Donations 

     Pujya Shree Mota, a well-known saint of Gujarat, founded in 1955 at Nadiad and in 1956 at Surat, Hari Om Ashrams. Before attaining his saintly status Shree Mota was a constructive worker known as Chunilal Bhagat. As he was born in a poor family of cloth-dyers he had to struggle through years of acute poverty. This resulted in his genuinely sympathetic feelings for the backward and the oppressed and eminently fitted him as the worker for Harijans and latter on as the Joint Secretary of Gujarat Harijan Sevak Sangh and enabled him to clear himself very creditably at the post. During this period of several years he was the inmate of Harijan Ashram, Sabarmati. Through self-struggle he studied up to the final year of B. A. (Bachelor of Arts) Degree course in Baroda College, which he skipped at Gandhiji's call of Satyagraha. Five times he was sentenced to undergo imprisonment of several months for participating in the Satyagraha campaign.

     He was inspired for the high ideals of noble living preached by Gandhiji and Thakkar Bapa. For eighteen years at a stretch he rendered service to Harijans. His ways of serving the society was unobtrusive, never hankering after name or fame. Though outwardly engaged in his constructive work he was going ahead on his path of sadhana also, which conclude into the final revelation of the Divine in 1939.

     After realization he started giving guidance to many aspirants who wanted to follow the path of devotion. This terminated into the establishment of Hari Om Ashrams where Maun Mandirs (silence rooms) were started in which sadhaks desirous of taking vow of silence, shut themselves voluntarily inside the rooms in search of the Divine. These activities of the Ashrams are still continued even after Shree Mota left his mortal body.

     Along with the activities of Maun Mandir, Shree Mota channeled all his energy and resources towards the neglected fields of the society and uplift of the weaker section of the society, because Shree Mota was not a saffron-clad sanyasin but was a real karmayogi. He absolutely believed in the cultivation of Bhava and Guna noble virtues in our young people both male and female. To put these ideas into practice he started collecting funds for various causes. Thus, society is the Mota's donor and at the same times beneficiary also. He decided to fight out physical poverty as well as poverty of knowledge which he was in his life- time. He also wanted to pull out our youth from the mire of tiredness and frustration. "I want to arouse the people from its sleep" were his roaring words. So, he had gone out with message in heart and begging bowl in hand. He had friends, followers and devotees among the people of all classes and conditions. He started collecting funds from them. The rich and the poor have competed to donate for the cause he declared before hand but the bulk of the funds came from the gifts of average middle class families. Gujarat saw in him a second man first being Mahatma Gandhi-for whom the women of Gujarat formed a queue and by severing their attachment to gold-ornaments offered them as gifts to Pujya Shree Mota.

ORIGIN OF THESE ACTIVITIES
     Shree Mota was once sitting under the large Banyan tree in his Hari Om Ashram at Nadiad. He resorted to that one of the places during his period of sadhana. His initiator in sadhana revered Shree Balyogi was with him at that time. Shree Mota often sat on a swing under the cooling canopy (sunshade) of that big Banyan tree, but this time old hallowed memories were suddenly revived and he was lost in meditation. In that mood he again saw his Guru in his human form The Guru asked him to collect ten million rupees before his life-time ended and spend them on definite objects that raise society from its inertia to healthy activity. Ten million rupees! That was too unbelievable an amount! He expressed his doubts, but the Guru assured him 'You can and will succeed.'

     From then onwards, i.e. from 1962 to almost the end of his life on earth in 1976, he made hard efforts to collect money and spend it after activities of social uplift. And Shree Mota had the satisfaction of his Guru's prediction accomplished and his efforts at that end successful. More than ten million rupees were given to him and used after these activities before he breathed his last. 

THE ACTIVITIES 

    Main projects for which Pujya Shree Mota has donated will be mentioned below, but a special reference must be made here to the main characteristic of his donation. Many of his projects are carried through on the strength of interest of the amount donated. Institutions, which received the projects, were obliged to keep the capital amount intact and awards are to be given every year from the interest. The institutions themselves should incur even the administrative expenditure. Thus entire interest is utilized for the awards only.

     Category: 1. Donations for swimming competitions, to construct swimming baths and other games and activities.

     Only the braves can use the sword of religion, not the coward. Therefore Pujya Shree Mota undertook very difficult task of sacrifice of actions to infuse eagerness for cultivating the spirit of adventure, courage, valour (valuable), self-confidence and endurance in youths by pulling out our society from the marsh of lethargy, frustration, laziness and disinterest.

     The sacred task of reproduction belongs to women folk and therefore, as the part of their emancipation (liberation), their physical strength should be increased to make the future generation more valiant, strong built and able to endure physical strain. For this purpose Shree Mota gave donations for starting the organization called "Mahajan Shakti Dal" which works for the women's emancipation.

     Keeping in view the vast coastline of India, Mota's donations managed to initiate on national level as well as state level marine and river swimming competitions every year for the youth of our nation so that they may be inspired to plunge headlong into the danger. To add to these, the awards of silver and gold medals to those doing significant work for the removal of untouchables, research work, promotion of planting of trees yielding fruits, educational help to backward-class girls, appreciation of significant work towards the relief of flood or famine-stricken people, service unto the sick and suffering are enough to make us realize the magnitude of Shree Mota's mission. Thus, he planned to hold entire range of society to develop good virtues and high ideals of lofty sentiments so that Society may not remain spiritually crippled. A token aid to the individual like Mihir Sen was also granted to honour his effort for crossing seven seas.

     Main recipient institutions of Mota's donations under the category first for above mentioned activities are.
  (1) Sardar Patel University, Vallabh Vidyanagar.
  (2) Governments of Gujarat and Maharashtra States.
  (3) Gujarat Vyayam Pracharak Mandal, Rajpipla.
  (4) Surat Municipal Corporation.
  (5) Surat Swimming and boating Club.
  (6) Nadiad Municipality.
  (7) Vadodara Municipal Corporation.
  (8) Khambhat Municipality.
  (9) Viramgam Municipality... etc.    
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     Category: II. Donation for Publications.

     In order to make Gujarati more prosperous and realizing the importance of educational activities Shree Mota paid his attention and made to flow the donations for the publications of different types of literature to facilitate the availability of the world knowledge through the medium of Gujarati. Thus, for stabilizing the society on sound footings he made available the books, which imparted appropriate observations of different walks of life. His varied plans of publications were named after different personalities of Gujarat and India. Thus, he made the society conscious of its obligations towards eminent persons who contributed a lot to develop and impart the cultural heritage to this generation. 

     He wanted society to be acquainted with the philosophy of all religions, their teachings, reflections and crystal clear behaviour. To this end in view be arranged to publish a book-series on the lines of "Home Library" called "Sarva Dharma Darshan" which was named after Shree Anandshanker Dhruv, a well-known thinker of Gujarat chosen by Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviyaji to head the Banaras University as its vice-chancellor.

     Mahabharat, Ramayan, Bhagat and Upanisads are great classics of our cultural heritage. Both young and old had evinced special attraction for the characters and episodes of these books, which have also imparted precious lessons useful in our daily life.

     With the intention of some useful creative schemes for the uplift of the society Shree Mota proposed that tale of these classics be describe in simple, easy Gujarati language with proper three coloured pictures to create permanent blissful and uplifting effects on the reader's mind.

     Origin of Indian culture lies in Vedas. But mass as a whole is deprived of the outlines of the teachings of Vedas. Pujya Shree More simplified versions so that a common man can easily go through it. 

     Modern age is a scientific age. Only the experts have privileges of reading scientific and technical books. Pujya Mota desired that modern scientific knowledge should teach to the common man in a simplified way. Thus, scientific attitude can be cultivated which is more important for life than the scientific knowledge itself. So he arranged for the publications of booklets, which covered modern scientific subjects. This series was named after Late Sri Tribhuvandas Gajjar who was a well-known scientist of Gujarat.

     To expand the horizon of knowledge and to satisfy the curiosity of our teenagers it is necessary that brief and noble biographic depicting happenings and incidents useful for developing good qualities and lofty sentiments should be presented before them. Pujya Shree Mota managed to get them published under the heading of "Kishor Bharti", other two series under the name of "Bal Bharati" and "Shishu Bharati". Which respectively initiated primary school children and beginners in the primary school in different interesting subjects including science with ultra modern topics falsifying the belief, which cannot initiate the young children into the serious subject like science.

     Even the field of higher education did not remain untouched. The scheme of publishing Books of Knowledge in Gujarati called "Gyan Gangotri" series was conceived. These books were welcome by the elite class of Gujarat. Twenty-five volumes each one on different subject and with up-to-date theories, data and historical background have been already published. 
The conception of the set of three types of Gujarati Encyclopedia is a unique one for a penniless (resource less) Sadhu. The work of publishing them is entrusted to the competent authorities. The first General Encyclopedia is in an alphabetic order and is on the similar line to that of Encyclopedia Britannica. Introductory volume and first volume of it are already out. The second Encyclopedia is that of Science and Technology. Ten volumes of this are already published. It is arranged in subject-wise fashion. The third is the Encyclopedia of Gymnastics, which is arranged according to the classification of games. Seven volumes of it are already on the sale. To our best knowledge Encyclopedia of Gymnastics is the first attempt on that subject among all Indian languages. 

     Pujya Shree Mota also fulfilled the long-standing wants of Gujarati literature by his plans to publish Etymology and standard grammar of Gujarati language. He also arranged for the prize and award for the best female writer every year for her unique original creative literature. 

     He also began different lecture-series in the sacred memory of man like Kavi Narmad who paved the way for modern Gujarati Literature, Zaverchand Meghani a master of Gujarati folk literature and nationalist songs, Shree Aurobindo well-known spiritual leader of India, Premari Bapu a local spiritual light and some other great literary persons like Goverdhanaram Tripathi, Manibhai Nabhubhai Dwivedi and Balashanker Kantharia.    

     Main receipting institutions of donations for publications are- 
  (1) Gujarat University, Ahmedabad.
  (2) Sardar Patel University, Vallabh Vidyanagar.
  (3) University Book Publishing Board, Ahmedabad.
  (4) Charotar Education Society, Anand.
  (5) Gujarat Vyayam Pracharak Mandal, Rajpipala.
  (6) Gujarat Shahitya Parishad, Ahmedabad.
  (7) Saurashtra University Rajkot.
  (8) Sarvajanik Education Society Surat…etc.

     Category: III Donations for Scientific Research Work in different fields of knowledge

     Now a day it is very essential for us that the original scientific researches are carried out in various fields of Knowledge for the prosperity of our country. Just as the central goal of education is student so also is the teacher. If the teacher is alert, studious and has love for knowledge then the teaching is bound to be influencing and thereby the classroom teaching instead of becoming dry, boring will knock with freshness, enthusiasm and joy.

     Necessity of continuity of such a process, especially in the field of higher education is great. Besides the teaching; the process becomes possible with love and labour of research work. If the colleges and professors of the universities of Gujarat keep themselves engaged in such research work over and above the job of teaching, then both could become lively.

     To this end in view Shree Mota conceived an idea that if some of research-prize -distribution scheme for the university and college professors of Gujarat were worked out, some interest in research work etc. can be created and teachers can experience the appreciative nature of society.

     He proposed to award research prizes to increase production of food for the nation. He allotted handsome amounts for the researches in medicine so that recovery from incurable in medicine like Cancer, T.B (Tuberculosis) and Diabetes is made possible. He announced rewards for economically viable project for a village to desaline seawater into pure drinking water to remove extreme difficulties in innumerable coastal villages of India.

     He organized competitions on an all India basis for design of low-cost housing and for the researches with new scientific out-look in the production of cheap building materials so that the low-income group people can afford to have it. HUDCO (Housing and Urban Development Corporation-Delhi) is entrusted with the work of holding all India competitions. Rs. 3,00,000 (Three lakhs of rupees) were given to HUDCO for this purpose. With all India awards researches, he associated the names of great scientists of India like Sri Meghnad Saha (for research in the theoretical sciences), Dr. C.V. Raman (for research in applied sciences) Sri Jagdishchandra Bose (for research work in life science), For this The University Grant Commission (U.G.C.) has been given Rs. 6,00,000/- (Six lakhs rupees) for instituting every year four all India annual awards of Rs. 10,000/- each for scientific researches.

     Rupees three lakhs had been given to The All India Council of Medical sciences for an annual award of 30,000/- for an original and outstanding research in medicine by an Indian on the Indian soil. 

Another sum of Rs.3 lakhs had been entrusted to India Council of Agricultural Research for two all India awards of Rs. 15.000/- each for research in agriculture and oil seed.  

     All India Association of Surgeons (Chennai) was given rupees two lakhs for giving All India awards to the best research in the fields of surgery.

     Physical research laboratory (P. R. L.) Ahmedabad founded by late Sri Vikram Sarabhai was given 2 lakhs rupees for giving All India awards for best research in different fields like Electronics, Telecommunications, Planetary and Space Sciences, Atmospheric physics, Hydrology Systems of Analysis and Management problems.

     It is needless to say that entire amount remains intact and yearly awards are given only from the interest of amount given.

     Pujya Shree Mota constitutes other such 16 research awards on state level. Some of them being on all India level. For each such award Rs. 50,000/- is given and the award worth Rs. 5,000/- is to be given from the interest of the amount. Following all the Universities of Gujarat are covered for the subjects like 
    (1) Botany Plants and Plant Pathology and Zoology 
    (2) Dry Farming Cereals and Marine Plants 
    (3) Horticulture 
    (4) Man made Fibers and Silk Chemistry
    (5) Ocean logy 
    (6) Archeology 
    (7) Social Sciences
    (8) Mineral ores and products and its ingredients 
    (9) Bio-Chemistry Geo-Chemistry and Soil-Chemistry 
  (10) Tropical diseases and their cure 
  (11) Mechanical Engineering 
  (12) Dyes, Dyes-product and Textiles 
  (13) Ayurvedic researches.

     Among these, awards for Ayurvedic researches and Man-made Fibre and Silk Chemistry are on all India level.

     Besides these awards, three to four universities are given Rs. 50,000/-. For each subject for giving 12 prizes every year worth Rs. 5,000/- for the state level competition in subjects like Math's, Gujarati Language, Science, Hindi and English to find out the best talents among the students of the respective subjects.

    Over and above the universities, receipting institutions include some District Panchayats Gujarat Co-operative Marketing Association, Ahmedabad Textile Industrial Research Association (ATIRA), Gujarat Association of Agricultural Sciences, Central Salt and Marine Chemicals Research Institution-Bhavnagar.

     Total sum under this third category amounts to more than Rs. 30,05,000/- (Thirty lakhs five thousand rupees). The illustration where an indigent sadhu or a saint has donated to sponsor scientific researches is second to none in our cultural history.

     Category-IV: Donations for the aid of education for poor students and some miscellaneous fields

     Pujya Shree Mota tried to help the genuine but poor students for their study,  sometimes through their own institutions. These included scholarships, books, prizes, and monetary help in the form of wages for manual labour done in the institution by well-planned schemes of permanent trusts. Beneficiaries are mostly the institutions doing rural experiments in Basic Education. These institutions include Lok Bharati (Sanosara), Saraswati Gram Vidyapith (Samoda), and Gangajala Vidyapith (Aliawada) South Gujarat University (for helping poor village students) etc. 

     Amount under this category is also allotted for various purposes like giving gold medals for standing first in various Master Degree Examination, giving prizes for standing first among the backward class students of S.S.C (Secondary School Certificate) Examination, with separate prize provided for the first number of the backward class girl, for essay writing competitions, for monetary help to purchase books, for removing untouchability and also for the education and upliftment of Harijans, for community science center, gold medal of elocution competition, help to the ardent (eager) Sarvodya workers who have devoted their lives for serving Adivasi's in the forest area, for medical relief and donations to hospitals, for propagating unique method of silence rooms of Hari Om Ashram, for famine relief, for water huts at many places during the summer, and also for constructing small houses for Harijans and also for constructing small houses for Harijans and repairing bathing ghats of the river. 

     Category V: Donations for constructing rooms for primary schools in distant poor villages. 

     Shree Mota during the last phase of his life, started giving donations to the distant poor villages for constructing primary school buildings. During his bodily presence on this earth he donated approximately seven lakhs of rupees for this very purpose. Within the time period of twenty years he had collected from the people near about one crore of rupees and given away for the society.
     At the last moment of falling of his body, he expressed his keen desire in plain words that whatever funds are collected on the occasion of his death should be utilized for constructing rooms for primary schools in the distant poor villages. And accordingly Hari Om Ashrams with the collaborations of the government and other Panchayats (District, Taluka or Gram) carried out this work. 

SUMMARY OF DONATIONS MADE BY HARI OM ASHRAM
HARI OM ASHRAM (Nadiad & Surat) duly inspired by revered Pujya Shree Mota has so far donated more than Rs. Ten crore for social upliftment and that particularly in the fields of education and other in respect of physical, mental and spiritually benevolent schemes. His main object being to develop Guna & Bhava-qualities of head and heart-because he emphasizes that mere development of Guna without Bhava would lead a person to negative or destructive tendencies. 

Up to  March 31, 2000.

1. Donations for constructing rooms for primary schools 

    Rs. 4,83,07,314/- (Four crore eighty three lakhs seven thousand three hundred fourteen)


2. Donations for competitions held in games and other activities.

    Rs. 4,96,43,243/- (Four crore ninety six lakhs fourty three thousand two hundred fourty three)


3. Donations for Medical 

    Rs. 54,75,486/- (Fifty four lakhs seventy five thousand four hundred eighty six)


4. Donations for Soldiers

    Rs. 1,11,111/- (One lakhs eleven thousand one hundred eleven) 

Donations Accepted 
  

       Donations to Hari Om Ashram are exempted under Sec 80 (G) of Income Tax Act of India. 
       Cheque / DD / M.O. may be drawn in favour of ‘HARI OM ASHRAM’, A/C PAYEES only.  

     Address: Hari Om Ashram, P.O. Box No. 74, Nadiad – 387 001.

                   Phone: (0268) 67794. 

                   Hari Om Ashram, Jahangirpura, Rander, Surat – 395 005. 

                  Phone: (0261)765564. 

  

Please help us to keep this Divine website alive. 
       Fund us to Maintain & Manage this website. 

       We also accept Donations for the up gradation of Pujya Shree Mota’s website  www.pujyamota.com in favour of ‘Omkaar Enterprise’, A/C PAYEES only. 

Address: 2, Shri Ganesh Krupa Society, P.O. S.V.R. Engg. College, Ichhanath, 

   Surat – 395 007. 

   Phone: (0261) 219869 

              (0261) 227246. 

 

 More Information will be made available soon.
CONTACT US 
       www.pujyamota.com 

    Omkaar Enterprise - 2, Shree Ganesh Krupa Society, PO. SVR Engg. College, Ichhanath, Surat – 395 007. Ph. (0261) 219869, (0261) 227246. 

       omkaarenterprise

 HYPERLINK "mailto:pujyamota@yahoo.com" @pujyamota.com  

 

More Information
will be made available soon. 

HARI BHAV 
  

 “HARI BHAV” is a monthly magazine Printed & Published by ‘HARIWANI TRUST’. 

Address:  11, Dada Rokadnath Society, Narayannagar, Paldi, Ahmedabad – 380 007. 


     Ph. (079) 6635873. 

  

For your information, “HARI BHAV”  is 
       Published on 10th of every month. 

       Subscription fees Rs. 40/- p.a. (India) 

       Subscription fees Rs. 400/- Lifetime. (India) 

       Subscription fees Rs. 300/- p.a. (Outside India) 

       Subscription can be done for any number of years. 

       Cheque / DD / Money Order in favour of ‘HARIWANI TRUST’ is accepted for subscription. 

       Donations in favour of ‘HARIWANI TRUST’ are also accepted. 

 More Information will be made available soon. 

The End



