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Publisher’s Note

A great life is a triumph of man over himself and his environments and its record is a
proud and precious possession of human society, for its perusal raises man in his own eyes,
makes him feel his dignity as man and encourages him to reach out his daily life for the new
level marks of greatness in his conduct and spirit. What once distinguishes a great man
distinguishes his community, his nation and mankind in course of time. The hatred for slavery
once spot-lighted the greatness of Abraham Lincoln or Wilberforce, but now it distinguishes
civilized societies throughout the world. The passion for economic justice in contradiction to his
theory —mark method, which once distinguished Marx now saturates the practices of all welfare
states of the world. The compassion of Budha and the Cross of Christ have produced a tribe of
great men throughout the world. A great life thus makes for higher water-mark for mankind
and belongs to the whole humanity. This is true and applicable to all levels of greatness.

We have contributed our very humble bit to this treasure house of distinguished lives by
presenting the autobiography of Principal P.V. Kanal, life worker Dev Samaj Mission. It is a story
of boy who struggled in his poverty for his highest education. It is a narration of a youth who
fought against untouchability, caste, superstitious rites and ceremonies. It is a delineation of a
life dedicated to the education and moral inspiration of college-going men and women. It is the
history of a disciple who found in his guru, Dev Atma, his highest intellectual and emotional
satisfaction. He lived to be his dedicated devotee, sang about his life and his philosophy with
apostolic fullness of heart and fervor and worked till his last to serve His cause of philosophy
and altruistic life. In short, these are the inspirational sketches of an educator, reformer and
devotee.

It is his life as s devotee that dominate the pages of this narration. As a boy he was
besieged with a doubt in the existence of God and this doubt he carried in his heart to the
college stage. He was a religious soul who hungered for a religion without God and this he
found in the Dev Dharma of Dev Atma. He, therefore, sings of the spiritual atheism of his Guru
with the same lyrical rapture as theists sing of their God. If it is praiseworthy in a theist to go
into ecstasy about the existence and nature of God, it is as much rightful for an atheist lyrical in
the denial and denunciation of God. This autobiography will have appeal for all those who are
open-minded to understand spiritual atheism.

Further, the autobiography will carry appeal with the readers who enjoy objective
narration rather than subjective introspective study. The subjective autobiography takes the
reader in the inner private chamber of its heart exposing naked its passions, frustrations and
failures of life. The objective autobiography refuses this intimate private exposures and gives



his triumphs and achievements in the context of kaleidoscope of life. He presents his audience
with the premiere show of his life, but would not allow a peep into the tedious and frustrating
long rehearsals that have gone into it. Itis to this class that this autobiography belongs.

Further, there is no attempt to present his triumphs and contributions under the guise
of humility. He was nothing if not forthright. There is no sugar-coating of assumed humility to
make himself acceptable to the readers.

This autobiography is autobiographical sketches. These sketches are loosely knitted by
chronology. In some cases a sketch epitomizes the whole life in a particular aspect and then the
same events or anecdotes are repeated where chronology requires them. The author tries to
combine both the chronological and logical method of presentation of his life and this explains
how the sketches are sometimes piecemeal. It’s in this context that the repetition of certain
events and anecdotes is to be understood. However, the drama of life moves backward and
forward with ease and effect.

The author takes a rightful pride in delightful narration of what his Guru could achieve in
his life. His faith, reverence and gratitOude for his Guru and his love and capacity to understand
and appreciate His philosophy illumine these sketches as sun shines over a landscape and one
feels light, warmth, and strength in his soul as he goes through them.

All these sketches appeared in The Science Grounded Religion between January 1942
and August 1952, both inclusive. The first 111 sketches appeared upto January 1947 while the
last sixteen were given from August 1951 to August 1952. The titles of the sketches were not
given by the author but by H.V.Sonpar and Sh. K.L.Vohra, who supervised the work of The
Science Grounded Religion. Here and there a title has been modified or added in this book.

Again, the selection of photograph, their captions, and quotations are not done by the
author.

PUBLISHER.
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FIRST FEW BRICKS.

I was brought up in my childhood in good environments. My immediate exemplars
were my grandmother and my revered father. | witnessed several incidents of their lives
which benefited me considerably.

My father had both physical and moral courage. He could never brook an insult. He
could never to submit to what he believed to be wrong. Once a big burly cooly taking my
father for a bania as he was dressed in dhoti and shirt, used some insulting words to him. My
father sprang at him, took him by throat and the fight began. Very quickly my father brought
the cooly down and gave him a good beating saying, “You take me for a bania. Let me hope
you never mistake one who is dressed as a bania for a bania.” My father had no knowledge at
that time or thereafter how he had set for me an example which was to considerably
influence my later life.

My father was a chief of his caste. We call a chief “Mukhi.” A quarrel sprang up in the
calm atmosphere of our caste. A Brahman from Jessulmer came. As we all had originally
come from Jessulmere (Marwar) our brahmans also had migrated with our ancestors. For
centuries they and after them their generations worked as the priests of our families. This
new emigrant had, therefore, no place or claim to work as a priest. But he was a man with
go-ahead spirit. He won to himself several powerful families including two of my uncles. A
resolution was put in the Panchayat to accept the new emigrant as or priest. My father,
whose loyalties were with great features of his life, took up a strong opposition to the
proposed change. He challenged the new converts to the cause of the emigrant to prove in
what way he deserved to be preferred to the old priests. War continued. My father the was
the leader of the opposition. Hundreds of persons possessed deep reverence for my father’s
honesty and fair dealings. Our pleader told me years after when | was myself practicing as a
lawyer, that the meeting of the Panchayat continued to the small hours of the night and my
father was one against many. There was a schism and all followers and admirers of my
revered father stood firm by the old priests while others went over to the new man. My
antipathy to the new man rested on my father’s opposition to him. | had great faith in my
father. 1 knew his opposition was never based on self-interest. It was based on loyalties of
deepest nature and strong convictions. My father’s business failed. He was reduced to
poverty. But his very high character keep him always at the helm of his casts affairs. The rich
and the mighty stood in moral awe of him.



| was sitting one day on the shop of my father when my uncle in caste who had shops
in that line related a story. One of our caste-men had become a Tehsildar. It was perhaps in
the year of 1890 or so. A tehsildar was believed, then to be the real king of the place. One
day this tehsildar of our town who belonged to our caste passed through our covered bazaar
on a strong horse. Our uncles made pranam to him. This haughty man returned their
salutation not by hand but by the cane he had in his hand. Our elders took great offence at
this. They waited for my father to come, they ran to him and narrated to him the whole
incident. “Dear brothers,” my father said, “this haughty man is to be taught a salutary lesson.
As one of our caste-men he is one of us — equal in all respects. If he presumes to take airs,
pay him the same coin, salute him with the stick of your small balances with which you weigh
your silk.” Some days after the tehsildar passed through the bazaar. Everyone of our elders
saluted him with the stick. Their were about 20 shops and the whole line followed the
uniform method. He was an intelligent man. He smelt there was something wrong. He got
down from his horse. He approached my father and with folded hands asked why he was
treated in such a fashion ? My father told him, how he had been the aggressor. He at once
said father, forgive me. Mine was an unconscious blunder. | apologize to all. In future |
would be more careful.”

These things happened before me. | was, therefore, prepared to worship courage.

Besides these, my father was an ascetic. My grandmother several times expressed in
my presence, “if my son could but tell some lies, he would flourish in business. He thinks he
has to be honest and rich. How foolish !” My grandmother did not realize at that time, how
she was molding my life in a way that that one day | was to be accept the greatest Lover of
Truth as my Guru. She prepared my heart. | thank her from the bottom of my heart that she
lifted my gaze from the mire of the world to the noble life of my father and thus unfitted me
from being one with liars, dishonest, people, cowards, money grabbers, misers and such
other lowly beings. My father’s word was always trusted. He never bent his knees even
when reduced to poverty, to the haughty or the arrogant wealthy. H e passed hours from 3
a.m. right up to 10 a.m. in his religious exercises. He set before my wondering eyes the
example of his life which was purely religious and which valued high character above
everything. He suffered the pangs of poverty but did not let his hold off from the noble life
he had lived and developed.

It was no wonder, then, when | saw the Late Shri Bhai Mohan Devli, mine was a love
at first sight. His asceticism, his courage, his devotion to his Guru, his fearless championship
of the then most unpopular cause of Bhagwan, instinctively drew me to his feet. My
reverence for him grew apace when | witnessed the daily incidents of his life. He never bent
his knee to the mighty, to the vain, to the arrogant wealthy, to the threats of his Panchayat or



threats of ex-communication. When his grandmother died, he observed no orthodox rites.
He even asked us boys to carry her bier by an un-trodden road. He asked us to sing bhajans.
These things came as a shocking surprise to his caste. But he seemed least affected. | simply
loved him for his courage. He never took any insult lying down. An arrogant rich contractor,
one day taunted Shri Bhai Sahabji, when the latter approached him for a subscription that he
should be ashamed of begging. “I do not beg for myself,” retorted Shri Bhai Sahebji. “What
about you who are crawling simply on your stomach and on dust to please a worldly-minded
officer to give you contract ?” This snub silenced him. (The above are not exact words. They
represent the spirit) Whenever he had to deliver an address, he was all alone. But
unflinchingly and unafraid he would pass through the programme even though some mean
persons sometimes cast even dust at him. | saw all this and my reverence for him deepened.
Shri Bhai Sahabji never descended to lie or subterfuge or anything smacking of insincerity.
“What a beautiful soul he has.” | used often to cry at house-tops for others to hear. The
ground that was prepared by my revered father was ploughed and watered by Shri Bhai
Sahabji. Hence when | came to know about my Bhagwan, my heart went to his feet with a
bound. “l had found my Guru,” my heart sang, “What a great Guru | got !” If my father and
Shri Bhai Sahabji took me upto certain hills some altitudes high, Bhagwan Devatma lifted my
gaze to Himalayan heights of the unique spiritual life which had evolved in Him.

I had given up belief in God because my heart and head could not accept the existence
of such an impossible being. At the age of 12, doubts grew in my heart. My awakened mind
could not accept a belief of a perfect being who had no brain and yet had intelligence, no
nervous system and yet could see, hear, feel pleasure, get angry, etc. A bodyless, brainless
and yet an intelligent and feeling being was a contradiction in terms to me. With this doubt
daily growing, | passed my few years. | went to Baroda College with two-fold object. That
year the new Professor of Philosophy who was appointed to the vacant post had secured first
class honors in the University. | had my mental conflicts. My class-mates had no knowledge
of them If anybody got a scent of my doubts of God, he roundly abused me. When | reached
Baroda and joined the College | sought out an occasion to see the new Professor. |
unburdened my heart to him as to how it was not possible for me to accept a belief that the
bodyless, brainless, infinite, intelligent with several consciousnesses existed. He patted me
on my shoulder and said, “If you cannot accept God on faith, you can never accept him by
reason.” | said, “sir, my reason is imperious in my mind.” “Then follow it,” he said, “you are
more fortunate than the dumb-driven people, who accepted religion as they accept many
things without question.” | declared my non-belief. And what a hornet’s nest | gathered
around me ! The unthinking and blind believers gnashed their teeth at me. | could not accept
the belief in God under threats. But several times my heart sank within me. It came to my
notice that in rare cases such doubts did spring up in the hearts of people. But they have no
courage to shout them out. Public opinion appeared like an avalanche. “Would | be able to



resist this ? “ My heart whispered> | had not known that Bhagwan Devatma had built a great
system of religion with God driven beyond the frontiers. Hence when it came to my notice
that Bhagwan had expelled God from religion, | simply kissed the ground he tread. Dust of
his feet appeared to me more glorious and sacred than the whole body of the theistic sagas.
My heart sang. My faith deepened. My reverence grew intense. | was prepared to
acknowledge him as my Liberator, Savior and Guru.

There was the second conflict in my heart. My youthful sex passion grew. It
sometimes seemed that it would sweep me away. | had an example of my father before me
that even though married, he had accepted Brahmacharya before he was fifty. “He is a
saint.” Women used to say in my presence. Hence sexual passion did not appeal to me as a
natural urge. “Because | am hungry, | have a right to steal !” was the question that arose in
my mind. Hence when this urge had a sweeping influence on me, | used sometimes to sit
and weep. “Can anybody will help me to control this bottled up genie !” | cried. This was the
second problem which made me go on pilgrimage to Baroda to learn something about this
monster from that philosopher. But when | continued to have the company of Shri Bhai
Sahebiji, | felt | was getting better. At least it was subsiding. | learnt from him to hate
adultery. My attraction for women’s company was there. | even sought the company of
women, but | could not hurt them. Trials came for me. But as nobody can eat filth, | could
not demean myself to adultery. | can honestly say, | have never known a woman except my
wife. But my attraction for the society of women clung to me. When one day | went to an
educated and was busy in chatting with her, the Late Shriman Devatv Singh Ji who saw all
this, called me and said, “Can you tell men what feeling you gratified when you were in the
company of that girl ?” This was a strange question. “Were you talking with her for her
good ?” | searched within me. | said, “No”. Then | thought a little and | said, “Shrimaniji, |
found some satisfaction in her company because she is a girl. It was sex-attraction and not
soul-attraction. | am sorry. | shall keep watch on myself in future.” That was a great turning
point in this conflict. As | grew up and fed my soul with Bhagwan’s Dev Prabhavs, time came
when | was able to grow indifferent even to the company of women. Change of my soul-life
from the maddening urge of sex to a comparatively controlled and pure life gladdened my
heart. | found the solution of the second conflict also at the feet of Bhagwan. My pilgrimage
to Baroda bore no immediate fruit. But my pilgrimage to the feet of my Bhagwan saved my
soul.

This is one elementary reason why | shout practically from house-top “Bhagwan
Devatma is my Savior and Liberator.”
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CASTE SHACKLES SHATTERED

| believed that seeds of future man are laid in childhood. Impressions of childhood
determined almost the entire destiny of man.

I witnessed my father’s heroic struggles with his caste on behalf of his gurus. He
valued his relation with them more than any other relation. This had a remarkable effect on
my child mind. The word “Guru” acquired real and living significance in my mind. My heart
was ready to accept a guru and value him as the highest relation. When | was drawn to the
feet of Shriman Bhai Mohan Dev JI, | had no knowledge of Bhagwan Devatma. | thought and
believed he was praying God. Even though | was an agnostic, | was forcefully attracted by the
high and noble character of Shri Bhai Sahabli. | accepted him as guru and my young mind
surged with the idea of carrying the gospel of his character to the world. | even dreamt that
when | grew up, | shall be his apostle to draw the world towards him. When | came to realize
that the real Guru was my Bhagwan, the homage of my heart was laid at his feet.

However, after some time other problems absorbed my young mind and | could not
go often to Shri Bhai Sahebji. But, my deep reverence for him was my undeclared homage to
him, of which Shri Bhai Sahebji, was, however, unaware for some time. It was at a later
period that he came to know that | had greater reverence for him than the reverence of all
others put together.

One thing that brought about a radical change in my outlook was his detached life.
When his father died, he sent a word of this fact to his caste-men. They all assembled. His
caste-men were not ordinary men. They were a set of strong people. But was amazed me
was that Shri Bhai Sahebji occupied the pulpit. He began to sing a Dev Samaj bhajan and then
delivered a stirring speech on “ death and thereafter.” He was all alone. His caste-men were
in dozOens. All of them were also anti-Dev Samajists. But he spoke in a way as if he was not
aware of their presence or that he was undaunted and truly inspired by a missionary zeal to
carry light to their darkness ridden souls. | can hardly describe what a hero he looked to me.
Then we took up the bier. He ordered that the usual road definitely laid down by the town for
the passage biers should be abandoned. The superstitious people used to believe that the
dead would go to Vaikunth (heaven) only if carried along that specifically laid down path. At
one place an earthen pot had to be broken. He said it should not be done. All this caused a
stir in the minds of the orthodox. An editor earned this disgrace for all times by publishing a
hideous lie in his paper that Shri Bhai Sahebji had flung the dead body of his revered father in
a ditch.



All this moral courage displayed by him served as a moral tonic to me. It helped to
snap my chains to the demon of caste and wrong community public opinion. Thereafter, |
never afraid of caste. When | see of our friends, free though they are from eight sins, paying
homage to their low biradari and even sacrificing principles at the altar of their caste, | feel
deeply pained. Being sewaks of Bhagwan Devatma we are expected never to bend lower
biradari. To sacrifice higher principle, just to please low people means much lowering of the
dignity and self respect of human soul. It is not true that cowards have no religion and slaves
have no freedom. | saw an M.A.— a none Dev Samajist — thundering against child-marriage.
And it was a shocking experience to me when he got his immature girl married at the age of
thirteen or fourteen. | have seen slaves to low public opinion, posing to be reformers,
feeding Brahmans on shradh occasion. When taken to task they brazenfacedly say that they
fed brahamns not as brahamns but as poor people. They mean to deceive themselves
thereby. No sensible man is deceived by such a bankruptcy of loyalty to higher principles of
life. There are people who don’t believe in tonsure ceremony and yet they bend to lower
biradari and superstition and call a brahaman and a barbar to observe the mandates of their
biradari. When called to account they have the impudence to tell a number of lies to maintain
their position as reformers. In marriages, they follow unmeaning and low exploded orthodox
customs and instead of feeling ashamed of such a fall, they try to hide their unprincipled
conduct behind this or that low or false excuse.

For me also a trial came. | have received the highest education then available in our
University. My community generously offered me the hand of one or other girl of the
topmost caste families. But | was urged to break the caste. This happened in 1908. | had to
pass through the third conflict of my life. On one hand, the cause of reform demanded that |
should break this chain which has degenerated Hindus, and on the other, my biases for caste
and family and specially the love for my mother placed hurdles in my way. But once | was
convinced in Bhagwan’s light that | must take the step, all other considerations faded before
my eyes. It was a novel step. It was the first instance of its kind. But my Bhagwan fired me
with a new zeal and | was able to take this step. My mother’s caused me infinite pain. But |
could not yield. Besides this my community had paucity of girls. Many a young man could
not bride. When | broke the caste, a gateway was opened for them. Scores of young men
thereafter married outside the caste. This good step thus helped many.

Along with breaking of the caste, | was determined to break every allied bondage to
superstition. | married when the ‘star’ was said to have been set and marriages were almost
banned. | choose that so-called most inauspicious time as the time of my wedding. | refused
to ride on a mare in order to go to bride’s house which was the usual practice in those days
among the Hindus. | drove in a four-wheeler. | was the first to shake off wearing centuries-
old apparel considered then the only fir dress for wedding. | put on full dress of an ordinary
educated man. My marriage was celebrated in my own town not by a priest, but by a worker



of the Dev Samaj and an illustrious son of Bhagwan Devatma. My community sent a threat
that they would boycott my marriage. In reply | issued not even one invitation card to them.
Hundred of persons attended my wedding after passing through strict examination of being
bona-fide visitors. | brought my bride home in a four-wheeler and not in a doli. | discontinued
the custom of feeding the caste-men for 3 or 4 days. Only for one day | gave a feast to friend
and kinsmen. On the next day, | took my wife dressed in sari to the station to see of our
benefactor who had joined us in wedlock. All these unorthodox steps created consternation
in the hearts of people. The sages opined that a man who had defied the gods would have a
barren marriage. Misguided people ! they did not realize that laws and not gods rule our
destiny and that fulfillment of laws gives rise to inevitable results. | became a father of a
happy and good family. | did not in the long run suffer by such bold step. | gained even in
public estimation. They indeed are cowards who knowingly bend to orthodox customs, when
they have no faith in them. They set a bad example for others to follow while they command
least esteem and no credit. Nobody can bank on them. They are not an asset to the world.
They are a positive liability. Their existence proves more harmful than beneficial. They display
the want of the dignity of manhood.

How was | able to take so many bold steps? The reasons are plain. | saw that my
revered father never bent his knee to low biradari when a principle was involved. | saw Shri
Bhai Mohan Dev Ji actually breaking the chains of wrong public opinion. My Bhagwan
dazzled me by enabling me to envisage his most glorious love of truth and goodness which
spelled death of all evil and untruth.

All this enabled me to be a man, to set the example of manhood, to stand firm by
principle, to add to the strength and glory of my society and above all open a gateway for
others. What a privilege to be brought up in an atmosphere of courage; to associate with a
brave soul; and to worship an unconquerable lover of Truth and Goodness !

The more | contemplate over this gain the more deeply indebted do | feel to my
revered father, my revered first preceptor Shri Bhai Sahebji and above all to Him who is the
light and life of the world and at whose feet lie the treasures of highest moral and spiritual
reserves.

May this sense of gratitude deepen in me, is my humble prayer at the feet of my
Bhagwan !
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I was hardly five years of age when | happened to pass through a street. A man had
died and the professional party had come to sing there the hymns about the transitoriness of
the world. | don not know what happened to me. The words pierced through my child soul.
| stopped and began to listen to those hymns. The first line one of the hymns | remember
even now. This happened perhaps in 1887. My child soul relished this hymns.

I was hardly eight years of age when my revered father took up my training in his most
precious hands. He recited to me everyday some portion of the story of Mahabharata. He
completed that in few weeks. | remember two facts which had a lasting impression on my
life and destiny. My father narrated to me the story how Arjun’s son bravely fought his
father’s battle and how ultimately he succumbed to odds. My father was himself moved.
But | sobbed and wept and said, “Why should such a brave man have died ?” For more than a
fortnight, whenever | went to bed at night, | wept and even sobbed for him and soaked my
pillow with tears. | used thus to sink into sleep. Even now that incident revives some old
impressions. | have named my youngest son as Vir Abhimanyu after that gallant son of Arjun.
The second incident that shook me was the story of Pandavas after winning that war which
had proved a grave-yard for their kinsmen and created a desert in the land, became disgusted
with life and went into Himalayan retreat. This caused an upheaval in my mind. | lost all
value for the things of world. | signed for the Himalayan retreat. | prayed | may soon grow up
and run into the shelter of the shelter of the sacred retreats. This had such a deep impression
on me that | could never shake off its spell.

Than one thing happened. My playmates one day took me to a house. “Here”, they
said, “lived a great man. He was a reader. He drew Rs. 130/- p.m. He was offered the post of
munsif. He wrote a most beautiful hand. A great Guru has appeared. He influenced his life.
This young man, hardly twenty-nine years of age, resigned and gave up his job and future
prospects. He left his home, his native land, his wife, his parents and left for the sacred
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temple of his Great Guru.” My heart which been prepared by my father’s teachings to value
of a life of great renunciation, felt too deeply moved for words. | stood there outside his door
spell-bound and my child-soul cried, “Oh, how blessed was he, who left the trammels of the
world.” | was then ten year of age. Several times thereafter, | went and sat opposite that
house. Who was this great man? He was none other than Shriman Bhai Mohan Devli. Some
years thereafter, | saw him in our High School. He delivered a speech on the evils of drinking.
| was a strict vegetarian. Flesh-eating and drinking were prohibited to me. It was not the
subject that appealed to me. It was the light of renunciation which fascinated me. His look
was always a far away look. | felt as if he was not looking to us at all. His feet were on the

ground, but his mind soared in higher planes.



One day, | was passing a big thorough fare which passed by Naushera gate and its
grave-yard and went straight into a road leading to Karandar gate. | saw Shri Bhai Sahebji
playing on one-stringed instrument and singing that thrilling hymn which began, “Oh my
heart ! why you have forgotten your most essential thing, the soul.” | stood listening to him.
He was unaware that | was there. But this hymn made me oblivious of my surroundings. |
was then 14 or 15 years of age. | felt sorry that | had grown unmindful of soul.

Though these great ideas tossing the ship of my life were endeavoring to awaken me
to the insignificance of worldly things. Other factors were also there. | was inspired by an
educated man to receive higher education. Thus two powerful factors were present in my
soul-life of renunciation and higher education. This was the forth conflict in me. The latter
force, however, grew more powerful and | dreamt of going the longest way to receive
education. While | had reverence for Shri Bhai Sahabji, | developed attachment for my
educational preceptor. | had deep reverence for both. But the latter, for the time being,
eclipsed the former. Oh ! how | valued my new preceptor. | shampooed his feet. | pulled
pankha to give him sleep. | took his jar of water on the third floor where he slept. | bloomed
his room, spread his bedding. | did a lot of sundry things to gratify my feelings of gratitude
for him. He gave me a push onward. | passed matric. | joined College. But my old flame
again revived. | sought out Shri Bhai Sahabji and regularly attended his meetings. But while |
attended his meetings most regularly | did nothing beyond that. My educational ambitions
absorbed me. | ran to my books as soon as meeting was over. However, | became a member
of the Dev Samaj in 1904.

Because | only attended meetings and devoted the rest of my time to studies, while
others passed a lot of time in the Mandir, Shri Bhai Sahebji felt unhappy. | witnessed this, but
| felt helpless. Soon | was put in possession of the Jiwan Path — a Hindi journal edited by
Bhagwan Devatma. The articles contained therein had magical effect on me. My heart ran to
the feet of Bhagwan. One of my letters was published in the Science Grounded Religion in
1905. In that letter | had said that either I, or my younger brother when M.A., should take up
Bhagwan’s work as our life-work.

However, | pushed on with my studies. | passed both M.A. and LL.B. in 1907 — LL.B. in
May and ML.A. in November. | am the first M.A. of my society. But when | had finished my
M.A. examination and the result was not yet out, | came to Lahore to attend Bhagwan Dev
Atma’s Birthday and Jubilee celebrations. As | stepped into Dev Ashram, the news was
carried to me that | had passed my M.A. test. This was a joyful news for all. But what
happened to me, then, is very instructive and amazing and it is illustrative of the silent
working of the spiritual atmosphere created in Dev Samaj. | felt myself detached from
everything and films after films appeared on the screen of my vision. | saw that peasants



appeared and said, “We worked and laboured for your food, so that you became an M.A. Be
grateful.” Then another sight appeared: Weavers and cloth-makers and dealers appeared
and said, ““we clothed you and facilitated your becoming an M.A. Be grateful.” Then
carpenters, artisans, blacksmiths and others appeared and said, “We built roofs for you and
various schools and colleges and thus helped you to get education. Be grateful.” Then
income-tax and revenue payers, writers and philosophers one after another telling me, “But
for us there would have been no institutions, no books, no philosophies. Our existence made
it possible for you to become an M.A. Be grateful.”

I cannot describe what a deep and lasting impression all this left on my heart. My joy
at being an M.A. in those days when B.As. were rare, instead of feeding my ego, fed humility.
In fact | became unconscious that | had passed M.A. | became conscious of any number of my
benefactors.

After completing my education, | sought more and more the company of Shri Bhai
Sahebji. | learnt to write under his guidance. | learnt to speak on public platform under his
direct supervision. | learnt to conduct religious meetings. | learnt to divide time between
calls of necessity for earning my livelihood and Samaj work. But I could not reconcile myself
to a life of a simple decent, house-holder. | yearned to plunge into the water of unselfish
service of others. Altruism appealed to me more and more than anything else. The struggle
started. This was the fifth conflict in my soul. The seeds planted during my childhood and
watered to some extent by Shri Bhai Sahebji, began to grow strong and dominate me under
the fostering influences of the unique light and power of Bhagwan.
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MIRACLE OF FAITH

One day, my revered father was standing in the open yard of our house. My mother
seemed gloomy and depressed. | was a child. | did not feel that there was anything wrong.
All of a sudden, my father kept his hand on my head and said to my mother, “May this child
have long life ! He will realize the name and status of our family.” This belief of his, he
expressed on several occasions. My father had a chilling exterior. One felt ill at ease when
he approached him. He was not only very serious but wore the look of a person whose
feelings and expressions were under his control. But behind his grim exterior, he possessed a
loving heart. One day all of a sudden in the open bazar he took my child-face in his hands and
imprinted a fervent kiss saying, “My child, my child”. For me too, it was a new experience. A
personality who made the haughty quack before him, possessed somewhere a very soft



heart. | found my once quarrelling with my father. She loved her eldest son. Father loved
me. | was the third son. He bought caps. He wanted me first to select. Mother naturally
wanted the first choice for the eldest. This incident gave me an idea of his kindness. It is
indeed heartening that he retained his faith in my future upto the end. | was not a clever
student. | was very fond of children’s games. | neglected my studies hopelessly. | never
passed. | was always promoted. | was pushed up by the kind teachers. | was in truth, the tail
of the class. Even then my father did not waver in his faith. “He will wake up one day,” he
used to say, “And raise my head.” His faith was my silent support.

When | reached the 6 Standard English, called IX class in Punjab, | occupied as usual
the last seat. We changed seats every day on merit. We used to get marks in every subject
every day. The number of marks obtained by the students determined their seats for the
next day. | was invariably the last. One fine day, a new teacher came to take the class. He
was an Amil. He began his first day by having a look at each boy. He came to me. | was
sitting last. He asked me to get up and addressing the class, he said, “Why is this boy sitting
last ? He is, in fact, the best boy in the class.” There was a suppressed laughter. One student
made bold to tell him that | was a despair of the teacher. He was silent. And when he spoke,
he said, “I wonder, the best boy is the tail of the class.” | was galvanized. No teacher had
inspired faith in me. All used to beat me. Every lash | received made me hate studies. But
there was a new experience. A teacher had faith in me. | went home. | neglected my play. |
took to studies. Next day I rose to the fourth place. On the third day, | was one of the best.
The teacher left. Another teacher came. Some boy committed mischief. The new teacher
mistook me for the guilty boy. He kicked me. | was shocked. | relapsed into the old rut. |
became again the last student. How many teachers are unconsciously guilty of damaging the
destinies of children by being bad psychologists ! seldom a teacher inspires faith. They
inspire fear. Fear is not a building force.

But the powers and possibilities that | saw in my being were a great gain to me. An
actual failure stung me. | was detained in the class for the first time in my life. Blessed was
my failure. It stung me into a bitter consciousness of my position and | came to sudden but
grim resolve that | would no longer live in that degraded state. That was my new birth. My
father’s prophecy about me was materializing. Thereafter | was never a tail of the class. |
was counted one among the next best group if not the best group. There were many persons
including some astrologers who said that | would never be able to pass even Matric and the
highest job that | would ever command would be of a clerk drawing not more than a hundred
a month. Both of these forecasts proved a failure. | became M.A,, LL.B. | earned thousands.
The lowest income-tax | paid was on an income of three or four thousands. | have worked as
principal of different colleges for more than twenty years.



But the faith that at last made my life, was the faith put in me by my Bhagwan. It was
in the year 1905 when | was about twenty-two, that Bhagwan Dev Atma graced my native soil
by his most august presence. He was humbly requested to open the new Mandir. One day,
Bhagwan Dev Atma called me into his most holy presence and condescended to say, “Come
to me. | want you to be the writer of my life and teachings.” | was thrilled. But | was yet in
college. | passed M.A. in 1907. For the first time, | went to Lahore, then. There were Jubilee
Celebrations. | was astonished to hear from a great worker that Bhagwan wished me to
deliver a lecture exposing the absurdity of God-belief. | was a stranger to Lahore and Lahore
public. 1 had no experience as a public speaker and at Lahore. But Bhagwan's faith galvanized
me. | got up to speak. | never cared who were present in the audience. | spoke as one
charmed. That was the first experience my Samajik people had about me. Bhagwan made
me a fearless public speaker. Thereafter there has been hardly an Anniversary occasion on
which | have not spoken.

Bhagwan Dev Atma called me to his feet to leave my province and dedicate my life for
his cause. No worker or disciple of Bhagwan called me to this great destiny. When | actually
came to the feet of Bhagwan, he was graciously pleased to tell me, “I have been praying and
vishing that you may come to me only if Nature has meant you for me. Now that you have
come | bless you that you may prove a useful and powerful organ of my society.” For years
these words have been ringing in my years. | have been often praying, “Nature ! help me to
fulfil to some extent the great hopes reposed in me by my Bhagwan. May my life here and
hereafter prove the truth of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s expectations of me.”

I was not a writer in any higher sense when | came to the feet of Bhagwan and
dedicated my life for his sacred cause. He molded me. In the month of November, 1923,
Bhagwan sent a command that | should write for the issue of the Science Grounded Religion,
as the distinguished editor was ill. | wrote the manuscripts. The issue was published. | had
to write and edit also the December issue, i.e., Dev Atma Number. After the Mahotsav was
over, Bhagwan called a meeting of the workers. He most graciously beckoned to me. | went
and stood by him. “Can you edit this paper for twelve months ?” asked Pujniy Bhagwan. |
had received great training at His feet and learnt at His feet as the student of his unique
philosophy. | said, “Bhagwan, | can edit for ten years.” He graciously smiled and patted me
saying, “Being”. | have edited this journal for more than seventeen years.* Bhagwan inspired
in me faith in myself.

My pleasure knew no bounds when one day in the month of December 1928 or
January 1929, Bhagwan called me to his august presence and said, “lI want you to write in
English a biographical sketch of my life and teachings. It should be at least five hundred
pages. You are at present the only person to whom I can leave this work.” | said, “Bhagwan !



Thy life is so unique and Thy teachings so marvelous that to cramp them in five hundred
pages would not be doing justice to them.”

However, Bhagwan gave me his blessings. | value them most. | have finished eight
parts of the positive sides of Bhagwan’s and teachings. The ninth part, “Bhagwan’s Critics
Answered” has been printed in the column of The Science Grounded Religion.” A book on the
Arya Samaj — five hundred manuscript pages — has not been printed or published. | feel the
absence of Bhagwan Dev Atma very much. Under his guidance, | would have completed the
twenty parts chalked out by me. Only half the work has been done.

My father simply had faith in my future. My teacher too, had simply a faith in my
future. Bhagwan Dev Atma made my future besides infusing faith in me about my
possibilities. |1 wish these few lines may help others to realize the truth how faith restored to
man is in fact life restored to him.

*This was written in 1942. Shri Kanalli edited this journal for about thirty years till
1954, when he passed away leaving a rich heritage of immortal literature in the columns of
the journal.
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A DEFINITE REACTION

Bitter Experience of childhood some times have permanent scars. My father passed
away when | was fourteen years of age and schooling. His business had failed. His efforts to
improve his financial position bore no fruit. Every year of his life left him more worried. This
told upon his health. He was a brave man. But there was a limit even to his courage when he
saw his children ill-provided for and in penury. His presence, however, was a great asset for
our family. His death not only removed a great presence but left the burden of the family on
the shoulder of a woman—my grandmother. Her heroic efforts kept the wolf away from the
door. But | got strange experiences. At one sweep, we lost all. We were shunned even by
our own blood kinsmen. Everybody feared least our contact may give rise to expectations in
us to seek their help. Our own kinsmen who were off, treated us as some inferior beings.



The strangest part of the whole situation was that we were receiving no offers from
well-to-do families for the hand of my sister—younger to me—because we could not have
given them rich dowry. My mother and grandmother wanted her to be settled in a rich
family. One day | learnt, when | was hardly sixteen years of age, that there was a proposal to
get my sister engaged. She was only fourteen years of age. The man who sought her hand
was fourty-nine years of age. He was an S.D.O. in the Canal Department. As soon as | learnt
that my deer sister was being yoked to a man with his one foot in grave, | was stung to the
quick. | went straight to my grandmother. | asked her if what | heard was true. “yes”, she
said, “This is the only alternative to save our position. You have to be educated. He has
promised to help you in every way.” “Then tell him”, | told my grandmother, “l spurn his
ignoble offer. | would rather die than barter away the happiness of my sister> See that this
engagement is not at all made or | shall take a drastic step. If every thing fails, | would end
my life.” This caused a furor. Mu uncles and elders tried to persuade me to agree to the
engagement. My father’s sister, who was keen on this, appealed to me. But my spirit
revolted. My two elder brothers were there. But they could not muster up courage to openly
stand by him. Those were the days of my trial. Even the S.D.O. himself made a personal
request to me. | had no position of any kind, then. | had not even matriculated. | was ill-clad
and under-nourished. But | had the spirit of my father --- unyielding where | felt | was right.
My mother wept when she saw me unhappy and determined and appealed to my
grandmother to drop the matter. She instinctively felt that | would carry my threat to end my
life literally into practice. The clouds dispersed. The sky became clear. My mute and
innocent sister was saved. | came to know afterwards that she was, all the time that danger
threatened her, weeping bitter tears. She was wishing me success. She leaned on my strong
arm. The idea was dropped. Only two years thereafter the S.D.O. died. He had married and
left a widow.

This experience brought me into closer contact with men. My uncles and kinsmen
would not offer their daughters or relative to that S.D.0. But because we were plunged into
poverty, such a mean proposal was considered good enough for us. “Does wealth make so
much difference ?” my child soul asked in sheer agony. In the first place, we were avoided.
In the second place, my sister was considered fit to wed only an aged wealthy man. One day,
a women-— wife of a rich kinsman—went so far as to lay her unholy Hands on my mother. |
lost all control over myself. To see my mother treated so rudely, simply maddened me. | was
fifteen or sixteen years of age, then. | stood between my mother and that women and tried
to return the blow for blow. | was caught by my mother. But all the same | gave her a hit. |
should not have done so. She was a women. Thereafter the memory of this incident has
filled me with sorrow. But the insult of my mother in my presence was too much for my frail
being to bear. All these small incidents and some more brought about a change in the
attitude of others. Nobody could trifle with us. But the silent content of us and their studied



avoidance of us because we were poor and because they feared lest we beg any help from
them, made me very sensitive. | definitely avoided the well-to-do relations. | mixed with the
poor and downtrodden and wept at their sorrow and did my might for them. But | grow
defiant and challenging to the wealthy and the haughty high. | was poor. And | hated wealth.
| wanted to rise but not become rich. | began to feel that hoarding of wealth robes a man of
the human feelings. The rich generally, | felt, were as hard as flint. They had more of hard
metal but almost nothing of soft virtues like pity, humanity, mercy, sympathy, etc. There are
exceptions. But generally they turned harder than any conceivable hardness when their
money-interests were concerned. They could support their inhuman acts under law. | do not
wonder why the bania is looked down upon so much. No class should be condemned. But it
is true, those who live like Shylocks can command no love and esteem. Most of the money-
lenders and traders have more or less of Shakespearian Shylock in them.

Had I not been attracted to wards Shri Bhai Mohan Deviji, | would have thrown in my
lot with anti-capitalist movements. Bereft of Bhagwan’s light, | would have gone to one
extreme their opponents have gone to the others. It is true we should purge our soul of the
dross of capitalism. But we should like brave opponents have magnanimity for the
unfortunate beings who are victims to greed. Such an idea would never have entered my
mind, had | not been drawn to the Dev Samaj.

My second sad experience was of the official class, including Europeans. Many of
them were generally very haughty. No self-respecting person could approach them without
hesitation. In my life, therefore, | made it a definite point not to approach any official —
Indian or European — with a personal request. | have kept that pledge. But | know | would
have arrayed myself, and very stubbornly, against officialism or imperialism. | am lucky that
politics were not in my blood. Driven to politics, | would have had strong biases. Biases
degrade man. | got that light at the feet of my Bhagwan. The present impasse is due to
biases and hatreds allied with greed. | came, gradually, to realize that the causes or world-
trouble were inner and not outer. Neither is the wealthy a demon nor the poor a saint.
Neither is an imperialist fit for hell nor a socialist or communist fit for heaven. Even a
wealthy man may be the most generous and a poor man most cruel. Even an imperialist may
at heart, be a real socialist, while a socialist may be, at heart an imperialist. Even the
Congress Government is no unmixed born. It runs its machinery on purely party lines, though
it claims to be a nationalist body. Men are men. They are all blind to the fact that not all the
pruning or reforming would end the maladjustment in mankind. Man has to awaken to his
inner self which is his real self. He has to awaken to the fact that all his inner forces or
motives of conduct are not good. Happiness-based biases of all kinds must blind a man and
make one-sided and hence unjust to his opponents. Man needs liberation from them. He
needs evolution of noble or altruistic forces which may show him the sacredness of the being



of others and the great need of satisfying their needs, alleviating their miserable lot—helping
the poor, educating the illiterate, reforming not only the criminal but also the sinner. If
everyone of us were busy in this, most of our troubles would end.

In fact, man does not realize that he is a part of mankind and hence so intimately
related to it that his thoughts and acts which transgress rights of others are all of them
calculated to degrade his own being first and last. Man thinks he gains if he cheats, if he acts
unjustly, if he conquers a woman by his illicit amours, if he ruins his so-called enemies, if he
indulges in various forms of low hates, etc., etc. In fact, by all such behavior, he loses and
loses tremendously. He loses his higher impulses, his noble resolves, his heritage as a man.
He becomes dishonest, impure, cruel, fanatic and merciless. What a loss ! But an un-
awakened man would rather see all his noble life lost than that his pleasure and biases may
be obstructed in their gratification. Degradation of character, of noble life or higher soul-
treasure is the greatest calamity for man. Bhagwan Dev Atma reveals this inner state by His
unique light. | wish everyone could get that light which could show him that all
maladjustment in human relation is due to soul-blindness and moral and spiritual insanity of
man, and therefore, such a man needs to be treated as a patient. His soul-blindness is to go.
His moral and spiritual sanity is to be restored. In the absence of this, mankind would go on
breaking heads and gain nothing by such a huge waste.

| realized this unique truth at the feet of Bhagwan. This is why | was not attracted
towards politics. The hatreds | had grown during my childhood by my bitter experiences
began to lose their keen edge and fade away in many respects. It is true | can not bend to the
mere wealthy or mere officials. The bitterest experience that | have had in my dealings with
the greedy and haughty have left some scares on my heart. But Bhagwan Dev Atma is
blessed. He has healed them to a great extent. | have every hope in Him. He will give me
complete freedom some day.

I had chances to get wealthy or rise in position. | did not avail of them. | hated to
serve. | never hoarded money. | gave away with liberal hand what | was able to earn. My
constant prayer has been that | may never grow rich and if | get wealth, | may never hoard it
only for myself and my family. | am happy | am poor by my choice. | never repented.
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MILK OF ADVERSITY



| come of a large family. We were in all five brothers and three sisters. | was the fifth
child. I used to feel so happy with them all. One of my elders sisters loved me so very much
that she would do anything for me.

This large family was my savior. It taught me the one great lesson of life—a feeling to
forget myself in the love and service of others. | was hardly eleven years of age and my
revered father was alive when | became definitely aware that something had happened to
our family. There was retrenchment all around. Food became too simple; several times we
had only Dal (pulse) and Roti (Indian bread). | had two younger brothers and one younger
sister. | do not exactly remember how and when | awakened to their sufferings. But it seems
they used to cry for some things which some time before we could easily get. They could not
be provided with these things. They wept and grew up. Then | began to think of them. | used
to catch kites and thread and give that to them. There was no money to buy them these
small things. | was an expert player of pebbles. | used always to win. Stakes were always
larger when | played. | had won nearly two hundred pebbles of various makes and colours. |
sold them to rich boys. Thus | used to get a few pice everyday. | gave them to my mother.
She in her turn purchased certain toys for the little ones. One day, my mother fell seriously
ill. None wept so much as | because even as a child of eleven or twelve | realized that her
absence would mean calamity for us all --- especially for the little ones. If any of these little
ones fell ill, | could not leave their room. | kissed them. | wept over them. | served them.
The result was that they began to cling to me as to a little father. Poverty and large family
thus wrenched me out of the selfish groove of thoughts and life. | became indifferent to my
own needs. | could never think of clothes for myself, food for myself, cozy bedding for
myself. If there was some day good food, | was happy because the little ones felt happy. If
my mother purchased some cloth for me, | gave that to the youngsters. Thinking about them,
having every concern about them, sharing all joys with them, mingling my tears with theirs |
starved the thorny plants of my narrow self.

When my father’s presence was removed by the cruel hand of death, | was about
fourteen years of age. But | grew up into an adult. | began to struggle to earn something for
my family. | took to tuition work. | used to get sometimes RS. 20 or even Rs. 15. My
grandmother used to bless me. Several times tears welled up in her eyes when | placed all
money in her hands. “Why don’t you take something for your pocket-money ?” she used to
say. | simply told her, “l was getting everything in the house< why need | spend out ?”

It was during those hard days of toil and tears that | have one more bitter experience
of the greedy rich. A wealthy man—an upstart—asked me to take up coaching of his



nephew. | took up the tuition. Instead of one hour, he would sometimes keep me for one
hour and a half or even for two hours. One month was over. | demanded for fees. He said,
“Go on, my dear boy ! | would give you a lump sum which shall gladden your heart.” |
continued. As for as | remember, | taught the boy for six months. | became desperate and |
applied to him to pay my dues. My dear grandmother expected good money, as | used to
charge at least Rs.8 per mensem. But this monster in human form placed only eight rupees in
all in my hands, saying, “I hope your are pleased. Do continue your teaching work.” To that
miser, and what | used to feel then, to that cursed wretch, rupees eight was a treasure. | left
him in disgust. | came home and wept very much. Of course | never went to him again. But
he left a wound in my heart as those were the days of our great privation. This robbery by
that rich man came on us as a wet blanket. While writing these lines, the old associations
have revived and fill me with pain. The rich generally have no heart. They have earned no
mercy as they have denied it and cruelly to those who have evet fallen in their clutches.

But all these small sacrifices and acute sufferings bound my hart strings with my
family. The ship of my life was thus kept to the moorings of the heaven of safety i.e. my
family. Since then my advice to all boys and girls has been that they should stick fast to the
ship of family. Girls specially must consider no sacrifice too great which is made in being loyal
to family. As well-preserved and well-nit family is one of the strongest bricks in building a
social fabric.

My mother was a holly creature to me. It is true she could do nothing in the form of
financial help. But she was alive and that was a unique blessing for us all. She was the center
of love. Once one of my rich aunts said addressing me, “Are you not my son ?” She had no
son of her own. | forthwith replied, “No, auntie, | am my mummy’s baby.” She felt insulted
and even wept. My mother rebuked me. | was not able to understand why the auntie wept
and why | was rebuked. | had stated a plain fact. | was the son of my mother. How could | be
another’s son? Now | can understand something of the little tempest which my words
brewed up. With so much deep loyalty for my dear revered mother, how could | be ashamed
of her, because she was poor. No, even at the age of about sixty, | miss her caressing hand,
her love gaze and her warm greeting. Even now | feel it is a great misfortune to lose one’s
mother.

Even when | married, | could not give second place to my mother. | have been
wedded to an ideal woman who has much of my revered mother’s nobility of character her.
She can also tell the world how I could not tolerate a word against my mother even from her.
Once she opened her mouth to say something. But she shocked look that came over me at
once, abruptly stopped her and from that day she has not intruded on that sacred preserve.



Similarly, once my mother-in-law spoke against my mother. After all she had to feel
for her daughter. At home there are quarrels, sometimes between mother-in-law and
daughter-in-law. She took up the side of her own daughter. There is nothing unusual in this.
But she did not that | had grown into a devotee of my mother and | could not hear against my
deity. My mother was indeed a great soul. She was blessedly free from selfishness. One day
I shall talk of this great woman, who deigned to give birth to me. | told my mother-in-law a
bit bluntly. “I cannot hear anything against my deity. Please stop. | shall stop coming to you
if you trespass that sacred ground.”

That ended the talk and never could thereafter, anybody poison me against my
mother. My wife took the cue from my attitude and her devotion for my mother even
surpassed mine. My mother while passing for the next world, blessed my wife with sincerity
of heart and true fervor. May her blessings be with us !

LPOIERT
VII

THE INFLUENCE OF WOMAN

My respect for womankind is genuine. It is not an artificial something or something
formal. Respect for sex has great moral value. Woman represents motherhood.
Motherhood is one of the most sacred things. Those who fail to respect womanhood, fail to
respect motherhood. What a moral lose to one who is devoid of this flame of respect !

My father possessed deep respect for women. At home he would, while going out,
touch the feet and seek the blessings even of his own begotten daughters. He made us all
sons do the same. | used to touch the feet even of my younger sister on every first moonlit
night. After the death of my dear and revered father, | was brought up by my grandmother
and mother. Both were women. Men denied me the love. They (women) filled me with it.
While | saw man in the garb of the greedy rich, | saw my mother and sisters in the garb of
goddess of sacrifice. While | challenged and defined man, | bowed in deep reverence to
woman. My entire childhood was made possible by love showered on my child-life by
women. How can | forget women ? How can | forget my debt to them ? How can | forget
that they gave me whatever of love my child-soul hungered after ?

My grandmother made heroic efforts to feed us all and clothe us all. She had some
savings of her own. She invested all that on good interest. She also mortgaged or pawned



things. Once she had a carpet worth about fifty rupees pawned with her. As the debtor
could not pay off the sum and the accumulated interest thereon, he requested my
grandmother to keep the carpet with her for ever. Carpets in those days were rare. Only the
very rich people could afford to keep them. Hence on festive occasions our caste-men used
to borrow its use. My grandmother very gladly lent its use to them.

Once | was sitting with my grandmother when she was complaining that her carpet
was not returned and she had forgotten who had borrowed it. The carpet worth fifty rupees
was a treasure for us. Once a pleader died. He belonged to our caste. My grandmother went
to condole with the ladies of that house. While there, she was astonished to see and
recognize her own carpet spread there. She kept silent then. However, on the forth day
when the last ceremony was over, she asked the lady of the house for the return of the
carpet. The lady was the pleader’s widow. They were very rich people. She had a number of
sons and one or two in very good position. My grandmother was a helpless and poor woman
who had no backing. The lady, therefore, treated my grandmother’s claim with contempt
and said arrogantly, “How could you afford to have such a costly carpet ? It is so difficult for
you even to make the two ends meet. This carpet is ours. WE have a number of them.” My
grandmother who was certain that the carpet was hers, got indigent and out of her outraged
spirit, she said, “Look here ! you proud woman, | am a Sati and an honest woman. If my
virtues are of any worth then remember that if the carpet is mine, as it surely is, and you are
keeping it with you by zabardasti (forcibly), you will use it always on mourning occasions and
never on festivals. But if it is not mine, this curse shall react upon me.”

I was then at home when she returned. She came and wept, saying, “Because my
little ones are not grown up to fight the battles for me these arrogant rich dare rob a poor
struggling mother even of the few things she is laying by for them. But the cry of the helpless
widow shall never go in vain.”

Months passed. One day the carpet was brought back to our house by the servant of
that rich widow. The servant was accompanied by the daughter of that rich woman. My
grandmother was sitting and | was with her. This daughter kept her head at the feet of my
grandmother and sobbed out and said, “Please lift the curse of our house. We have suffered
so much by keeping your carpet. WE have lost one son-in-law, one daughter and the third
member is lying on death’s door. We know you are a pious lady. Do forgive us.” Tears came
even to the eyes of my grandmother and she said, “I am sorry, | cursed you all. | should not
have done so. Go and tell them all that | am sorry and | give them my blessings.”

This was what directly happened, though there is no causal connection of any kind
visible between them. It was a coincidence or rather a thought-provoking event. But awe for



my grandmother grew apace. The people were afraid of rousing her anger or indignation. But
on my child-heart, the action of that proud rich widow left another scar.

All these sufferings undergone for us by our pious grandmother made me worship the
ground which she tread. | began to feel that woman was everything. She was both father and
mother and everything of guardian angle. It was a proud day for me when as a graduate |
placed all my pay at her feet and sought her blessings.

When | passed matriculation, my sister came to my help. She persuaded her husband
who was in good position to lend me money. He gladly did it. Thus it was again a woman
who took my hand and helped me to receive education. She thus revolutionized my life
altogether. But for her kind help | may have gone without education and died perhaps as a
glorified Head Clerk somewhere submerged in lower ideals of life. | cannot forget her favor.
It is true, | paid off the debt in money and gave something more. But what about the love she
gave me, the genuine sympathy she showed for me and the great step forward which she
helped me to take !

All these blessings received at the hands of women brought about this change in my
life that | placed woman on the highest pedestal. To have an illicit sex-experience in relation
to any woman, | began to consider as the highest crime and a treason to womankind. It
became impossible for me to hurt a woman and something very degrading to look with
sensual eye on her. This impression has lasted for many long years. It grew up in 1900. Since
then, woman was in truth a goddess for me. At a very late age in life, some unhappy
incidents which were brought to my notice broke my heart as | came to know that women
too could fall and | cannot forgive those whose moral lapse robbed me of the highest faith in
woman’s incorruptible piety. Those men and women who betray this morbid weakness are
really the enemies of the highest good of man. It is only incorruptible men and women who
would inspire faith in the goodness of human being. If this faith is lost very much most is lost
than looks on the surface. Faith in goodness is man’s best armour.
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EARLY TRAINING TELLS

My grandmother used often to impress on our minds one beautiful maxim which
when translated come to this: “Welcome to starvation with honour ; better death than
dishonour.” This saved me from many demeaning acts.



Once we were reduced to such straits that for the whole day food could not be cooked
at home. It was a strange site how all children took this trial philosophically. None accepted
food from any neighbor. | happened to go that day to a friend’s home. He belonged to a
prosperous family. His sister-in-law had perhaps come to know that | had not had a morsel
that whole day. She asked me if that was true and then immediately she asked me to dine
there. | felt shocked and told her, “I hope | did not complain to you, did I ? | don not in
anybody else’s house.” So saying, | left that house. We all could not let down the good name
of the family even at such moments of sore trial.

This training has a magical effect on me. It made me an honest man. | hated
everything which | felted was calculated to injure the reputation of the family. One day one
of my friends, in whose quarters we used to have our club, lost a four-anna piece. About a
week later, | came to know that my child brother whom | loved inordinately had found it and
spent it. He was ill then. | went to him and said, “Did you pick up that four-anna piece and
spent it ?” He said, Yes.” Oh, how that admission smote hard my heart ! | burst into sobs.
My mother came running. She consoled me much. But | was inconsolable. | said, “Mother !
just see, he picked up another’s money and spent it ! What a disgrace he has brought on our
family reputation !” | remember, | wept for nearly half an hour. Then through sheer
exhaustion, | went and slept.

With such a training deeply imprinted on our minds, could it be possible for me to
become dishonest in money matters ? For many years, | was poor. But | had the wealth of
character developed in me by my grandmother. | was unconscious of its great value, then.
But others were deeply impressed by it. It was during my college days that | associated with
Shri Bhai Mohan Devjl. He was a wonder. His purity was transcendental. His honesty was
golden. His renunciation was, from Hindu point of view, superb. He was all that my young
soul hungered after. | assimilated his great virtues from him. My own respect in the eyes of
others grew by leaps and bounds. | began to be trusted. My teacher who developed in me
longing for education used often to bless me and say, “I trust you more than my own real
brother.” But all this trust and respect did not bedim my vision as they did not feed vanity.
They made me more grateful to Shri Bhai Sahebiji.

In 1902, | was in the intermediate Class when my younger sister was to be married.
We had nothing to fall back upon. At first, some of the castemen promised monetary help to
my grandmother. She did not, therefore, worry me in the least. But, one day, | saw her in
great pain. | sat by her. She broke into tears saying, “dear child, the castemen at the
eleventh hour closed their doors of help to me.” | could not bear her pain. | also wept. | do
not know what happened to me, but some light flashed on me and | told my grandmother<
“This earth will open to help us, Granny.” A few hours after, a message was suddenly and



unexpectedly brought to me from a mere acquaintance that he was prepared to lend me
money if | would simply say, “yes.” | sent him words of thanks. He sent me cash amount of
Rs. 500. Thereafter, my grandmother sent for amount from him.

This marriage gave me a new experience of old Biradaries. My community people
knew perfectly well that we were poor and struggling. They knew that some of them had
refused to help us even after having promised it. Even then they came with a claim to
partake of the compulsory feasts that we were honour bound to provide. | witnessed lack of
every shred of sympathy in their hearts. “What for should be have Biradaries,” | asked
myself, “if they are meant only to aggravate need and misery and not relieve any want and
suffering of any member at least to the extent of not putting their own burden on him ?” This
laid the foundation of the feature revolt | displayed by | sundered all ties with my old
Biradaries.

But | felt grateful to that friend who had volunteered to help me. He one day met me
and said, “I trust you so much that | feel my money is safe even if | die leaving no note from
you.” It was good that he lived to see his faith well paid. Of course | paid him money with
full interest thereon. But before | had paid him off, he one day left by mistake that Bundi and
account ledger in which there were all promissory notes of all his debtors. As | got up to
dress, | found the Bundi. | opened it. There was my promissory note also there. How did
that affect me ? It made me think of my creditor. My anxiety grew that the owner should get
it as soon as possible. There was no witness to my act. But | called somebody to find out my
friend and tell him that his Bundi was safe with me. The messenger was able to find him.
When | placed the Bundi in his hands, | felt at ease. He felt deeply moved. Such the impress
‘s made upon my life by my grandmother and above all - till then — by Shriman Bhai Mohan
Devji, the great apostle of my Bhagwan.

My grandmother herself set a noble example of strict honesty and lack of greed. My
uncle who trusted my father most implicitly had purchased property in the name of my
father. My uncle passed away some years after my father died. My grandmother was the
only witness to the fact that the property was not ours. She was, as | have said, the only
person upon whose broad shoulders the responsibility of bringing up the whole family of
eight members laid. She had the hardest time of her life. But never for a single moment did
she forget that the property belonged to the widow of my uncle and it had to be transferred
to her name. On the first opportunity arising, she made us — adult sons — sign the document
of transfer and thus she restored the property to the widow and found relief. It was
impossible for her even to imagine a her own what did not belong to her. To us all --- her
children — too such a dishonest thought of taking other’s property as our own became
inconceivable. There are the miracles of training under noble parents. Upon such an attitude



of my mind, Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji, built further and thus saved my life from future
temptations and trial. Who knows what may have happened if | had not been attracted to
that singularly pure and pious man, Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji ? | always look with extreme
gratitude to his kind help at the most critical period of my life.

It is true heredity is a great factor. But heredity is the heritage for good or evil which
we get only once. Environments affects us all our life. Hence, they are very fortunate who
besides good heredity the suitable environments of Bhagwan Dev Atma, His unique society
and His great disciples. No other society provides such an actively energizing and morally
uplifting and higher life evolving atmosphere. | shall write about it when | come to talk of
what such an atmosphere did for me. To be born as a man no doubt is a great privilege. But
that privilege is really realized only when one is able to get free from lower and degrading
heart-forces and to evolve one or more altruistic forces. Bhagwan Dev Atma helps us to
realize that privilege to an extent beyond the dreams of mankind. The Dev Atma helps us to
step into newer worlds of higher thoughts and life.
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TURNED DEFEAT INTO VICTORY

The heroic struggles which my grandmother had to wade through did me one great
good. It taught me a lesson that life is a great struggle and failures are stepping stones to
success, provided we have the grit to fight and overcome them. My grandmother was a
woman, and yet every trial left her more determined to conquer troubles. The keen sense of
family honour she had evolved in me made me more determined to wash out even the least
stain on it.

| failed in Matriculation. This stung me to the quick. | felt that | had dis-honoured
myself and my dis-honoured my family. | also felt that | had brought added trouble to my
dear grandmother. This revolutionized my life. From a care-free gay young boy, | became a
serious and grown-up adult. | left all the games and sports, all the friends and acquaintances
and like one in search of a solution, | went about in quest of a man who could help me to turn
failure into success. | found one. He was a graduate. IN those days, graduates were rare to
be found. | approached help with a prayer to help me. He very kindly agreed. He laid down
the lines for me how to study subjects, specially English in which | had got plucked. Out of
deep gratitude to him, | found joy in doing a lot of physical service to him. | used to broom



and tidy up his room, and sprinkle water in it, when it was summer. | used to pull his pankha
for two to three hours at noon to help him to have a midday sleep. | used to carry a jar of
water for his use daily on the third floor. | used to shampoo him into sleep at night. Besides
this, | did some errands for his house. My time was divided into study and his personal
service. Under his kind care, | improved considerably and developed new and great longing
to have higher education.

Now, when the time for examination approached, | could not tolerate to appear only
for Matriculation. | felt that if | passed it with credit, the blot of failure would not be
completely washed off my name and the name of my family. Hence | appeared for two more
examinations. They were Public service Examination and University School Final Examination.
| passed in all the three and then found peace. In the Public Service Examination, | stood
forth in the district. In the Matriculation, | stood second. In the University Final | passed with
some credit. These successes changed the attitude of people towards me and our family.
The neighbors began to feel that the family would rise. Thus failure stimulated me to greater
success.

The only other examination in which | failed was the LL.B. examination. | failed in
Equity paper. | had kept awake the whole night taking stimulants. When | entered the
examination hall and sat down to solve the paper, my mind refused to help me. | felt
muddled and confused. | passed in all other papers but failed in Equity by four marks. This
failure shocked me beyond measure. |1 did not like to stir out of my house. | lay on sick-bed
for about a fortnight. Then light flashed on me that | should convert this disgrace into an
honour. | got up determined. | left home and went to Baroda and Bombay to prepare both
for LL.B. and M.A. The LL.B. examination was to take place four months hence. From that
year we had two examinations in a year. | worked hard, appeared for LL.B. and passed it.
This was on the 31°t. May 1907. | then determined to pass M.A. | felt that unless | passed
M.A., | would find no peace as the failure would rankle in my mind. | went to the Professor of
Philosophy in Elphinston College and unburdened my mind to him. He was a kind man. He
encouraged me. The examination was to commence on the 26" November or thereabout. |
had hardly six months. | joined the college. | attended the classes. | appeared in one paper
and | got 56 per cent marks. My Professor just patted me and said, “Boy ! you have grit, you
shall pass.” This galvanized me. | used to get up at 2 a.m. and work right upto 12 noon.
Thereafter | used to have both food and a short nap and then worked right upto 7 or 8 p.m. 1|
went to bed at 9 p.m. My Professor was kind enough to get me issued nearly thirty-five
books in my name. The feeling to regain the honour was my strongest motive. How it lashed
me into hardest work is a tory | can never forget. | had no encouragement to work for M.A.
from any one. My family simply non-cooperated with me. My dear grandmother had passed
away a few months before. Unaided | worked my way.



When | went to the examination hall, | met terrible discouragement. There were
candidates who had come to take the examination at the least after two full years’
preparation and some after three or four years ! | alone was there who had only six months’
work behind him. | appeared from the best college and | attracted attention.

We were eight who appeared that year. Out of those only two passed and | was one
of the two. My success brought me relief. It gave me self-satisfaction that | was not what the
failure had represented me to be. Naturally my reputation in the eyes of others. | was a
solitary M.A., LL.B. The attitude of my relations and castemen also changed. My mother
became an honoured visitor wherever she went. She was a welcome person everywhere. |
came to realize then more than ever, that nothing succeeds like success.

This feeling to find peace only in victory and hate failure grew with age. Every year |
became more determined to succeed.

It was in 1906 that one of my friend very severely and mercilessly rated me for not
being a good writer. He hardly realized that he had touched me on raw flesh. That night |
had no sleep. At 3 a.m. | got up, lighted my lamp and wrote two or three articles. | sent them
to some one | knew in D.J. Sindh college and requested him to send these articles in his own
name to the miscellany which we published in manuscript and circulated in all Sindhis in
various colleges. Those articles excited great interest and admiration. Even the friend who
had lashed me with his tongue was the loudest in admiring them. This is how | converted
failure into success.

Throughout my life, especially after | became sewak of Bhagwan, unfriendly criticism
has had only one effect that is to say of making me redouble my efforts to improve.

When | was deputed to work as first Principal of Ram Sukh Das College, Ferozepore by
the Samaj, | had to face adverse conditions. | heard, people say, “Who would send his child
to this wretched college ?” | heard these remarks and sent back a word to those pleaders or
others | knew, that time would come when they would beg of the college to admit their
children. | worked honestly and most diligently. In this case my Bhagwan’s most glorious
hand was on my head. | daily assimilated his light and power. The very first University result
was magnificent. Out of 17 boys and 3 girls, 13 boys and 3 girls passed. Six students came in
the first division. One of the boys stood third in the province. The tide turned. Some of the
local gentry got their children migrated from Lahore college to Ferozepore and admissions
also increased remarkably.

It was really an uphill task, but Bhagwan Dev Atma’s Dev Prabhavas worked the
miracle. Especially changes for the better in the lives of boys had a marvelous impression on



the public. In the latter case Bhagwan Dev Atma’s Dev Prabhavas achieved a great miracle of
success. They are blind who ignore this great factor and pin their faith on other things.
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MY REVOLT AGAINST INJUSTICE

As | hated failure, so | revolted against injustice done to me, my dear ones and those
whom | deeply respected. It was in the year 1902 that | was sitting in hostel of the Baroda
College usually called Dissection Hall (because once it was used for that purpose by science
students) that | got an issue of a vernacular paper of my district. The editor of that paper was
a monotheist. He wrote against Shri Bhai Mohan Devji. Once, when Shri Bhai Sahebji’s father
died and we carried out the bier by untrodden road and did not break the jar at the
appointed place, it was this paper that contained the outrageous news that we flung the
dead of the respected departed in some ditch. This has hurt me deeply and its only result
was that | grew nearer to Shri Bhai Sahebji. When in 1902, | read a para against the Dev
Samaj and Shri Bhai Sahebiji, | felt deeply shocked and that scurrilous note served only one
purpose in my life. | wrote a letter to the editor condemning him for his injustice and sent a
copy to Shri Bhai Sahebji. When | returned home, | became regular in my attendance in Shri
Bhai Sahebji’s sadhans. That paper quickened my pace to join Dev Samaj. But for that | may
perhaps have grown apathetic. In 1904, | openly joined the Dev Samaj and became its
enrolled member.

I had gone back to college. | heard there the most painful news that Shri Bhai Sahebji
had arranged to deliver a lecture. He was alone. He used to arrange for table and chair; used
to sing hymns and suited for the occasion and then used to deliver sermons. One wicked man
whom | have never forgiven, created rowdyism. He was a God-worshipper. Not being
content with that, he took up a handful of dust and flung it at Shri Bhai Sahebji’s face. Shri
Bhai Sahebji looked at the man with paid and then silently took out his handkerchief and
cleansed his face. The lecture was interrupted. But that did not cow down Shri Bhai Sahebji.
He continued delivering the lectures at the same place. The news of such a savage assault on
him shook me violently and snapped the strings that tied me to such persons and their so-
called religions. | became very close to him and longed for the day when | would go and
stand by him. When | came back on vacations, | never left Shri Bhai Sahebji alone. | was
strong in physique and I never shirked fight. | was with Shri Bhai Sahebji several times when
he delivered lectures. Myself and other young-men who had gathered around Shri Bhai



Sahebji were always present. No bad man could take that liberty again with Shri Bhai
Sahebji.

But the vernacular paper did not stop its attacks. It continued its crusade. It had
made it a mission of its life to create opposition against the Dev Samaj. It did succeed
considerably. It was the only paper of that district then. We had no paper upto 1905. Shri
Bhai Sahebji used to send us hand-written paper, which we used to read and return. When
the Sndh Upkarak was started, we could do both positive and defensive work. That
vernacular paper was being regularly answered. The beauty of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s teaching
was being placed before or readers. But the war thickened. Our opponents were all
monotheists. Hence, as soon as | passed M.A., LL.B., and came back home, | was asked by
Shri Bhai Sahebji too go on tour to important places and deliver lectures on the myth of God-
belief. | was still a raw youth. But | had enthusiasm. | was helped by Shriman Dr. Sonparji. |
completed my tour. My open campaign against God-belief made me conspicuous and my
terribly superstitious and God-ridden land began to deny me all avenues of earning my
livelihood. | was the second M.A. in Philosophy in Sindh. The first gentleman was a Professor
in D.J. Sindh College. He was, however, offered Principalship of a Punjab college and he
vacated the post. | was thus the only Sindhi candidate in the Province for that. But | was
passed over. One of the member of the Committee — a brilliant lawyer — met me years after.
He told me that he had turned the tables against me as | was well known atheist. When | was
disappointed there, | applied for the post of Head Master of a Municipal High School. | was
M.A,, LL.B. But on the same ground, | was refused and an M.A. was selected for that post.
Then | applied for the post of a Second Master of a Middle school carrying Rs. 100 per month.
Even this was refused to me. | was considered a terror and foolish people thought | was an
unsafe teacher of young boys.

But these refusals due to my belief did not discourage me. | could not entertain even
the remotest idea of proving false to my worshipful Guru Bhagwan Dev Atma, his Samaj or
my convictions. | had envisaged such an eventuality long long ago. Once, before | passed
M.A. | had come on vocation. A temporary job in the Govt, High School fell vacant.
Somebody asked me to apply for it. The Head Master knew me and hated me for being an
atheist. Hence | wanted to forestall his objection. In my application to the Inspector of
Schools, | made mention of my change of belief. He was a European. | appealed to him that
nobody should be denied Government job for difference of belief. He sent me an order to go
and take over the charge. | went with the order to the Head Master. He literally grew pale
and even shook with fury. But he controlled his emotions and said, “lI have reported the
matter to the Inspector. Please wait till then.” | came back home. | sent a spirited letter to
the Inspector and wrote therein., “ Sir, is it given to your to refuse to honour your orders ?”
As soon as the Inspector got my letter, he sent urgent telegram to the Head Master to



appoint me at once. The Head Master sent a special messenger to me to take over the
charge.

I was very hard-working --- the gift | had acquired in the Dev Samaj. Whenever | was
free, | went to the Head Master to get more work. Sometimes he got worried and said, “You
seem to be a giant ! Whence can | bring so much work for you ? Other teachers are fed up
even with the work assigned to them.” My vacation period ended. | went to the Head Master
and submitted my resignation. He was taken aback. He said, “Youngman don’t go. | shall
make you permanent at once. This will make your career. With your indefatigable zeal, you
would climb higher soon.” But | could not accept that job and went back to the college.

This had given me a foretaste of what kind of greeting awaited me when | passed
M.A,, LL.B. | was fond of working in education. Hence, | applied for jobs in that department
one after another and met with closed doors. It was then that Bhagwan Dev Atma decide
that | should take to legal profession. Blessed by him, | launched into a profession | liked
least. But | could not let the world starve me. Hence | started practice of legal profession.

° ) oxfi{Sfisme

Xl

THE OPPOSITION FADED AWAY

When | started my practice, | met with terrible unwelcome. The pleaders looked at
me as if | were a strange creature. They thought that by being an atheist, | had become
something obnoxious whom people should avoid. | scented the opposition. But | had faith
that this would vanish provided | remained loyal to my Bhagwan and the pledges | had taken.
I had nothing common with most of them. Hence | avoided coming into close contact with
most of them. | attended to my work and then came home and passed my time in my
Samajic activities.

A few months after | started my independent practice. Municipal election took place.
An old pleader, whom Shri Bhai Sahebji respected, was one of the candidates. Against him
stood another most prominent person. The son of the old pleader approached me for a vote.
| promised him my vote. Then the second and more influential candidate approached me. |
said, | had given a word to the old man and | considered a suitable candidate. Even a few
months practice, had convinced men around me that | would not change like a weather-cook
and that | had sacred regard for the word | gave. He, therefore, silently went away. Three



years passed. That old pleader had died. His above mentioned rival candidate was a good
and great man. Within three years, | had ample opportunities of knowing about him. Hence
when new elections were announced, | had silently made a vow to myself to give all my votes
to that great man. He came to me, however, and | told him | had already made up my mind
to stand by him. Then a deputation of pleaders waited on me for another important pleader.
They, however, tried in several ways to influence me. | told them, “l do not come to decisions
haphazardly. | go by certain principles. | know that the candidate | have promised to support
is the best man in the town.” They went away. But my refusal, however rankled in their
mind. But all that passed. Silently people around me began to respect me. | took part in all
social, political, educational and religious activities. Thus | came into prominence. My
opposition began to fade. | became a welcome guest or visitors in most places.

But there were judges who had bigotry darkening their souls. One day | had quoted a
High Court ruling and left the volume with the Judge. | was astonished to find that the Judge
sent back the volume to me immediately after with one of his peons. | asked the peon the
reason why he returned the volume so promptly. The peon said, “Sir, as soon as you left the
Court, the Judge called. Me. He said, “Look here. This is a volume of an atheist. | do not
want to touch it. You bring the same volume of another pleader. This is why | have brought
the volume to you.”

| had, however, made up mind at the start of practice never to pay any other but
officials visit to Judges and Magistrates.” | kept my words up to the last. Most of these
officials did value visits and showed favoured to those who danced attendance on them and
did them some service. But | trusted my work and character for myself. | know one very
honest magistrate one day told me, “Why don’t you come to me as a friend. | will be happy
to see you.” | told him humbly, “You officials rarely forget that you are magistrates. In the
Court, we have to repent the chair. But | can’s every moment feel that you are an official.”
He embraced me and said, “I wish you could change your mind.” | Could not change my mind.
On friendly terms alone, | could see people. Snobbishness of officials has always jarred on my
mind.

But though pleaders and officials did not approve my views, | did not give up my
propaganda work against God-belief. My needs were a few. My practice was very steady. |
did not devote all time to it. | devoted most of my leisure time to the cause | held dear.

One other Judge whose fanaticism was of sad nature presided over the bench in my
town. One Dev Samajist appeared before him as a witness. The witness said that as he was
an atheist, he could not swear by God and that he was prepared to affirm. The Judge would
not yield. However, he said that the witness should take the customary oath and add that as
he had no faith in God he had no faith in the oath. This was a compromise which the witness



made. | felt shocked. | longed to figure before that Judge as a witness. | had the golden
chance. | informed none that | was to give evidence in the court of the Judge. Forthwith |
said, “l won't take an oath as | am an atheist.” The Judge squirmed but thought it prudent
not measure arms with me. He let me take an affirmation.

By my Bhagwan’s power, | had grown in several respects irrepressible. Silently respect
for me had grown both in the public and among officials. In another election, again a few
pleasers waited on me with the request that | may give all my votes to my friend — the great
man | have talked of before — but that | should not visit the poles where votes were
recorded. “Why,” | asked them, “Should | refuse that help to my friend.” One of them said,
“Your presence turns the tables against opponents.” | was unconscious of this. They made
me aware of this. Once | know Shriman Master Khan Chand called me from court to help his
revered father as votes were going against him. | reached the polling station and in a few
words asked the voters to vote for him. Tables actually turned. Majority of votes were given
to Shriman Khan Chand’s revered father. The winning candidate began to lose. In his
madness, he even abused me. But | stuck to my guns to the last and left only when our side
was secure.

But though public and officials had very kindly begun to trust and respect me, my
attitude remained the same i.e., to live for my Bhagwan’s cause first and last. Hence | was
never tempted by praise to deviate from my chosen path of life and service.

Once a big Temperance Conference was held in my native town. The organizers
approached me to captain the volunteers. It was a work after my heart. The Dev Samaj
stands for total abstinence from all kinds of intoxicants. | agreed. | was not merely captain of
volunteers but in charge of the whole arrangements. | had learnt at the feet of my Bhagwan
to give single-minded and unflagging service to any good cause. | espoused it. Hence those
three days | denied myself sleep and rest and higher powers helped to me to make that
Conference a huge success. But the function was over, | again completely retreated and went
to my Samajic work. All those who came in contact with me, knew my loyalties. They knew
that Samaj was my first and only love so far as public work was concerned. | was always
willing to help all such public activities as were in conformity with my Samajic work. Once a
European lady came to Sukkur to deliver lectures against the use of intoxicants. | was
approached to preside over the function. There, too, | did all that | possibly could do from
Samajic point of view.

| had come to have reputation for being a good writer and speaker. My friends used
to bank on me for those two kinds of service in their public activities. Most of the people had
come to cherish this belief that | could never be coerced nor flattered into doing things I did
not believe to be in consonance with my own convictions and beliefs. However, religious



fanatics had to measure strength with me. The tried in several ways to crush me and our
cause. They failed. They knew it. But they left me a better and a wiser man. While dealing
with that chapter, | shall show how by their persecution they quickened my pace to devote
my all in the cause of my Bhagwan.
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HOW MY CREDIT GREW ?

While schooling | had unconsciously developed deep respect for school building. As |
grew older, this this feeling became stronger. When | passed Matriculation and joined
college, | felt the marvelous attraction for college atmosphere i.e., life and work in college.
Thus school and college buildings appeared to me s temples. After | passed B.A. | joined Law
College. | had hardly been there for a few months when it struck me that | had committed a
mistake in joining the Law College. It flashed on me that work in colleges was only the fit and
suitable career for my life. | could not give up my studies in law, nor could | give up my dream
of passing M.A. examination so as to get a suitable qualification for professorship in a college.
During those days | actually felt that a professor was more sacred than any other person
working in any job in any department and that the life of a professor was the most enviable
one. Next to the life of a professor | valued the life of a teacher in any school. Hence when |
passed my M.A. and LL.B., examination of Bombay University, | resolved to work either as a
teacher or as a professor. It was with this object that | went to the extent of giving away all
my law-books to others, as | felt that | would never enter Law as a profession. Hence my first
attempt to settle down in life was to get a job as a professor. In one of these fragmentary
sketches of my life, | have said that a job of a professor of Philosophy fell vacant in the only
college in my province. | was the only M.A. in Philosophy eligible for the job. The gentleman
who had passed M.A. in Philosophy before me and who had worked in the college as a
professor, was invited to hold the post in one of the Lahore colleges. My application was
rejected because | was an atheist. | went on applying for job in one or another school as a
head or subordinate merely because | wanted to work in education and pass days in school or
college room. They appeared to me really as temples. When one after another every such
job was denied to me who was an M.A. LL.B., while they were given to merel graduates, my
spirits did not freeze. They rose. | felt that there was an attempt all around to starve me and
my aspirations. Then | went into a fighting mood and said, “Let all theists of the world
combine and take the help of their ‘God,’ they will fail to break my spirits.” Their irrational
opposition fanned fiercer the flame of an enthusiasm in me for my honest convictions. Some
years after | started my practice, | was invited to speak in a public meeting. It was a large and



selected audience. Addressing them | said, “My friends, you little realize the strength and
value of character. You think belief alone counts and the position of numbers would break
my morale. You know all opposition for the past some years has not deemed my inspiration
for the cause | hold dear. After all what lies in your power ? How can you conquer the spirit
of a man who is willing to live on leaves and twigs of a tree !” This had a very good effect on
some people. But it is true that the irrational opposition of my God-belief-ridden countrymen
left me no choice but to start my practice as a lawyer. | had, therefore, to work in an un-
suited job and in an unpleasant atmosphere. Some of my benefactors in the Dev Samaj felt
that when | had no liking for the profession and | possessed a spirit of renunciation, how
would | succeed in my practice ? But | possessed honesty and ability and above all
uncommon courage born of great faith which my Master had inspired in me. Hence when |
began to earn hundreds of rupees every month, the late Shri Bhai Sahebji, one day patted me
on my back and said, “I am glad to see that you have succeeded. | had no hopes ! | know
how you disliked this profession and life in court. But it is good that you have overcome
obstacles and become a success.” It is true that my self-respect goaded me on not to fail.

During my long practice as a pleader, | never demand myself by any ignoble act. |
never tried to impose on Magistrates and quote paras from High Court rulings which did not
contain any judgement but mere review of pleader’s arguments. Once it so happened that |
left a High Court ruling before a Judge and left a book with a slip on the quoted page. It
seems that the slip slipped away and was put in at a wrong page. When the Judge opened to
read, he found on that page arguments of pleader quoted by the High Court Judge. In an open
court and in my absence, he said, “It is surprising that he could have tried to impose on me.
The slip has been found on a wrong page ! | don’t believe that this is intentional. He has
never done such an act before !” On this, one of the pleaders stood up and said, “l agree with
you, Sir, there is some mistake somewhere. It is not possible for him to try to win a case by
fraud.” It is this pleader who narrated to me the whole incident. This was my Bhagwan’s gift
of good life to me which helped me so considerably. Besides this, several attempts were
made in the beginning of my career by the opponents’ side to offer me heavy sums of money
to prove false to my clients. | know how I resented it and once it lost my temper to such an
extent that told the offender — a big landlord — that if he did not leave my room, | would
kick him out.

This had a more salutary effect on the public. This also considerably helped to
increase my clients. Once it so happened that | had been engaged in a sensational criminal
case. The complainant had filed a suit that he had married a girl who had re-married during
his life-time and therefore, she had committed bigamy. | was engaged by the party of the
accused. The whole dodge of the complaint’s party was to bring the girl in court and then
carry her away. On the day of the hearing of the complaint’s party had mustered strong



outside the court. | was not prepared to produce the girl. The whole question hinged on the
age of the girl. The complaint alleged that the girl was more than eighteen. | knew that she
was hardly twelve or thirteen. When the complainant pressed that the girl be presented in
the court as she was major and she should be personally examined in the open court whether
she was married to the complainant or not. | appealed to the Judge not to press for the girl
production in the court as the complainant in his mind to abduct the girl away. The
Magistrate said, “If the girl is major, it is best thing for her to come and deny the allegation.”
| replied, “Sir, the girl is a minor, she is hardly twelve or thirteen years of age. She is simply a
child.” On this, the Magistrate asked, “Have you, yourself seen the girl ?” | replied, Yes, Sir, |
have seen her dozen of times.” The Magistrate addressing the complainant’s pleader said,
“Here is the word of Mr........ccceureeeenns | believe it. What you have to say to it ?” The
pleader said, “Sir, the court must see her, to be personally satisfied.” The Magistrate said, “I
am personally satisfied. | believe and | have personal experience that Mr.................... cannot
speak untruth.” The complainant’s pleader fumed and fretted, but the Magistrate passed
orders on the application and rejected his prayer. The Magistrate was a Muslim who rose to

be the Deputy Commissioner of the district.

| felt grateful to the Magistrate, but any number of times to my Bhagwan who had by
his Dev Prabhavas moulded my life into a pattern which brought me faith and trust. Though |
disliked the profession and | did not pay much attention, yet | earned a decent amount every
month and lived a very respectable life. My theistic opponents failed to starve me. Their
growing opposition failed o break my spirits. In fact their age and fury kindled in me the
bight flame of sacrifice for my Bhagwan’s cause more and more. Their hostilities had only
one effect on me and it was to make me more devoted and loyal to my Bhagwan's cause.

oxfi{fime
Xl

THE MERGING OF “SELF”

When | started crusade on God-belief, the immediate result was that the theistic
public determined to starve out my ambition to work among the young, as they feared |
would corrupt their beliefs. They also started slandering me in print and on platform. They
were willing to tolerate even the most corrupt and immoral theists but not me. They were
willing to tolerate any man of any theistic faith, but it seems that the have reserved the
venom of their bigotry for us, the Dev Samajists, and began liberally to vent on us. | came to



be believed as a dreaded being when in fact | was one of the harmless people. | remember
two incidents which | narrate hereunder :--

I had gone to Karachi for collections. | sent in my card and was at once called in. The
proprietor of the firm said, “It is not possible for me to give you anything for your cause.” |
said, “My friend then why did you call me in, if that was your resolution ?” To my great
astonishment he replied, “When | was a child, | had heard about you ! We children used to
afraid of you. But | was anxious to see what kind of dreadful man you must be, who could
challenge belief of God. It is, therefore, that I called you in to see you.” | smiled and said, “I
hope | am not the terrible being you must have imagined me to be !” He also smiled and
remained silent. In another case, | visited a gentleman for our cause. He came in the room
where | was seated and said, “Are you a Dev Samajist ? Oh ! please, | don’t want to talk with
you !” So saying he flew away from that room. From these incidents one can form a fair

estimate of the hostile attitude of the theistic world against us.

Thus the immediate result of my crusade on God-belief was that | was denied a job in
any school or college and | became very unpopular. Several times | was attacked in press but
more than anything else | was attacked on the platform. My Bhagwan be praised, | stood
firm. These hostilities had no impression on me. | was true to my Bhagwan and His cause,
the tide must turn. | have found this in my own case and in the cases of others. Those
theistic friends, who had made it a job of their life to revile Dev Samaj, to paint it in dark
colours and to bring us into contempt before the public did not and could not succeed. The
traits of good characters which Bhagwan develops in his disciples have a telling effect. The
life of trustworthiness which he evolves in his humble disciples shins resplendent over the
clouds of calumny gathered by the theists.

A great political conference was to be held in my native place. It was perhaps the
grandest of the political gatherings in those days in any town. | was invited to take charge
not only of volunteers but of the pandal and camp. Those of my friends who had seen me
working in the temperance conference as its organizer suggested my name in this conference.
temperance conference was a pale affair before this mighty upheaval. Although my friends
suggested my name, those theists who had hounded me for years suggested another name.
The conflict ensued. | was suggested for this onerous work by the largest majority. It was
then | realized how silently and steadily the character of the Dev Samajists influenced the
public mind. When the workers of the conference met in order to settle the programme, |
made a suggestion that as our country was famous for hospitality, no delegate fee should be
charged. Someone said, “Do you know our camps would be literally inundated by delegates
if all will be fed and served free ?” | calmly told him, These fears are in vain. The delegates
are generally honourable people. They would never come to us for the sake of food and



service. If they would come at all, it would be to serve the conference.” Someone again said,
“Suppose you have more guests in the camp, than you can manage. Don’t you think failure
would be dreadful ?” | don’t know what possessed me. | said, “You have your revolver,
shoot me the moment when the conference fails " This had a galvanizing effect on those
present. One young wealthy man get up and said, “I trust you a carte blanche. Draw upon
me for as much as you please.” | simply told him, “lI will see that even from monetary point
of view the conference will not suffer. But please honour my cheques without question.” All
agreed. It was the first conference and perhaps the last where the delegates were not
charged any fees. | had five hundred men in the camp. | used to work from 4 a.m. right upto
2 a.m. and thus | was on my feet for 22 hours a day. The conference became the grandest
success. Monetarily also it was no strain on us. It was in that conference that the President
who subsequently became a minister, had said in print about me, “l would make him a
General without promoting him from the grade of Major and Colonel.” When some of the
distinguished persons who had worked under me as Lieutenants came to me after closing of
the conference and expressed their appreciation about me, | said to them, "I hope you know
that | am an atheist and hundreds and thousands among you declare that a person who has
no faith in God cannot be good. How do you account for my success ? | was one of you. You
feel the change in me. Can you not trace the cause of this change ? Can you not realize that a
person who does not believe in any of the current religions and yet shows by his conduct
something which you appreciate, and that too enthusiastically, must have been influenced by
some great power. Why can’t you go from me to my Bhagwan ? His has been the only factor
which has worked in my soul. Can you expect sweet fruit from a bad tree ? | wish you could
trace all to the fountain head.”

| have invariably found that hundreds and thousands admire individual Dev Samajists
and even count Dev Samaj as a wonderful moral body, and yet they are not able to
acknowledge that the fountain source who works these miracles must be a unique
personality. It is ordinarily said that a tree is judged by its fruit. But when a theist begins to
judge Bhagwan Dev Atma, he forgets even this truth. He calls the fruit sweet but the tree
sour ! What a perversion !

Those who saw me in the conference working day and night and having rest for only
two hours a day, did wonder at it, but could not comprehend that this power of forgetting
myself and working at a phenomenal speed was not anything which was my own and for
which | deserved credit. That was solely to the Dev Roop of Bhagwan Dev Atma. One of the
great changes that | have undergone under the influence of my Bhagwan is the capacity to
merge myself wholesale in any cause which | consider to be good and which | feel as my duty
to accomplish. | have never tried to spare myself or my energies because Bhagwan Dev
Atma’s influences have made such a condition as intolerable for me. In whatever good cause



I have worked, | have worked with a full heart and at top speed. What a unique gift is given
to me by my Bhagwan and what a change in the life of an Indian whose mental-outlook is
generally of neglect of responsibility, of breaking of ties and of making fattish slothfulness.
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PERESCUTION PAVED MY WAY

| have already said that when | started propaganda against orthodox belief, the public
or those in power adopted two-fold attitude towards me. The first was to give me no chance
to serve in any of the educational institutions and thus have no opportunity to deal with the
young. The second was to create irreverence toward the Dev Samaj and hostility towards the
worker of the Dev Samaj including myself. They little realized that they would utterly fail in
their unholy mission. They were ignorant of the uniqueness of Dev Atma. They were blind to
the uniqueness of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s Dev Prabhavas. They had no idea what blessings
Bhagwan Dev Atma held in store for us. Bhagwan Dev Atma awakened us to the horror of
lower life. We were therefore saved from mad rush after low-life. Instead of developing one
or other lower ideals, we, his insignificant followers began to fight shy of them. We are
enabled to turn our back against them. This change made us seekers after better life. We
began to avoid gross sins as vipers. In our daily relations with people, we began to live a life
of innocence and in certain cases life of service. As time went on this kind of life began to
make itself felt on people around. Bhagwan made our character trustworthy and this
trustworthy character began to win for us esteem and respect among the people. Our
enemies were anxious to find a hole in our character. | was informed by my clerk that for
several days together and on several occasions, the enemies of the Dev Samaj kept a watch
on my life. My office room was on the first floor, the clerk’s office was on the ground floor.
My clients used to come to see me in my office on the first floor. They consisted of both men
and women. | am a young man hardly thirty, when my enemies began to apply C.I.D.
methods on me. Itis true that some of my women clients were extraordinarily beautiful. My
friends though that | would be tempted by their external beauty and | would fall. Strange to
say they were sure that | would fall. Hence when any beautiful woman came to me in
connection with her case, they would sit with longing eyes expecting every moment that |
would close the door of the staircase and they would raise hue and cry. They had no idea



that Bhagwan Dev Atma’s power is unique and that | had develop under its influence mighty
hatred for adultery. For me woman was not of a different sex but she was simply a client. |
was interested in her only professionally and never otherwise. Hence these poor hungry
souls had to meet with dismal failure. | was quite unconscious that | was being subjected to
some trial. My Bhagwan be blessed who brought me out safe from the trial these friends had
prepared for me. It is true that my coming out scathless brought me added respect. | was,
therefore, believed to be a terror for my enemies. This is why | say that our opponents failed
miserably in their attempt to create universal irreverence against the prominent Dev
Samajists.

Did they succeed in closing all the gates and windows for my longing to serve the
young ? They did not. | was anxious to be a teacher or a professor. | Was straightway
appointed as Principal. My story in this respect is very instructive. My desire to work among
the young was not only sincere but very powerful. It was also an unselfish desire. Mine was
a passion to help in the growth of life of the young in the light of my Bhagwan. It was on the
occasion of His birthday celebration in 1907 A.D. that | determined to give up my practice and
dedicate my energies in the sublimest and most glorious work of Bhagwan Dev Atma. |
returned to my place only to pack up my things and leave bag and baggage for the Punjab. |
will relate on the story of how this sacred event took place. | wanted to relate here only the
deep yearnings of my heart which thrilled my being when | left for Lahore. My friends had
arranged a very smart party to bid me farewell. Those friends had put me a pertinent
question as to why | was leaving the land that | loved most and all the sweet connections
associated with it. | told them at the time, “Friends, | am going to the Punjab for a told fold
purpose. | am to learn at the feet of Bhagwan Dev Atma the glorious philosophy which
Bhagwan has discovered and taught to the world and to propagate it by pen and tongue.
Besides this, | want to found colleges for the Dev Samaj.” My wife knew my longings and
none else. | was anxious to be a writer and preacher of the unique life and teachings of
Bhagwan Dev Atma, as | was anxious to be an instrument in starting and working colleges for
the Dev Samaj.

As soon as | established myself at Lahore, a golden opportunity came into my hand.
The Late Dewan Hassamal had had made up his mind to will away all his property for the Dev
Samaj, primarily with a view to opening a school and a college. | had a serious talk with him.
| told him that the best charity is an un-conditional gift and that he should gift away all his
property. Had he followed that advice, his cherished with would have been realized and that
he would have given him a golden niche in the corner in the temple of the servants of
mankind. But he had his handicap. That stood in the way of his taking a glorious step. He
expressed his inability to give up his whole hold on money and properties. He only changed
in a way. Instead of making a gift he made it a trust. According to this trust, he was not only



to remain a life-long manager, but his voice was the final in the disposal of the property. The
Dev Samaj, therefore, would not sell his property so long as he was alive. This was not at all.
He reserved to himself the right of receiving the entire income of his property upto 1921, and
thereafter half the net income. This was a trust made and registered with many limitations
as ultimately it proved a source of great litigation. The Dev Samaj, however, accepted the
trust, but | knew that | had lost the best chance of starting a college for the Dev Samaj. My
feeling was sincere and strong, and therefore, my disappointment could not kill it.

| began to silently move in other quarters. Nobody noticed that | was deeply anxious
to help in the starting of a college. There was a move to open a college at Moga. This did not
materialize. It was really the saddest thing that this good move did not materialize. Many of
us have felt that by not opening a college at Moga, we had missed a great chance. This was
my second disappointment. Neither did late Dewan Hassamal know that by the limitations
put upon the trust, he had disappointed me, nor those responsible for the move to open the
college at Moga knew that | had met another disappointment. | worked on all alone but very
silently to have a college where | could utilize my powers in the cause of the young.

Disappointments could not cool my ardor. No doubt | was a silent worker. My wife
alone knew my longings. She alone realized through what anxieties and anguishes | was
passing. At last, a chance was opened for me and instead of being a mere professor | was
most graciously saddled with the responsibilities of starting and building a college and
becoming its first servant.

oxfi{Jfisme

XV

HIGHER AMBITIONS MATERIALIZE

One day | was sitting in the Council room when the Secretary of the Dev Samaj
announced that there was move to open a college at Ferozepore. My joy knew no bounds,
but | said nothing. It was certain that if the scheme of the college was to materialize, | shall
have some place somewhere. The proposition to open the college came from a member of
the Dev Samaj. He was inspired in that good resolution by the eminent work of the Dev
Samaj, Late Shriman Devatv Singhji, whom he revered very much. The member had a talk
with the Council. Pros and cons of the whole problem were thoroughly discussed and
thrashed. The result was a serious resolve to open the college. The Council informed me that
I had been deputed to go and start the college and work as its Principal. An application for



affiliation of that college was drafted and submitted to the University in the month of 1920.
The University appointed a committee to go on the spot to discuss the matter with the
organizer and make recommendations. The management was permitted to start the classes
in the year 1921. An opening ceremony was organized. The later Lala Harkishan Lal was
requested to open the college. The speech of the founder of the college and reply of the chef
guest showed on what line the college was to be worked. The Principal and the chief
organizer were all of them Dev Samajists. The policy of the ethical instruction was to serve
the young in the light of Bhagwan Dev Atma. My life showed to everybody that for me
college in itself had no attraction, All these acquired importance in my eyes according as they
were dedicated in the service of Bhagwan Dev Atma and his cause. For his cause, | had no
hesitation to work even as a peon or a sweeper. Leaving his cause, nothing appeared to me
as of any importance. Hence when | was deputed to start and work that college, | gave my
whole heart and time to it. In the beginning there was no professor of History, nor any of
English, | taught the boys English, Philosophy and History. Daily | worked for hours to draw
notes for the next day. For every book that | taught, | wrote a book and hence when | went
to the class, | went as a teacher who knew his work and who had faith in himself. This had
naturally a very salutary effect upon the students.

One day, when | was sitting in the compound of the Dev Samaj Girl’s High School,
Ferozepore, | saw a tanga coming. | went to see as to who had come. A father and his
daughter got down from the tanga. The daughter appeared to be sad and crestfallen. She
had been taken to Lahore to be admitted to a college. Her father had accompanied her. She
was not satisfied with what she saw in the college. He had, therefore, come to a definite
decision not to give her higher education. | felt simply shocked. Her pain pained me
considerably. | told the father there and then, “Your girl shall have higher education.” The
father said, “But how and where ?” | replied to him, “ We are going to open a branch for the
girl in the Girls’ High School itself. Myself and my professors shall come and tech her here.” |
opened the branch and applied to the University to recognize this step. The Girls’ institution
was hardly five minutes’ walk from my college— only one garden separated it from the
college. But the time was not ripe. The University turned down the request, though in the
year of grace 1943 such a step is recognized. But the University turned down my proposition,
| did give up the sacred resolve to give education to the girl. We allowed the girls the benefit
of our services. | am glad that | succeeded in that sacred resolve. All the three girls passed in
the University Intermediate examination.

The college building which | had selected was situated outside the town. It was the
private property of the founder’s family. | made that choice because it was not a rented
building and because it was free from the hubbub and turmaoil of city life. It was a huge piece
of land with several old buildings which at night time had a weird look of loneliness and



easiness. It was not easy for people to come and live there. It was difficult for me to get
servants. Once for full twenty one days | had no servant and no peon. But I loved the college
because Bhagwan’s cause was being done there and He was interested. | am by nature a late
riser. But the college had to be served. The benches, chairs and tables had to be cleaned.
The jars of the water had to be filled. | could not bear the dear boys coming in the mornings,
feeling thirsty and finding no water. It was a hot summer season. | used to get up at four or
even earlier. | used to clean tables, chairs and benches. | used to fill up the jars of water. |
used to ring the bell and had to teach the classes in three subjects. All these things | did
because | knew | was serving my Bhagwan’s cause. No honest labour was menial to me
where His cause was concerned. | could be the peon of His college as well as the Principal
there. | have never learnt to bend my knee before a human being even though he may be
wearing a purple. The Judges and Magistrates whom | knew were aware of the presence of
this trait of my life. | could not humble myself before any worldly power, but for Bhagwan
and His cause | | could all honest labour from that of the sweeper to that of the preacher.
This is why | worked for that college never for money, as | got my maintenance from the Dev
Samaj, but for love. The honorarium that | drew from the college was not mine. It belong to
the Dev Samaj. | was to get only the maintenance allowance fixed for me. | was thus there as
a deputy of the Dev Samaj and not as a servant of any private man. | had inborn abhorrence
for service even of the Government what to say of a private man. The only place where the
service is sacred is the Dev Samaj. It is for the Dev Samaj and in the interest of the Dev Samaj
that | believe every moment spent as well spent. Again did these friends in my province who
wanted to starve my longing to serve the young, ever realize that their unholy efforts would
fail and fail miserably ? From 1920 right upto today, | am serving the young. Upto 1941, |
served boys mainly. From October 1941, | am serving the girls also.

Let us be thoroughly true and loyal to Bhagwan’s cause and all our higher ambitions
would get realized and materialized.

° 'Y o iifime ') °
XVI

TRUSTWORTHYNESS CONQUERED ANTAGONISTS.

| consider it to be a miracle of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s power that all the attempts of
pour opponents to starve my longing to serve the young and to bring me into the contempt
of the public utterly failed. The kind of character which Bhagwan develops in the lives of his
humble followers enables them to command respect and overcome opposition. The



trustworthiness with which he enriches his followers make some of them a great power. |
have seen its wonder in the lives of several followers of Bhagwan.

In the provincial of Social Conference, which was convened in my native place in the
same pandal in which the political conference was held, | was ordered to arrange every thing
with the help of volunteers. In that conference a resolution was to be proposed by a widow
in favour of widow re-marriage. The orthodox section there, which is very strong, came
determined not to allow the resolution even to be tabled. As soon as the widow --- herself a
distinguished worker --- came on the platform, nearly five hundred people stood up to say
that she should sit down. | scented the danger. | asked some of the strongest volunteers to
form a strong cordon around the lady to defend her in case the rowdy element broke loose
and make a rush at the platform. | went myself personally to the mob and tried my level
best, to persuade them to desist from their insane opposition. The leaders of the mob told
me definitely that they were unable to accede to my request. | reported the matter to the
president. The president said, that he would dissolve the meeting. But the mob would not
listen to it. It is strange that some of the organizers of the conference suggested that the
dissolution of the meeting may be announced, but as soon as the orthodox mob went put of
the pandal, they should convene a meeting and pass the resolution. | was shocked at it. |
told the president that | would not be a party to any trick being played on the public. Our
fight should be straight and clean. | was ignored. The announcement was made. The mob
would not move. The spokesman of the mob said, “Let the captain--- meaning myself--- give
us a word that the dissolution of the meeting would mean a real dissolution and no trick
would be played on us, and we will silently go out.” The organizers asked me to announce
the dissolution. | refused. |told them that | would do so only if they meant what they said. |
also told them that in case they meant by dissolution merely getting rid of inconvenient
people, | would leave the pandal with all my volunteers. They gave me their word that they
would not convene the meeting at that hour or at that time. | got up and said, “This meeting
is dispersed” and pandal began to be vacated.

I was perhaps the only Dev Samajist present there. The hundreds of opponents who
opposed even the presentation of the resolution of widow-remarriage were all orthodox
theists. The organizers whose word they did not trust were all of them atheists though
reformers. Why did the orthodox trust my word ? It was because Bhagwan Dev Atma had
molded my life in a way that | could not be false to persons whom | have given my word. All
credit is due to Bhagwan Dev Atma who inspires life of such a trustworthiness and increases
our credit. It is true there is no greater seth in the world than Sat Guru, association with
whom gives us also such a high credit. The above narration that | have given is only with a
view to creating assurance in the heart of my fellow sewaks that if they are true to Bhagwan



Dev Atma and His glorious Dev Samaj, they are bound to command esteem and credit in the
eyes of even the opponents.

It was in the year of 1904 that | was enrolled as a member of the Dev Samaj under the
flag of Bhagwan Dev Atma. The Dev Samaj in those days was extremely unpopular. We met
with greatest opposition in our homes. Every mother tried to protect her child from coming
into contact with the Dev Samaj. | am a Bhatiya by caste. Shri Bhai Mohan Devji, the first
Sindhi apostle of Bhagwan Dev Atma, was also a Bhatiya by caste. He was the person who
had resigned a good job with very high prospects and left his home and family in order to get
training at the feet of Bhagwan at Lahore. He, therefore, stood for one who had renounced
the world and home. Every Bhatiya woman felt that if any of her children came into contact
with Shri Bhai Sahebji, he would give up the world and home. They believed that to be a
dreadful destiny for their children. They were, therefore, mortally afraid of him. When I
began to associate with Shri Bhai Sahebji, my mother and grand-mother became horror-
struck. The neighbours told them that if | did not come round by persuasion, | should be
asked to vacate the house. Persuasion failed with me. My grand-mother who was a very
powerful woman, asked me to vacate the house. | silently put on my coat and started living
the house. My poor der mother could not bear this sight. She ran after me. She clung to me
that | should not leave them. She fell at the feet of my grand-mother to give up her
opposition. Then she told me, “My son ! live with us and do what you like.” Her love,
therefore, saved me from the dismal result of that fatal step. | was determined not to give up
the company of Shri Bhai Sahebji, hence | may have cut off all my connections and remained
loyal to Shri Bhai Sahebiji. | did count the cost. It was too heavy. | may have left education. |
therefore, feel deeply indebted to my mother that she saved her child from the terrible
effects of the wrong step of expelling me from home. Mother-love is indeed superb.
Thousands of lives have been saved by their love. Mother’s love is mightier than any other
force in the armory of mankind. Under the fostering care of my mother, | began to grow all
around. Society of Shri Bhai Sahebji was essential for me at that critical period of my youth. |
have person experience of his wholesome influences on me. He had already produced a
change in me which | felt as marvelous. He created in me repulsion for all kind of illicit
sexual life. But for that great change, my life would have been ship-wrecked. Having this
experience, | could not give up the society of Shri Bhai Sahebji.

During that period, Dev Samaj had not any following in Sindh. There were two
prominent persons who had begun to associate with Shri Bhai Sahebji and whose example of
life encouraged me. Out of these two one was Shriman Dewan Hassamal in whose name the
Lahore school stands. Shri Bhai Sahebji was once his class-mate. While Shri Bhai Sahebji
renounced every thing, Dewan Hassamal amassed a huge pile. He had become a wealthy
landlord. His monthly income sometime came to four figures. Thus while the one had



amassed the wealth of soul, the other had amassed the wealth of world. The life of
wonderful renunciation of Shri Bhai Sahebji, his high integrity and probity, his marvelous
purity, his sweet humility, his great simplicity and his overflowing sympathy due towards him
like a magnet the heart of Shri Dewan Hassamal. It was a wonderful sight—the huge
mammon bowing before the spiritual grandeur. Dewan Hassamal often accompanied Shri
Bhai Sahebji on foot to the station carrying his bedding. He could very well have engaged a
coolie for Shri Bhai Sahebji, but he used to say, “It is an honour that | would not share with
anybody.” This sight deeply moved me and drew my heart nearer to Shri Bhai Sahebiji.

:gﬁg:
XVl

DIVINE IMPTUS ACQUIRED

The seen that | have described in the last sketch happened in the year 1902 or even
before. Shriman Dewan Hassamal had by that time become a known Dev Samajist. His
reverence for Shri Bhai Sahebji was real and intense. His enthusiasm for Bhagwan’s cause
was fresh and vigorous. He made sacrifices to attract souls to Dev Samaj. | was surprised one
day to see that after the meeting was over, sweets were distributed among the audience.
This happened several times thereafter. Dewan Hassamal defrayed all the expenses. He
followed the local custom for distributing something after the meeting. These meetings used
to be held in rented houses. After some time, Dewan Hassamal offered his own big hall on
the first floor of his house for holding satsang meetings. | attended several meetings in this
house. | was also initiated as a member in that hall in his house. After my enroliment |
became naturally very intimate with Shri Bhai Sahebji and Dewan Hassamal. A movement
was set afoot which had its origin in the mind of Shri Bhai Sahebji that the Dev Samaj should
build its on Mandir at Shikarpur. Shriman Dewan Hassamal’s brother had contributed a few
hundreds towards the mandir fund. Dewan Hassamal’s son had contributed Rs.4000/-
thousands to that fund in the memory of his mother. Dewan Hassamal also contributed Rs.
1000/- to that fund. Some few hundreds were collected from the public. All this gladdened
the heart of Shri Bhai Sahebji. He purchased a plot of land with the consultation of Dewan
Hassamal. He supervised the construction. Then Shri Bhai Sahabji and Dewan Hassamal
primarily and other sewaks whose number had grown made a request to the most worshipful
Bhagwan Dev Atma to consecrate the mandir by most graciously performing the opening
ceremony. To our supreme and good fortune Bhagwan Dev Atma most graciously consented
to suffer the great inconvenience of a long journey to Shikarpur to perform the opening



ceremony. What a day it was when Bhagwan Dev Atma arrived in our native town ! He
suffered the inconvenience of putting up in a small though clean room. The day arrived when
the opening ceremony was to be performed. An address was signed by all of us. | feel
blessed that | had the good fortune to sign that address. After the address was over, our
most blessed Bhagwan rose to shed his light and power. The audience was a packed body
but of selected and distinguished people. Some local European officials also attended. It was
a great which shall always remain indelibly impressed on the heart of his disciples and
admirers.

Bhagwan Dev Atma’s programme used to remain full because the sewaks and
admiring visitors were anxious to have his darshan and a word of guidance from him. | was
alone one of those who got the rare privilege of having a private interview with Bhagwan Dev
Atma. | can never forget the benign, the most kind and gracious look of Bhagwan when He
greeted me and spoke something like this: “I am glad you are anxious to be a writer. | need
hundreds of writers, who can write on my life and teachings. | would be happy to have you
as one pf them. Come to me. Learn and study under my direct guidance and | hope and
believe that your dream of bring a writer will be realized beyond your expectations.” Those
few words had a lasting effect on me. Thereafter, it became a creed with me to live for that
ideal. | was then simply a B.A. | had joined LL.B. It was my earnest desire to pass M.A. with
philosophy as my selective subject. It was my deep desire to study philosophy as far as
University could provide. Equipped with that knowledge | longed to study Bhagwan’s
philosophy. My ambition to become a writer grew day by day. The Sindh Upkarak was
started. | began to contribute to its columns as a student. Most of my articles did not see the
light of the day. They did not come up to the standard in the opinion of Shri Bhai Sahebji.
But that did not damp my spirits. It did not cool my ardor. | continued writing. | was happy
when something was published, but | never regretted if my articles were not printed. This
phase of my life was quite clear before me, that | had to grow and not that | had grown up. |
could clearly see my deficiencies in that line. | thank those who tried to help me in my
growth.

By 1905 my life had considerably changed. My old associates were given up. Those
who did not belong to my society, could not attract me. | was anxious to breathe in the
atmosphere of purity and service. | was able to see that young men, as a rule, were anxious
neither for the purity of their lives, nor for that of others. | had a living instance before me in
the life of Shri Bhai Mohan Devji, which deeply captivated my heart. His purity was simply
magnificent. His life of service was most fascinating to me. The fact that he lived for
Bhagwan drew me like a magnet to him. From the moment | became sewak of Bhagwan, |
was strongly attracted towards those who were devoted and loyal to Him. | could not
associate with those who talked ill of Him or His Cause. | really felt such maligners as sinners.



| remember that one or two of my cousins said something against Bhagwan. 1 felt such a
shock that | avoided them for a long time. | knew that those opponents or detractors of
Bhagwan indulged in atrocious lies. If my community talked ill of Bhagwan, | could not bear
to associate with them. Naturally, therefore, | could form my friendship on the basis of
respect for the Dev Samaj and | came to feel Dev Samaj as my community. This sacred
attachment saved me a great deal. | was not influenced in the least by the opinion of my
community. | was indifferent to the opinion of those out side the Dev Samaj, who indulged in
slanderous talk about Bhagwan and His cause.

| began to study Bhagwan’s life and writings myself. | became a regular and devoted
reader of every publication of the Dev Samaj which came to my hands and of the Jiwan
Path— a journal edited by Bhagwan Dev Atma— and the Science Grounded Religion which
was being edited by Bhagwan Dev Atma’s distinguished son, Shriman Pandit Har Narainji. A
new thirst of knowledge of Bhagwan’s life and teachings had grown in me and I could not rest
satisfied unless | quenched it by reading all Samajik papers and every pamphlet or booklet
that came to be published. It was this blessed thirst which gave me vast acquaintance of the
literature of the Dev Samaj. This went on growing wider and deeper with the result that
when | started writing a biographical sketch of Bhagwan Dev Atma, my long and growing
acquaintance with the literature vastly facilitated my work. It is true that | have written
Bhagwan Dev Atma’s biographical sketch in a foreign language. It suffers from that handicap,
but though the biographical sketch is comparatively short and brief, | have tried to pack into
it as many facts as | could possibly put into it. | feel that it is bounden duty of every sewak of
Bhagwan to study Bhagwan Dev Atma’s own writings and if possible also the pages of those
journals which he edited. It is really a long long study, but it will considerably recompense
the time and energy spent on Bhagwan Dev Atma’s literature. It is a mine of priceless gems
of new and unique truths which never fail to cause soul-illumination and help in soul-
evolution. His truths are so grand that sometimes it becomes difficult to skip over them.
Upto today my condition is this that if | read any truth which | have read several times before,
even then my attention is arrested and riveted on it and | pass not minutes, but sometimes
hours in contemplating over it and relishing the nectar which flows out of it. Such is the
experience of those who possess any appreciation for these unique truths and find any joy in
it. The roots of this great blessedness were laid in the year 1905 when | had for the first time
a blessed opportunity of listening to Bhagwan’s most precious words.

° ) oxfi{fime oo °

XVIil

LOVE FOR HIGHER EDUCATION



When | was in college, love for education had grown in me to a great extent. Much as
I longed to sit at the feet of Shri Bhai Sahebji for some time, | could not sacrifice my education
for that. | attended every meeting of the Dev Samaj. But as soon as the meeting was over, |
used to go home and bury myself in my books. | have said in my last sketch that | could not
associate with those who had no reverence for my Bhagwan and His cause. | shunned those
who spoke ill of Him. Besides that, | was always struggling to bring such of my friends and
relatives to the Dev Samaj who had some attraction and respect for me. My two brothers
were initiated as members, my sister’s grandsons who lived with me were enrolled as
members. One of these grandsons became M.A., B.T. There was another young man who
was drawn to our family. He too joined the Dev Samaj and subsequently became M.A., B.T.
A teacher who had a wife, two brothers and a sister, was attracted towards me, by the ties of
respect and reverence. He was a Vedantist. | labored hard to convince him of the absurdity
of Vedantism. | was glad that he was converted and his whole family joined the Dev Samaj.
Dewan Hassamal’s two sons were sent by him to Moga to get education. The training that
these young boys had at Moga developed in them certain traits of character which
considerably helped them in future life. Both these young boys left Moga after receiving
education upto Middle standard. The youngest son came in contact with me. | influenced
him considerably to continue his education further. This happened in the year 1905. | was
then a teacher in the Municipal School at Sukkar. Plague had broken out at Bombay and the
colleges were closed for four months. AS | was a needy man and there was a vacancy in the
school, | applied for it and got the job. Hence when the youngest son of Dewan Hassamal
showed an anxiety to appear for Matriculation, | undertook the responsibility of coaching him
up for the examination. | took him with me to Sukkar and started coaching him. When four
months were over, and | was to leave for Bombay, | took him with me to Bombay. | am glad
that all my efforts were crowned with success. The boy appeared for Matriculation and
passed. Throughout, my services for him were completely honorary. | was anxious to serve
him because | loved education. | yearned to share these blessings with others. | served him
also because he was son of dewan Hassamal who was, in those days, a loyal and enthusiastic
worker of the Dev Samaj.

Though | did all this, | did not and could not belittle education. The young and
enthusiastic recruits showed uncommon enthusiasm for higher sangat and they were anxious
even to sacrifice education. Such enthusiasm of these souls threw my devotion to Dev Samaj
into a shade. Here was a clear contrast. | wished to complete my education at any cost,
while several others considered education as insignificant which they could easily sacrifice.
Shriman H. V. Sonparji had appeared in 1905 for B.A. After appearing for B.A. and before the
result was out, he left for Moga to dedicate his life in the educational work of the Dev Sama;.
This threw my attitude into greater shade. It is not that | loved the Dev Samaj less. The only
difference was that | wanted to become M.A,, LL.B. before dedicating my energies wholly for



the Dev Samaj. Because of this my devotion for education even such of my friends who had
been brought to the Dev Samaj by me made a rapid progress in the grades of the Dev Samaj,
while | had remained in the lowest grade right from 1904 to 1910. It was strange that though
I was in the lowest grade, yet in the absence of Shri Bhai Sahebji my fellow sewaks used to
compel me to conduct meetings. In fact | conducted almost all the meetings from 1905
whenever Shri Bhai Sahebji was absent. Even Shri Bhai Sahebji was not satisfied with my
hunger for education which caused me to sacrifice more time for it than for religious work.
Once a photo was arranged. My reverence for Shri Bhai Sahebji was intense. Of course it
lacked expression. Throughout my life, I | have not been able to make myself demonstrative.
Hence, when | requested Shri Bhai Sahebji to give me a seat by him, he plainly told me that
he would give place near him to those who were nearer to the Dev Samaj than | was. | could
never question the decision of Shri Bhai Sahebji, but | felt not a little perturbed. | had a
conviction that | had more reverence for Shri Bhai Sahebji than any of those why occupied
seats nearer to him. | have not gotten a copy of that photo with me. Perhaps some of my
friends of those days may have it in their houses. There | am given almost the farthest seat,
but that did not in any way lesson my reverence for Shri Bhai Sahebji even to the smallest
extent. Against my own conviction, | believed that he must be correct in the estimation.
However, my enthusiasm for education also did not lesson. | was conscious that as soon as |
became M.A., LL.B. | shall have no riyal left in my heart and thereafter | would devote myself
single minded to my Bhagwan’s cause. What my feelings even then were can be gauged from
a letter which | wrote to Bhagwan Dev Atma, and which was published in the columns of The
Science Grounded Religion perhaps in the year 1905. Therein | had plainly written that either
myself or my younger brother when he became M.A. would dedicate life wholly for the Dev
Samaj. My dream of 1905 showed what longings | possessed. | am happy and blessed to feel
that the dream came true. | dedicated my life for the cause of my Pujniy Bhagwan, and even
my younger brother left his good service and future prospects in order to live at the feet of
Bhagwan. How this happened is a long tale. On some future occasions, | shall talk of it. All
that | want to record here is that even in 1905, the change which Shri Bhai Sahebji had helped
to bring about in my soul was indeed marvelous. It was a change which enabled me to form
ties and connections on the basis of great things, i.e. nearness to Bhagwan and His cause.
Those seeds planted then began to fructify till at last it became impossible for me to work for
any vocation other than the cause of Bhagwan.

There was one other thing that that helped me to keep all my friends together. This
was my genuine feeling of helping them. Whenever | was at Shikarpur, | used to assemble
them together at least once and mostly all of us dined together. Everybody got his meal from
his house to my place and all of us dined in the same dish. Even when any one of use showed
a desire to go for a walk, all of us went together. This social aspect of our life made us an
envy not only of those who knew us, but even of members of other sects. This social union



made us also a very strong body. To every possible danger, we offered a united front. In
every one of our domestic troubles, we stood by each other unitedly. None of us felt himself
alone. Everyone felt that he had a group of friends with him. Nature gave me a privilege of
being the central and uniting force of this group of friends and sathi sewaks. If | was away
from Shikarpur on any occasion, my sathi sewaks would not meet. They would cease to dine
together. The affection therefore that they showed me was a novel sight. It is true | loved to
go to any extent to sacrifice for them. But that brought me abundant fruit in return.

One incident happened which was characteristic. A big satsang was held at Shikarpur.
As | have said above, | simply attended meetings and did nothing more. | would run to my
house. The leader of the satsang party saw with surprise that whenever a meeting was over,
the sewaks would gather around me and be with me so long as | was in the mandir. He said,
“I don’t know why you are an object of attraction to all these sathi sewaks. | see nothing in
you which ought to attract them.” | felt a bit pained. | simply said, “Respected Shrimaniji, | do
not call them to myself. They come to me of their own accord. Why they came to me is a
question they can answer better.” But this left an unpleasant impression on me and | had to
tell my friends that they should please desist from gathering around me at least for the days
the satsang was held. One of them said, “Why should we ? Where else can we go ?” |
remained silent, but | tried to leave the mandir very quickly so that they may not be attracted
towards me. It was after two or three years on another and similar satsang occasion that the
said respected Shrimanji called me and said, “Now | know why your sathi sewaks gather
around you. You possess the spirit of helpfulness and self-forgetfulness. These seem your
strongest points.”

oxfi{fime
XIX

MY HEART SANG.

I was enrolled as a member of the divine society of the Dev Samaj in 1904. Shri Bhai
Amar Singh Ji initiated me under the flag along with Dr. Sonpar and Mr. Gandhi. | was
passing through great mental conflicts which were eased down by my association with Shri
Bhai Mohan Deviji and | felt | had reached a harbor. For full six years | was retained in the
lowest grade of membership. Those who were attracted to this divine society outpaced me
and most of them were promoted to the second grade very soon. My love of education kept
me too much engrossed to think of other things at its cost. But a feeling awakened in me



which gradually overmastered me. This feeling was to express my blessedness to the world
by pen and tongue. | began to write on the Dev Samaj. | began to speak on the Dev Samaj.

How | began to speak on public platform holds a peculiar interest for me. It was
perhaps in the year 1902 or 1903 that a general debate was held in the hall of Broda College
where | was studying then. | saw boys going one after another to give expression to their
ideas on the platform. My heart swelled. | felt like bursting to speak. The hall was full. Only
senior-most boys had spoken. | was new to the platform. | do not know what happened to
me. The fact is that | went to the platform and spoke. | did not remember what | spoke. | am
sure the audience must not have made out any head or tale of what | said. The president too
puzzled. | was an utter failure, but that did not depress me. My effort to speak on several
other similar platforms. | began speaking. | used to ask my friends to point to me my defects
and suggest the way to cure them. | loved them when they criticized me. Next time | put in
practice their such suggestions which | felt sound. For years | struggled to be a good speaker.
Speaking was not an ornament with me. It was positively a need for me. | did not speak to
win. | wanted to speak to express clearly my views with the specific intention of serving
others. | have never felt “platform fright.” | have never felt facing large audience as a trial. |
did not speak to call a good speaker. | loved my Bhagwan’s philosophy and | felt a mighty
urge to speak about it to others. Hence praise or censure of others were of no moment to
me. | had caught vision of Bhagwan’s most glorious Rup and the wonderous glory of his
teachings. | felt impelled to speak of that blessings to others. This is the reason why | began
to conduct Samajic meetings from the very start.

This much is certain that when my absorption in studies left me little leisure for other
matters and | was not considered fit to be promoted to higher grade but those who were
brought to the Samajic field by me outdistanced me, | did not feel unhappy. My reverence
for the promoted sewaks grew. Hence when Shri Bhai Sahebji was absent, | requested any
one of them to conduct meetings. It was a joy for me to sit at their feet. If any of them went
to Lahore and had the darshan of Bhagwan and came back, | felt so much reverence for him
that | used to kiss his clothes and his hands so that | must share the sacredness he had
brought with him by his visit to the holiest place. Once | made one such sewak sit on a higher
platform and | myself sat down at his feet and then asked him to relate to me what he had
heard there.

But though | felt so much for them, most of them almost always refused point blank to
conduct weekly meetings when | was present. Once it is happened that we had Pati-Patni-
Brat, as it used to be called then. Most, if not all, were married persons. Hence they had
personal experience of that relation. | came to attend that meeting to be conducted by a
married sewak. | was astonished to find them all collected in the open yard of Shikarpur



mandir. As soon as | entered the mandir, they said, “So here he comes” and then one of
them and said, “Please conduct the Brat meeting.” | said, “My friends, | am an absolute
bachelor knowing nothing of this relation and you are all seasoned grihasties (married
persons). How do you expect me to talk about marital relation to you ?” But they so much
persisted that | had to conduct the meeting giving them the philosophy taught by the most
worshipful Bhagwan on how to make this relation sweet and elevating. Mostly, | had,
therefore, to conduct meetings of my friends— most of whom were promoted to second
grade. | used to pray for my success. Success, however, did not turn my head. Failure did
not depress my heart. One thing alone mattered with me. It was to sing the glory of
Bhagwan.

It was in 1907 that for the first time | visited Lahore. | had never been to the Punjab
before. Punjab audience was unknown to me. | got Bhagwan’s most precious mandate that |
shall have to deliver a public speech on “God” before the assembled audience. | know that it
was an ordeal but not such as to make me nervous. | spoke. It is probable | may not have
spoken well. It was my first speech. But Bhagwan Dev Atma blessed me. That was enough
for me. Thereafter | have spoken frequently.

Before 1907, | was invariably ordered by Shriman Mohan Deviji to speak in the public
Bhagwan’s Rup and teachings on Samajic festive occasion and on other occasions.

Out of the two means of expressing on myself on my Bhagwan’s Dev Rup and His
divine teachings (i.e. by pen and tongue). | have preferred writing to speaking.

oxfi{Sfisme

XX

FOUNDATION OF AUTHORSHIP

I have said before that | was initiated as a sewak in 1904. | was told that there was a
journal in Hindi which was being edited by Bhagwan Dev Atma Himself. | wanted to learn
Hindi. Dewan Hassamal volunteered to teach me Hindi alphabet. He gave me one hour a
day. | feel grateful to him for this. | started reading Jiwan Path — the Hindi journal. It
captured my heart. | felt an urge to write on what | got. | began writing letters to Bhagwan
Dev Atma. In 1905, the Science Grounded Religion was started. It proved a heaven-sent
blessing. Every line in the paper stirred me. Whenever | got it, | forgot everything and
started reading it. | did not leave it till | had completed its first reading. It was edited by that



eminent scholar disciple of Bhagwan, Shri Pandit Har Narayanji. Shriman Bhai Mohan Deviji
started the Sindh Upkarak in Sindhi. That was another friend. | also started writing for it. In
the Science Grounded Religion sometimes my letters to Bhagwan used to be published. As
soon as | completed my education in the month of December, 1907, | turned whole-heartedly
to Samajic activities. It was perhaps in the beginning of 1908 that Shriman Mohan Devji gave
me a tract written by Bhagwan to translate in English. It was in Hindi. | was not able at once
catch the import of words and phrases used in the pamphlet. Six times my manuscript
translation was rejected. The seventh time it was approved. It was then published in the
column of The Singh Upkarak. Thereafter two thousands copies of that were published in
pamphlet form and sold or distributed. The next Hindi publication which | had an occasion to
translate was that most illuminating book called Atm Katha*-- the book that laid this
foundations, in my heart, for the world of higher life which unfolded itself in course of time.
The third great Hindi publication which drew my attention was Bhagwan Dev Atma’s
Autobiography, volume 1. This was another treasure-house of most profound philosophic
truths and a gate-way to get glimpses of Bhagwan’s most sublime life. This translation was
not approved. But that never mattered with me. | wrote as naturally as | ate. Both were
instinctive and over powering. As | ate little caring who approved of my act of eating or who
did not do so, | wrote quite unmindful of the fact of approval or disapproved by others. But
in this there was only one exception. | hungered for Bhagwan’s approval though his
disapproval instead of causing depression in me inspired me still more to win his approval by
a great effort. | looked upto him and none else. | had critics and some very ruthless critics.
Their criticism too led me to great efforts to improve myself.

Bhagwan Dev Atma knew about this hunger of mine to be a writer. Hence when
Bhagwan Dev Atma graced out town of Shikarpur and performed the opening ceremony of
Shikarpur Mandir, | got a privilege of having an interview. He was most graciously pleased to
say, “l know you want to be a writer. Come unto me. Have my light and write in that light. |
want writers, not one but many.” | cannot express what | felt then. My hunger to have his
light and understand his great philosophy grew apace. | read every bit of the writings of most
worshipful Bhagwan and His great son. Like the chatak ([ -[10000) | stood with open
mouth for pearls of knowledge to drop in my mouth. | went to Bhagwan’s feet permanently
on 20 January 1918. Till then | finished reading almost all the publications of the Samaj
which were printed from 1905 to 1917. | had read closely all the issues of the Science
Grounded Religion. | had read all the articles of the Jiwan Path from 1905 to 1908. All this
prepared me for a great task i.e., writing of volume of seven hundred pages on the life and
teachings of Bhagwan. But for this preparation it would have most difficult if not impossible
for me to complete that task within five years.



It was my great dream that my Bhagwan should become satisfied with this that | have
understood the spirit and letter of his great philosophy. It was in 1915 perhaps that Shri
Pandit Haranayanji Agnihotri asked me to write my personal reminiscences of Punjiy
Bhagwan. | made an effort. | sent one instalment. My joy knew no bounds when Bhagwan
Dev Atma sent his blessings and ordered me to continue writing more such incidents. | wrote
them down in a copy and sent that copy to Lahore. All incidents were seen and approved by
Bhagwan Dev Atma. All these approved and authenticated incidents have been translated by
late Shriman Mukand Singh ji in Urdu and published in our Urdu journal. This brought me on
a firm basis of an understanding of some of the phases of the Dev Rup of Bhagwan Dev
Atma.*

All this preparation was no doubt of great value to me. But | needed direct training at
the feet of Bhagwan. | did not feel myself well and solidly placed till | got direct teaching
from my Bhagwan. My soul hungered for it. This hunger to reach Bhagwan’s darbar was a
great asset. This combined with other factors caused an upheaval in my life and | was at least
able to break the most well-knit ties which bound me to my land and people.

*These personal reminiscences are now printed (1958) by the Dev Samaj Council in a
library volume entitled “My Bhagwan — What | Saw of Him”.
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MY TRAINING BEGINS



When | reached Lahore having left my profession and my land, my friends and
relatives and the field of my great activities, | did not for a moment feel that | had come to a
strange world and strange people. The darshan of Bhagwan and His Devalaya, the unique
privilege of daily sitting at his feet for training and breathing in the atmosphere of his great
apostles who gathered there often, made me forget everything else.

Bhagwan Dev Atma seriously took my training in hand. | was required to write some
tracts on crusades and horrors of slave-trade.* | was provided with books and lines on which
I had to work and write. These two publications were approved and printed. | was then
asked to write a pamphlet describing the various evils to which false beliefs lead. | was to
study the life of the Founder of the Arya Samaj and read some other books written by others
and start editing a critical study of Swami Dayanand and his teachings. | recorded sayings of
Bhagwan Dev Atma and got them corrected by Him. | also started writing the stories of
conversions due to Bhagwan Dev Atma’s highest divine influences. They were published in
the Science Grounded Religion as written by a sewak.

| began reading Samajic literature and some philosophical books as a comparative
study. My aim was to become editor of the Science Grounded Religion during Bhagwan Dev
Atma’s life-time in order to have the supreme satisfaction of knowing and realizing that | had
become a true interpreter of his great teachings. My own contributions to the columns of the
paper increased. Once, perhaps in the year of 1919 or 1920, Shri Panditji fell ill. He had gone
to Quetta for change of climate. He wrote to Punjiy Bhagwan that he would not be able to
edit the Science Grounded Religion for two months. My Bhagwan graciously ordered me to
edit the paper. | wrote articles and Notes and Comments. | was to do a work which a
seasoned and distinguished writer was doing. So Bhagwan Dev Atma had grave fears that |
may perhaps not come upto the mark. So he was put to the additional labour of seeing all my
articles before they went to press. | edited the paper for two months and had the
satisfaction of knowing from Shri Pandit Haranaraynji himself that | had done the work
efficiently and well. Thereafter | was directed (in 1920) to work as a school-teacher in-charge
of high classes as one teacher had suddenly left. Thus | was doing both teaching and writing
work. | the month of May 1921, | was deputed to go to open a college at Ferozepore. From
May 1921 | had therefore to work at Ferozepore. But | went to Lahore off and on and sat at
Bhagwan’s feet for training and inspiration. | continued writings for the Science Grounded
Religion.

It was in 1923 that Shri Panditji again fell ill. |1 was ordered by Bhagwan to edit the
November 1923 issue of the Science Grounded Religion. | sent the copy. Bhagwan had a
cursory look through the articles. He graciously approved of them. Then came the question
of publishing the December issue. It is called “Dev Atma Number.” It is devoted wholly and



exclusively to Bhagwan’s life and teachings. For the first time in my life | was asked to do this
great task. Shri Panditji was too ill to write. | was selected to take up the task. | did not
shrink from it. | have read enough and digested enough. Hence | wrote all the articles. The
article that was given the place of honour was a most difficult one. Bhagwan had to go
through it. After much labour put in by me to bring the article upto the mark, it was passed.

Then arose a difficult question. Shri Panditji wanted to go through every article.
Being of a critical mind, he used to take much time in duly going through every article. He
was ill. Time was short. Hence the matter was directly sent to press. Shri Panditji had not as
yet come to believe that | was capable of successful editing the “ Dev Atma Number.” Hence
he sent a request to Bhagwan that unless he passed all my articles, he would not let his name
be used as editor of that issue. On this, for the first time, my name was given as editor by the
order of Bhagwan.

The issue was out. It was approved by Bhagwan. The “Mahotsav” was over.
Bhagwan held, immediately after, a meeting of workers. He graciously called me to himself
and directly put me a question, “Can you edit the Science Grounded Religion for one whole
year ?” | was ready for the job as | had been preparing myself for it since 1918. | humbly
said, “MY Lord ! | am prepared by Thy grace to take up the task of editing the paper for ten
years.” Most benign look came into the holy eyes of Bhagwan. He smiled and patted me on
my head and said, “l believe you would.” Mine was not a boast. It was an expression of
confidence by a man who had been preparing for it since years. | have edited the paper for
full eighteen years thereafter. This work has been my life’s ambition fully realized.
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XXl

| TAKE CHARGE OF

“THE SCIENCE GROUNDED RELIGION”

Before 1923, when | became the editor of the Science Grounded Religion, | started writing a
brief life-sketch of Bhagwan Dev Atma. | had completed the first few chapters and given them to the
editor. One instalment was published in the Science Grounded Religion. But the further
instalment was lost perhaps in the press. Bhagwan Dev Atma had the occasion to read the first
instalment. Expected the other to follow. It did not. Bhagwan naturally asked the why of it. Then he
was informed that it was lost in the press. But to my good fortune that one instalment gave Bhagwan
an impression that | could be trusted with writing his biography. For full four years | was editing the
Science Grounded Religion and writing articles on his Dev Rup and teachings. It was usual



with him to read every article in the paper. He often showed his great satisfaction with some
of the original articles. That inspired me to work with more zealously.

When | came to Bhagwan’s feet in 1918, every one of us who had to deliver public
lecture on Mahotsav occasion, had not only to write down the whole lecture or substance of
it, but to go through the rehearsal before a selected audience of workers and higher grade
sewaks. In 1918 | had to write a booklet. | went through the rehearsal twice or thrice. Then
alone | was permitted to speak. The paper | wrote was published then by instalments in the
Science Grounded Religion. Subsequently it was published in the form of a booklet. In 1919,
| also wrote a paper. In 1920, | did the same. All these three lectures have been published in
pamphlet form. Thereafter also | always wrote down the substance of my lecture. Of my
lectures. This beautiful system has been unluckily discontinued. Nowadays we are
permitted to speak without undergoing that sound training and practice. But my life was
made.

When | came to Lahore, Shri Panditji was working as the Principal of the Dev Samaj
Dharam Vikasalay. He devoted most of his time in dealing with the philosophic questions
pertaining to Bhagwan’s Dev Rup and His unique teachings. That also formed a great
opportunity for me. | learnt more at Panditji’s feet in that one year than | had learnt from
other workers in years. He awakened me to the great value and sublimity of the new truths
pertaining to Bhagwan’s Dev Rup and philosophy. We all the worker of the Dev Samaj were
examined. Shri Panditji was our examiner. | topped the list of all successful examinees. Shri
Panditji expressed great pleasure at my progress and even published in the Science Grounded
Religion some of my answers.

That was the first and the only regular training that | got in the Dev Samaj Dharam
Vikasalay. Before that | had never had that good fortune. And it was good that Shri Panditji
was the Principal then. For all that | needed was firm founding in my concepts about
Bhagwan’s Dev Rup and His unique philosophy. Shri Panditji was the only person who could
do that great service to me. Again, Vikasalay sessions during that year were held at Lahore
and not at Moga. That gave me a chance. | could not have gone to Moga. All this training
has stood me in good stead throughout my life. Shri Panditji saw me growing. When | had
edited the Science Grounded Religion for one year, he one day called me to him and most
kindly remarked, “This journal is now safe in your hands. | am satisfied with your writings.”
Thus | had the good fortune of having the blessings not only of Bhagwan but also of Panditji.
Besides Bhagwan the one great personality that counted in the Dev Samaj, so far philosophy
of Bhagwan was concerned was Panditji. Shri Panditji always put in a kind word any and
everywhere when he had an occasion to talk about me.



It was in 1928 that the condition of the Dev Samaj Funds began to worry Bhagwan. He
had therefore to bring about retrenchment in various departments of expenditure. He was
compelled to stop publication of the Science Grounded Religion and the Sewak. | felt this as a
personal loss. One day Bhagwan Dev Atma summoned me to His feet and said, “Do not for a
moment think that publication of the Science Grounded Religion discontinued for any other
but financial consideration. It was being edited ably by you and | am satisfied with your
writings.” This came to my heart as a balm. | felt happy that Bhagwan was pleased with my
writings. But | di pray that this great vehicle for the expression of my thoughts and feelings
may, once more be re-started. It was in 1930 that this journal began to be published again.
Since January 1930 upto now, it has been continuously published. It has served a great
purpose. The full biography of Bhagwan Dev Atma was first published in its columns.

As | have said before, the last injunction that was laid upon me by Bhagwan was in
1929 perhaps in the month of January. He called me before his august presence and said,
“Write my biography in English. It should consist of at least five hundred pages ............... "
laid my head on Bhagwan’s feet and made the solemn promise. | am glad | have been able,
by His grace, to fulfil it.
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AN EPOCH-MAKING YEAR

The year 1907 proved in many respects a most blessed year for my life. That was the
year when | passed both M.A. and LL.B examinations and thus completed my education. My
mind thus became free to seriously think of the precious problems of soul. That was the year
when Shri Bhai Mohan Deviji seriously took in his kind hands the molding of my life. He took
me to some places in order to train me in the art of Dan collections. That was the when he
sent me on lecturing tour to Hyderabad and Karachi. That was the first year when he took
me to Lahore to attend the jubilee celebration of Mahotsav held in honour of Silver jubilee of
Bhagwan’s life-vow. That was the year when for the first time | addressed an audience of
Punjabis. That was the when | got free from lingering belief in the theory of the unknowable
taught by Spencer. That was the year when | came in contact with a family which was meant
to revolutionize my life— | mean the family of my father-in-law. That family made something
possible for me which normally | believed to be impossible. My father-in-law did not at all
belong to my caste. | am a Bhatia by caste and Kanal or Mukhi by sub caste. My father-in-
law was a Thakur by caste— a priestly family. Nobody could have imagined that a girl of that



family would be married to a Bhatia. Even | could not have considered that fact possible a
few months before that.

My father-in-law was a remarkable person. He was blissfully free from social evil
bondages. It was as easy for him to break evil caste bonds as to drink water. Hence he had
made up his mind that as father he should consider the welfare of his daughter foremost,
little caring for the wrong opinion of others. He hated certain vices such as use of intoxicant,
gambling, sexual-impurities, bribetaking, dishonest dealing etc. Hence he was in search of a
boy for his eldest daughter, who should be free from the above vices. He used to tell his wife
that he would take long leave and start in search of a boy of noble character for his daughter
even though he may have to travel upto Calcutta or Cape Comorin.

It was by sheer chance that he visited Shikarpur Mandir and came in contact with
Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji. He saw us all young men who had gathered around him. He
came to know that we all were pledged against ten sins which included the sins he disliked.
He made up his mind there and then that he would select a boy from that band. But as he
was transferred to a distant place, he could not immediately materialized his scheme. Yet he
had assured his wife that he had a chance to get a good boy. He considered all boys of the
Dev Samaj at Shikarpur as good enough.

His wife know that though her husband was gentle by nature and always peace-loving
he had an iron side also. Once he made up his mind on any subject, he cared little for
anything and was ready to make any sacrifice for it. So she knew that when he had fixed his
choice on the Dev Samaj, he would not think of any other match for his daughter. So she
began to attend the Dev Samaj satsang meetings.

Once she came to Mandir and was deeply impressed by one sight. WE all young
men— collegiate and others were busy in white-washing the whole Mandir. That great
man— Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji— had taught us the value of serving the holy temple.
Hence we sought it a unique honour to white-wash the temple ourselves. We had even sunk
the well in the Mandir ourselves and on our heads we carried the sand and earth that we dug
up. This sight so very common to us, deeply impressed, among others, my future mother-in-
law. She expressed than that collegiates (and of those days when collegiates were considered
as wonders) who could be so humble as to feel it a joy to serve their temple deserved every
praise. She had, therefore, made up her mind to whole-heartedly join her husband in the
novel step. When even now the seasoned sewaks feel it a trial to break caste, what must be
the moral courage and liberated mind of a man who though not a sewak had embarked on
that most orthodox step. My father-in-law knew the cost he will have to pay for the step.
But he counted the cost and wrote to Bhai Sahebji to select a boy for her girl from this band.
He also took the earliest opportunity of becoming a sewak.



| blessed all those powers that produced this brave father, because but for his
courage, | would not have been wedded to the most remarkable soul, who proved one of the
greatest helpers in the path of my sacrifice and service. | believe that all most every married
man who has done something substantial in the world has had a great woman behind.
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| TAKE THE STEP

It was in the year 1907 that a conference of sewaks and workers who were present in
Shikarpur was held to consider the proposal of Shri Thakur Rijha Ram— my father-in-law. He
was at Quetta. But he had sent an urgent request to Shri Bhai Sahebji to settle up matter as
the girl was growing up in years. In 1907, my wife was hardly fourteen years of age. And yet
she was considered too grown up. She was kept confined with four walls. She rarely went
out. Her mother felt small if she took her out, for women would rebuke her for the folly of
having kept her so very grown up daughter unengaged. She was often found in tears out of
anxiety for her grown up (?) daughter. | believe she was at Shikarpur. She had come from
Quetta to expedite matters. She had seen me. | had not seen her as she always kept her face
covered. She had made up her mind that either | agree to wed her or she would go outside
the Dev Samaj for a match. | knew nothing about this. This much | remember that one day
Shri Bhai Sahebji took me to Sultankot. There he broached the subject with me. | had seen
my future wife. Even apparently she was all that a man should aspire after. But | was a
Bhatia— a son of person who upto his death had led his caste people. | had caste-pride. |
had not learnt that caste was something most terrible in its effects. My mother was also a
Bhatia-born lady. She had the same pride in caste. Hence when Shriman Bhai Sahebji
broached the subject with me, | said, “Shri Bhai Sahaebji, this means | should break the caste.
It would break my mother’s heart. | would lose my position in caste.”

Shri Bhai Sahaebji in his own most amiable way described before me the horrors
produced in our national life by the monster of caste. | began to awaken. But yet my
awakening was not complete. However, it led me to furiously think. Then some other factors
cropped up. Some of my caste-men who were all bachelors appealed to me to break the
caste. “You see,” they said, “ Girls among Bhatias are less in numbers than boys. Hence there
is a race of competition for their hand. The rich marry one after another their caste-girls. We
are thus thrown out. WE have no chance to get a wife. You are a prominent man. You are a
bold man. You can break the caste. Do so and the gateway will be opened for us to marry
non-Bhatia girls. No panchayat will touch you. Hence they would not touch you.”



My sympathy was awakened. This has been my tender spot. | awoke to the horror of
caste and the pitiable condition of my bachelor caste-boys.

Shri Bhai Sahebji witnessed change in my outlook and wanted to strike the iron when
it was hot. My mother-in-law came to the help of Shri Bhai Sahebji. She asked him to send
me to her. | went to her carrying some message from Shri Bhai Sahebji. She then opened her
mind to me. She said, “ | am a mother and mother of a grown up daughter. You can realize
though what mental struggle | am passing. Could yon not help me ?”

I said, “l would be simply happy to be of any service to you.”

She said, “What is your opinion about my daughter ? She is an accomplished girl. Is
she not ? | am receiving many number of offers. But her father has settled his choice on you.
I am going out of convention that | offer her hand to you. What possible objection could you
have ?”

I was silent. | had no objection. A mother had offered the hand of her girl. We do not
offer the hand of our girls to anybody. | was brought up in the school of my father who had
always taught us to go the longest way in honouring the wishes of any parent of a girl who
made an offer. But | was in perplexity. My mother, whom | used to worship, was caste-
ridden. She had received offers for me from the proudest Bhatia families. What would she
feel ?

| consulted my elder brother. It is very strange that he made up his mind at once.
“Accept,” he said, “l am with you. | shall manage all.” “But,” | said, “The whole town would
be up in arms. The proud Bhatias would offer opposition.” He was silent for a second and
said, “Go ahead, brother, we shall face any combination. My youngest brother also joined
me. After several months of struggle, | agreed and it was in the month of May 1908 that |
gave my word to Shri Bhai Sahebji that he could get me engaged.

Bhagwan Dev Atma’s sanction was sough for. He most graciously blessed my resolve.

Thus the year 1907 laid the stage of that great step in my life which was as orthodox
and revolutionary as could be possibly conceived then in the land of my birth. But it opened
a gateway for the youths of my community who married outside our caste in dozens. | won
their blessings. This step proved in every way worth of sacrifice.
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MY PARTNER IN LIFE

It was in the year 1907 that | applied for a job in several institutions including a
college. As | have said before all my applications were turned down. Then my case was
placed before Bhagwan in a letter by Shri Bhai Sahebiji. It was decided that | should begin
practice. | had passed M.A. to get out of the blunder of having passed LL.B. | did not want to
practise. | hated the profession. | loved to work for education. As the irony of circumstances
would have it, | was driven to follow a profession | hated the most. But when | came to hear
from Shri Bhai Sahebji that Bhagwan wished me to start practice, | boldly and gladly took up
that vocation. My hatred for the profession can be gauged from this one fact that as soon as |
had passed LL.B., | gave away all law books to other needy students. Hence when after some
apprenticeship | started independent practice, | had neither a book in hand nor a rupee in my
pocket. And yet | went and hired a decent house available in a locality. It was ill furnished. |
hired some furniture. But as luck would have it, on the very day | set my foot in the house, |
got the first case and the first fees that | earned was Rs. 150. | at once purchased a few books
of law and paid my rent in advance. My start was good. | used to earn about Rs. 300 a
month. One of the members of the bench had a kind consideration for me. He treated me
with courtesy. He even invited me to his house. All this kind consideration of his gave me a
very good start.

Shriman Bhai Sahebji was watching my career. He visited my place often. | was
practicing at Sukkur. His headquarter was at Shikarpur.

| married in the month of June 1909— on the 2" June. If | had taken my wife to
Sukkur, she would have considerably helped me to save. She is by instinct thrifty. She is by
instinct economical. But | could not deprive my mother and brothers of her services. It was a
joy to me to see them happy. My wife and | found joy in their ungrudging service. But my
wife saw with pain that none of them have thrifty habits. They lived with little thought of
tomorrow. She spoke to me. | valued her advice. But | said, “ Just see, they have seen good
time only after | have begun to earn. Let them joy to their fill. | am earning well. Nothing
can please me so much as to see them happy !” She heard me but did not appreciate my
viewpoint.

Then a change came about which was a trial for me. Shriman Devatv Singh Ji came to
Sindh to conduct Satsang. It was in the year 1910. | had been married hardly a year. And
even that year my wife lived in Shikarpur. | could run up to Shikarpur only on week ends.

Shriman Devatv Singh Ji appealed to me to send my wife to the Dev Samaj Dharam
Vikasalay. He said that would be the real service | would be doing to her as partner in life. |
had full faith in Shrimanji and his great missionary powers. | pondered over the point and



came to a sudden but firm resolution that | should give her the chance of her life. | opened
my heart to my wife. She felt shocked. My mother and brothers felt bowled over. A strange
atmosphere was created in my house. My mother wept. My brothers too— strong they
were— felt unhappy. But that singular soul who had allied her faith to mine and who gave
me the honour of calling her my wife, saw through my sufferings. She knew | loved my
mother and brothers with all the strength | am capable of. My mother’s tears, my brothers’
miseries, all weighed on my heart. Then she came to our rescue. She said, “I have resolved
to go. It is my intention to build my life. This the time for me to do so. None is to blame for
this step of mine but myself as | alone am responsible for it.” That changed the whole
position. Instead of blaming me my mother and brothers tried to persuade her. For my sake
she became adamant. | know how she had diverted the arrows to herself. What a sacrifice
made by a young girl of only sixteen or seventy years of age ! Her sacrifice and wisdom made
indelible mark on my mind. And she left for Punjab. She lived there upto January 1912. So
at the threshold of her married life, she embarked on a life of separation just to abide by the
wishes of him whom she had honoured with her hand. “if marriage means getting such a
precious partner,” | said then, “It is worth any sacrifice and any price.”

But that was only the beginning of her long career of sacrifice which she underwent
for me and others dear to her. Her first-born son came during those days of her great
sacrifices and training. Hence he has turned out to be a gem in my house. | refer to my
eldest son, lovingly known as Kakaji.

| used to earn enough in those days to keep her comfortably off in the Punjab. I also
could spare enough for my mother and brothers to keep them happy and reconciled to the
separation of my wife which they all felt as most terrible.

It was perhaps in the year 1911 or 1912 that Shriman Bhai Sahebji said when he found
that | had grown no importance in the public estimation, “ congratulate and bless you that
you have succeeded in your profession. Knowing your philosophic temperament | had grave
fears lest your fail. My mind is now easy.”
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“ATM KATHA” — THE BOOK THAT GALVANISED ME



It was again in the year 1907 that | heard “Atm Katha” of Bhagwan read in a meeting
by late Shriman Pandit Parmeshwar Dattji and then by Shri Pandit Har Narayanji. It was
subsequently published in a book form. | got that book at a place where | had gone to see
somebody. | opened the book and read a few lines. They had a galvanic effect on me. | felt
dazed by the splendor of the truth which dawned on me. | sat in amazement but travelling in
them. At that time | may have be taken for one lost to himself. After some time | recovered.
| got up and went home.

From the next day | Started studying it. This one book converted me for all times. |
could never thereafter belong to the world. | wrote scores of letters to Bhagwan on the
unique favour he had conferred on me by giving publicity to that master-piece. | used to kiss
that book, keep it on my eyes and sometimes weep out of joy. My outlook on life underwent
a great metamorphosis. | saw as if with physical eyes— so vivid and definite was the
impression— that the safety of every human soul lay only in one thing and that is that he
should unite himself irrevocably with the grand process of evolution or constructive process
in Nature and that he coveted his sure death who outraged it or went into antagonism with
it. | came to realize that self-based lower desires and passions— now known as low-loves
and low-hates— produce man’s disharmony with the evolutionary process and make him
spiritually insane and callous. | came to realized that he banked for safety who developed
altruistic powers and devoted his time and energies to building others or serving a cause
beneficial for others. Life of low-self horrified me and life of devotion and sacrifice for noble
cause fascinated me. By such consciousness | developed salutary fear of sins and untruths
and powerful learning to life of service. This is the main reason why | began devoting all my
spare time in doing some service to my society, my fellow sewaks and others.

It was the consciousness that evolved in me some new realization. | began to hate
myself for devoting most of my waking hours to earning money and only spare time to samaj
work. In order to get out of this worry, | wrote to the Head Office to send to me a V.P.P.
every month for rupees ten. | felt that | would wither away if | contributed nothing out of my
earnings to Samaj or other charities. To contribute to others was a relief to me. To keep all
for myself appealed to me something horrible.

The other step that | took to lighten the dead-weight of earnings for self was to
request my benefactors to dine at mine whenever they visited Sukkur. | used to beg of them
to do so. Only when someone not connected with my family dined at mine did | relish my
meals. When satsang parties came, | donated the highest amount towards their mess. Once
a satsang party stayed at Sukkur for many days. | managed the mess. | paid for everything.
The bill swelled to nearly Rs. 100. That filled me with joy which | cannot describe.



Once | came to know that Shri Bhai Sahebji had come to Sukkur and was staying in the
Mandir. “Did he dine at mine ?” | asked my servant when | returned home. He said, “No.” |
ran to the Mandir. | asked Shri Bhai Sahebji why he did not favour me and my family by dine
at mine. He said that he did not like to be a burden on me. | cannot describe how agonized |
felt. Even tears welled up in my eyes. | said, “Shri Bhai Sahebji, you know this attitude if
adopted by all in my relation would prove the end of my life. If you persist in this you will
break my heart completely.” He knew me. He realized that | was sincere. He said, in his own
kind way, “yes, in future | shall dine at yours. Don’t feel unhappy.”

These changes began to take place in my heart mainly because of the illumination that
Atm Katha brought about in my heart. | felt | stood at the center of the Universe and viewed
its drama how the selfish individuals and nations were being swallowed up by eddies and
how the self-sacrificing altruistic souls were being kept afloat and in brilliant colours casting a
halo about their heads.

This is only one phase of the change that Atm Katha wrought in my soul. It gave me a
darshan of several other truths. | saw the glory of Bhagwan as | had never seen before.

All these great changes | shall describe at some other stage and in some other
fragmentary sketches.
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BHAGWAN DEVATMA— MY REFUGE

Atm Katha, as | have said before revolutionized mu out look in life. Before | came to
the feet of Bhagwan, | had fallen in the company of some Arya Samajists. They had tried
their best to poison me against Shri Bhai Sahebji and more specially against Bhagwan. My
close association with Shri Bhai Sahebji had convinced me that my friends in Arya Samaj had
told me white lies against him. His virtues were so sublime, his honesty, integrity, chastity,
other worldliness, courage, forbearance and loyalty were so transparent, that | could not long
hold the wrong opinion about him engendered in me by the slander mongers and enemies of
the Dev Samaj. When | had the darshan of the most worshipful Bhagwan in 1905 at
Shikarpur, his unique light dispersed all clouds devilishly gathered against him by the enemies
of the Dev Samaj. Atm Katha for ever removed the clouds from my mind. Bhagwan was
represented by these slander mongers as lacking in patriotism. My Bhagwan’s story in in that
unique address as to how he embraced His life-vow cannot but give a knockdown at the head
of all black slanders invented and propagated by filthy souls. Bhagwan read the story of Miss



Mary Carpenter as to how she travelled all the way from England to India to agitate herding
of juvenile offenders with hundred criminals and the sight of a foreigner feeling for India to
such an extant and so deeply steered Bhagwan’s unique heart that he burst into tears. He
soliloquized how deplorable it was that a foreigner’s heart should be moved by India’s
sorrowful plight while Indians should sit unmoved seeing and knowing how evil stalked its
plains. This fed his love of his land and urged him to give up his all for the uplift of India in
particular and world in general. Can such a heart ever lack in real and higher patriotism ? If
abusing of foreigners in patriotism, Bhagwan’s Dev Rup revolted against it. If blindness to the
real virtues of foreigners constituted patriotism, it had no place in Bhagwan’s heart.
Bhagwan Dev Atma directly saw the real disease of India. It lay in the lack of higher forces of
higher character. It lay in its slavery to false beliefs, mythical dogmas, dangerous
superstitions, lack of co-operative feelings, lack of loyalty in relations, lack of industry,
perseverance, feeling of doing a work to a finish, etc. Bhagwan took up his unique life-vow to
remove these soul wants of Indians and evolve higher senses and higher consciousness in
them. As His Rup was divine so His ideal was divine, His work was divine, His achievements
were divine. Hence His patriotism was not a political one. It was purely a moral and divine
pone.

When | caught a glimpse of this divine element in Pujniy Bhagwan, my own life
underwent a change. | was considered a fire brand in politics in my province. As a student |
belonged to the politics of Bengal leaders. But after this, politics lost all its glamour for me. |
saw clearly that politics and morals were not synonymous. Bhagwan Dev Atma had by his
unique light revealed to me the grandeur and the need of moral and higher life. Where |
found these absent, all my respect for that movement vanished. | saw that Bhagwan Dev
Atma being a divine soul (or Dev Atma) placed higher life above everything. Hence my
reverence for Him deepened. | got out of the meshes of wrong patriotism. | began to believe
in the truth that he is the best patriot who posses highest character. We preach our life as we
set example before others. Example is always higher than percept. Words do not count. Life
counts. If a great political patriotic indulges in falsehood, hypocrisy, intrigue, foul means, to
bring down an opponent, his admirers copy his behavior. We thus get a tribe after tribe of
low people. If all such low people were patriots, they would not raise the stature of their
land even by an inch. Character alone uplifts individuals and nations. This is the truth that
dawned on me.

Than | read the struggles of Pujniy Bhagwan while about to embrace His unique life-
vow. These struggles silently went on in His mind. He had none to show His unique struggles,
as none could understand Him. He had to arrive at the most momentous decision alone and
unaided. Some whispered to Him the kinds of difficulties He had to face. But none could
ever successfully influence Him as they influence us all human souls.



His divine forces decided for Him. This sight made such a deep impression on me that
I can hardly describe it. By contrast with Bhagwan’s Divine Rup | saw that | could conquer
low forces only by means of Bhagwan’s unique influences, not otherwise. This strengthened
my faith in and reverence for Bhagwan. | saw that | could not do without his unique light and
power. From that time upto now this consciousness has never dimmed in my heart. It has
gone on progressing. | now believe and realize that human souls are for ever dependent on
Bhagwan Dev Atma !
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A NEW WORLD IS OPENED

I have said above that the life-story of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s struggles gave me a
darshan of his divine powers. | saw that in all spiritual decisions of Bhagwan Dev Atma his
divine powers had the final voice. Bhagwan was not at all swayed in such monumental steps
by the opinions of others. His light was his guide. As his light grew his decisions underwent
changes and his activities took a new turn. His friends and others felt bewildered at his
decisions. When Bhagwan came to a definite conclusion that he must give up Government
job, he did not meet a welcome. Most of his friends disapproved of his step. Even an
attempt was made to wait on him in deputation to dissuade him from that momentous step.
But those who had caught some glimpse of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s inner Rup saw and declared
that it was futile to make any such effort. They were right. Bhagwan Dev Atma was so
absolutely loyal to his own divine forces and divine light that he had no ears for anything
antagonistic to them.

This truth introduced me to a new world. | saw that higher forces of higher character
alone could make higher decisions. | lacked them. Hence, if | wanted to come to higher
decisions, | must either evolve corresponding higher forces or follow the light of those who
possessed them. This conviction brought about a strange change in me. | could give up my
wish and will when Shri Bhaiji willed otherwise. | could not disobey him. This saved me
considerably from many pits. This helped me to grow in a better and more useful life.

I was living in Sukkur. My family people— all of them— lived at Shikarpur, a distance
of twenty-four miles by rail. As | was the only bread-winner and loving member of the family,
I was very much loved. All longed to have me amongst them at least on all holidays. It so
often happened that Holi festival came. Courts were closed. | was due to go. | arrived at the
station and purchased a ticket. And | found Shri Bhai Sahebji there. He took from me my
ticket, purchased a ticket for me for Karachi or such other place and asked me to go on Samaj



work. | had no heart to disobey him. | went. My mother, wife and took this ill. But my
decision was made on the basis that Shri Bhai Sahebji was a higher man than myself.

Such incidents took place often. Hence unless | reached Shikarpur, my family people
were never certain that | would pass my holidays with them.

Once there was a monster meeting held again the Dev Samaj. It was presided over by
the City Magistrate. All officials and representatives of theistic faiths assembled there. Shri
Bhai Sahebji asked me to go and take notes. It was o joke to go into the den of a lion and
then publicly take notes. | was well-known to all people. | went. | stood there. | took down
notes. | came back. One other such brave soul was with me. Then Shri Bhai Sahebji said that
on the tomorrow | would speak on the points | had noted. | did not take a second to say yes.
I could not disobey Shri Bhai Sahebji. | spoke the next day.

In my marriage question it was this spirit of mine to obey higher man’s wishes which
led me to take the momentous step which turned out to be the greatest blessing of my life.

It was this spirit of obeying a will higher than mine that helped me to send my wife to
the Punjab shortly after our wedding to join Vikasalay and stay there for nearly twenty
months.

It was the spirit that made me to take training in various useful lines, | learnt how to
collect funds. | learnt to produce some original articles and thus step on the way to become a
writer.

It is easy to follow wishes and wills of higher human souls. But to follow Bhagwan Dev
Atma’s wishes is a most uphill task. One can make an effort. The more we become fit to
follow Him, the better it is for all of us. But Bhagwan’s own utterances leave no doubt of any
kind in our mind that to suit our life wholly to his unique wishes is not given as yet to any
human soul. But this much is true that the more we suit our life to his patterns, the more
blessed would we become in life for ourselves and others. He is indeed either most ignorant
or vain who thinks he can suit his life completely to Bhagwan Dev Atma’s wishes. We go by
happiness. Bhagwan Dev Atma goes by love of truth and goodness.

All that is given to us is to pray for His unique light to lead us on the way of better,
higher and useful life.
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TRUE RENUNCIATION !

Atm Katha (Jubilee address of Bhagwan) revolutionized my life. | read in that unique
brochure that Bhagwan went to Lahore at the age of 23. And yet even at that period of life,
his programme of life was unique. Except for the hours he taught in the school time, he
devoted all his waking and working hours is study, in reflection, in writing articles, in
delivering lectures and sermons and in such other altruistic activities. All this galvanized my
life and revealed to me on the one hand the most horrible nature of the life of selfishness and
on the other the beautiful vision of the most beautiful and essential nature of unselfish
service. This vision of Bhagwan’s life materially strengthened my already awakened feelings
of writing on Bhagwan’s Rup and conducting sadhans for the same purpose. | did not know
much of Hindi and yet | devoted myself to the study of Bhagwan’s sacred writings and
expressing their beauty in my own words. This attraction for altruistic life carried me further
in my journey to world opened by Bhagwan. His Dev Rup began to captivate me more and
more.

Bhagwan, whose daily pilgrimage of life was so wonderfully attuned to altruism or life
of service of others, could hardly spare time or attention for ordinary social connections. By
nature he was Dev Atma (Divine Soul). By nature every man is manushay atma (human soul).
He, therefore, kept aloof from people. He had few acquaintances. He had hardly one or two
persons whom he could meet on friendly terms. These persons must be singularly good and
fortunate to attract Bhagwan Dev atma to themselves.

| read about this aspect of Bhagwan Dev Atma. | understood Him. | had personal
experience of the fact that the more | grew intimate with Shri Bhai Sahebji and received
Bhagwan’s Dev Jyoti and Dev Tej the farther away | went from my old acquaintances and
friends. My old friends dropped away one by one to such extent that outside the Dev Samaj.
I had no friend left. | took no deliberate step to renounce old friends. But our worlds of
thoughts differed. We could not find joy in the same world of thought and action. | began
to hate obscene, light or frivolous talk. That used to be our common subject of talk. Those
whom | left called me vain. | felt sincerely that | was not vain in taking that step. My
renunciation of old friends came to me as a matter of course. When | read of Bhagwan, my
troubled mind felt relieved. | had read, “birds of a feather flock together,” but | had no
consciousness of the spirit of this truth. Now it became clear to me that kinship of souls is a
bond which unites.

Then the question arose in my mind that when Bhagwan was Dev Atma, how could he
live his life in this sin and untruth ridden world. | got a most satisfactory reply in the Atm
Katha, in the following Dev Vani :



“When | embraced the mission of serving the whole world it was incumbent on me to
live in the world, to put in best efforts to eradicate the reign of untruth and wrong in human
and sub-human relations of man and to establish in their stead the reign of Truth and
Goodness. Hence my renunciation was not of the types of those millions of selfish sadhus,
bairagies, sanayasies, and faqgirs who renounce all ties and all duties and responsibilities in
their relation. My renunciation consisted in making all kinds of sacrifices of money, name,
good opinion, fame, happiness, peace of mind, even bodily health and strength, etc. in the
unique task of converting such human souls who love sin and untruth and who have by such
love produced hell in relations and made even the closed and nearest ties mutually harmful
and who had placed on high pedestal the life of adharma (sinful life) by being bereft of the
life of Dharma and thus and thus proved to be the cause of lamentations and agonies in
cloisters and hearths. By such conversion they are to be rescued from sinful life and moulded
into higher life. Such a complete renunciation for my supreme goal would be my true
sanyas.”

What a wonderful conception of renunciation for us Indian who have been taught
from cradle to grave the philosophy that all actions— good— or bad— were worthy of being
given up and that life in relations was a bondage and that freedom from such life was a true
salvation. How could such a life evolve sense of duties and responsibility ! How could such a
life produce loyalty and trustworthiness ! How could such a life give us true consciousness of
sin and sinful life ! How could such a life prove a stimulus for us to shake off the bondage of
sin and evil !

Such a philosophy of utter selfishness could never raise us to moral heights and make
us seekers after noble and higher life.

Bhagwan Dev Atma provided us a stimulus for some higher and noble ideal and not
vain renunciation producing no good to others.
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| SEE A NEW VISION

Atm Katha fed and strengthened my loyalty to Bhagwan’s cause and my great
benefactors in the Dev Samaj. Hundreds of times have | read certain portions of Atm Katha.
The following lines even today produce in my heart a thrill of deep reverence of the Dev Rup
of Bhagwan. He was pleased to say during the course of his speech at the time he took up his
unique life-vow :--



“From today all my relations with others would be determined wholly and chiefly by
unique life-vow. From today | shall establish my ties with you all, keeping my supreme soul
goal at the first and the foremost. To fulfill this goal would be the supreme sadhan of my
life.”

To base all ties on this basis of Truth and Goodness is too super-human an effort to be
easily comprehended by us-human souls. We base our ties on happiness. If sin gives us
happiness, we make it the basis of our various ties. If falsehood gives us happiness, we base
our ties on it. If sex gives us happiness, we base our ties on it. If children give us happiness,
we form attachments with them. Our own spiritual good or that of others does not constitute
our basis for our ties.

Our entry into life is not arranged by our will. Our exit from life is also not arranged
by us. Our health and strength are also not dependent on our sweet will. Nature and its laws
determine our life and death and the span of our existence. We have therefore to see how
our ties based on happiness affect us. All that we call sin in the result of our pursuit after
happiness. All disloyalty in relations, all broken pledges, all blasted sacred vows, all
untrustworthiness, suspicion and misanthropy, etc. are due to the forces of heart based on
and nourished by happiness. All bigotry, fanaticism, hatred, persecutions, etc. are due to
dreams about heaven as fruit of such hellish acts.

Almost the whole humanity suffers from this melancholy aspect of life. Besides sins
and corruptions, suspicion and mistrust, disloyalties and blighted faiths, etc. man also suffers
as a result of life attuned to happiness, the agonies of moha or life of wrong attachments.

The humanity swamped completely by the happiness of goal, the voice of one who
lives and advocate the basing of all relation on pure Truth and Goodness must sound as
something incomprehensible.

How did | comprehend it and why did I fall into raptures about it ?

I comprehended it because | got the requisite divine light of the Dev Atma which
revealed to me its beauty and sublimity and | fell into raptures as its glory, beauty and the
promise of infinite blessedness which it held for us. It was a novel idea that relations should
be based on supreme divine goal. This novelty appealed to me. It was a grand idea that all
relations should be based on spiritual values of highest order. The grandeur of the idea
appealed to my heart as nothing else had done before. It was a divine thing to have all our
ties on divinity of life. What an escape of animality ! What an escape from beastiality of life
full of lusts !! What an escape from the negative life of mere renunciation for individual
happiness and thus intensifying selfishness !!! This all was an escape from barrenness of life,



from devastation of life by sins and corruption, from distorting, disabling and annihilating of
soul-life.

Even today these lines unlift my gaze to a world of highest soul-life. They lead me to
kiss the feet of Him who made such heights possible. For several years | lived at Bhagwan’s
feet and personally saw how Bhagwan lived His ideal life. Dear blessed Atm Katha prepared
my soul for observing at close quarters the practical side of Bhagwan’s life. His loyalty to his
soul-ideal or life-vow was perfect. He never counted the cost where his goal was concerned.
He most easily parted with anything precious which obstructed in any way the achievement
of his supreme goal. Men hunger to se natural sights. Can there be a sight more grand and
more sublime than a life lived on the basis of Truth and Goodness !

I am a human soul. | have to see the grandeur of that life and by Bhagwan’s help
tread the noble path opened by Him, even at a snail’s pace. On certain occasions, this vision
wonderfully stood by me. When | realized anything at right, | counted no cost in order to
stand by it. My friends used to feel bewildered when | used to bend. They attributed it to my
ego. | cannot quarrel with others for their opinions about me. But it has become instinctive
for me to stand firm when | am convinced that | am in the right. | have always tried to seek
for light. When | honestly feel that light guides me, | stand firm. No amount for persecutions
or even fear of death can dislodge me from that course. Lots of incidents have happened
when | have had to pass through the sufferings on account of life lived according to
principles. | mean to give very few out of many instances that have occurred in my
pilgrimage of life. All that could be possible because “Light” or “Truth” acquired new
meanings for me in Bhagwan’s light, as | got it through Atm Katha and other scriptures.
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THE FOUR GREAT CHARACTERISTICS.

Early in my life as a sewak of Bhagwan, | began to realize that Bhagwan was the only
ship of life and hope to me. Atm Katha was responsible for this blessed change in me. In
Chapter 3, Bhagwan has dealt with “My Unique Soul”. This chapter, too, | have hundreds of
times. Even now when I read it, | feel uplifted and illumined. In this most important chapter,
Bhagwan has most graciously described what things were impossible for Him, and what were
mandatory or most obligatory on Him. Bhagwan Dev Atma wrote :--



“Being dominated by divine forces or Dev Shakties :
1. It became impossible for me to intentionally lead any soul to evil (or ahit).”
Who could lay this claim ? Founders of various religions have intentionally led men to

take flesh, slaughter animals for sacrifice, to consider slavery, concubinage and polygamy as
right and proper, to use means fair or foul in converting a man or woman to their faith, jihad,
or killing of men and women for non-belief, etc. Here was a manifestation who taught His
followers the close kinship with Universe and its kingdoms, whom it was realized as a grave
sin to harm. Exponent of such a philosophy started the life of His followers with high moral
standard.

Having caught vision of this aspect of Bhagwan De Atma, | clung to His feet. He
developed in me the horrors of life of ahit as far as | could envisage it. | saw death in that life.
Hence | came to look upon Bhagwan, in truth, as my divine savior.

“2. It became incumbent on me, as far as possible, to be good (or hit) to others .”

What as effective stimulus this to our feeling of unselfish service and what a hope to
the world that a savior has appeared who would not only save us from ahit, but evolve hit in
us ! | feel ecstasy while contemplating over this glorious Rup of Bhagwan.

“3. It became incumbent on me to devote myself to the investigation of truth and
having discovered it to propagate and propound it to the world.”

What a sublime Rup ! Here was | who possessed several forces which had the
tendency to lead me to untruth and who had no feeling of love even for the discovered
truths, and there was Bhagwan who possessed Dev Ghrina (or complete hatred) for Untruth
and Dev Prem (or complete love) for Truth ! What a contrast ! Does not such a contrast leave
a mandate on every human soul that for all purposes and for all times man is dependent on
Dev Atma !

How many souls can be found on earth who have the courage to declare faith in an
unpopular cause ! There are millions who would abandon truth for ever if its advocacy would
call on their head wrath of public. Bhagwan Dev Atma had to declare many an unpleasant
truth and His whole philosophy is new to the world. But far His Dev Atma’s Rup, it would
have been impossible for Him to give up wrong philosophies and religions and declare them
as untrue, and to apply himself to the discovery of new truths by untrodden path and then
apply Himself to their propagation fearlessly.



What a Dev Rup then Bhagwan possessed ! Can there be anywhere any such Rup in
the past and present humanity ? Never and nowhere.

“4. It became incumbent on me to put forth all my efforts to lead an attack on false
religious faiths and sinful practices, to rescue from their harmful grip and influences fit souls,
to organize them in a sort of society and to evolve in them higher life according as their
capacities went.”

Bhagwan’s crusade against false religious beliefs as faiths and sinful practices was
epochal. He shook the foundation of world-faiths and caused terror where sin sat enthroned.
He started the unique society of the Dev Samaj by liberating men from eight specified sins.
This gave to the world a purely moral society the like of which was unheard of before. All
members of the Dev Samaj are strict vegetarians, free from the use of all intoxicants, pledged
to refrain from bribe-taking, sins of suppressions of debts and deposits, sins of adultery and
polygamy or bigamy, sins of gambling, hunting, etc. etc. In this moral society he carried on
the unique work not only of soul-purifications but of higher evolution, too. The Dev Atm’a
work in souls is of unique nature as it is the fruit of the influence of Bhagwan’s divine forces.

Where | read these four forms of Bhagwan’s activities and four characteristics of His
Dev Rup, and | read them repeatedly and often, | felt elevated. Even now when | have to
conduct sadhans of big gatherings, | take up this sacred book and bask under the sunshines of
the truths contained in it.

It was in this chapter that | got the light that for nature to have brought about the
unique manifestation of Bhagwan, it must have had a process. Bhagwan could not be evolved
without Nature’s struggles continued for ages. In that struggle or in its process Nature must
have produced lots of fit souls to profit by such a manifestation. Every fit soul who is fit to
receive Bhagwan Dev Atma’s light and power is also a blessed being. He is born in the course
of that great evolutionary process which brought about its crowing fruit in the manifestation
of Bhagwan Dev Atma. To be born Dev Atma is a unique phenomenon, but to be born fit to
receive Him is also a privilege which gives such fit souls a status not available even to those
placed on thrones or having highest jobs, who do not possess such fitness.

Those who are blessed with this fitness should not consider any price too which is
given to preserve this fitness and to take it to natural and high fruition by the unique divine
influences of Bhagwan Dev Atma.

All this dawned on my mind when this divine gift was placed in my hand— the gift of
Atm Katha.
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GRATITUDE AND SINGRACERITY

Atm Katha revealed to me various sublime phases of Bhagwan’s Dev Rup and led me
to pay deepest homage of heart to Him. Bhagwan’s sincerity struck me as sublime in its
nature. His readiness to acknowledge even the smallest obligation of others affected my
heart intensely. In the story of how He was led to accept His life-vow, He makes mention of
Miss Marry Carpenter. Bhagwan read about her struggles to remove the evils of herding
juvenile offenders with hardened rouges and how after succeeding in England, she undertook
voyages to India, in order to agitate against the evil here. This phase of her life: how she— a
foreigner— felt for India— Bhagwan’s motherland— so touched His heart that He broke into
sobs and He muttered to Himself, "How sad that a foreigner’s heart should realize my
country’s evil and should compel her to cover thousands of miles by voyage, while an Indian
should maintain an attitude of indifference (or no response) to his country’s good or evil.”

Nobody knew this incident in Bhagwan’s life. And yet publicly in that address
Bhagwan expressed: “This sight shocked my heart very much and strengthened my feeling for
public good or service. From that time my feeling to dedicate all for my country grew
stronger.”

This spirit of acknowledging service of others is almost rare trait in human heart.
Children find it hard even to acknowledge favours of such beings as mother and father. To
repay favours with ingratitude is the order of the day. After all it has become a legend now
that when somebody told Mahatma Vidyasagar that a particular man was abusing him, he
went into profound thought and said, ”so far as | remember, | have done him no good, why
then does he abuse me ?” How characteristic this reply is ! It is also said that when the so
called God distributed virtues, some child of man prayed Him to give him gratitude. He was
told that the virtue had already been distributed among animals and nothing was left for
man. Human experience has expressed itself thus: “As indifferent as son.”

But look at Bhagwan ! he feels an urge to publicly acknowledge favours which were
unknown to the world and known only to him and which even the persons publicly
mentioned did not know. At another place Bhagwan writes : “Perhaps by the end of the
second week of December, Major Tukkur of the Salvation army arrived in Lahore with his
wife and a few missionaries. They had a meeting in Rang Mahal. | was present in that
meeting. The sight of renunciation made by them in the cause of Dharma and short speech



made by his wife silently helped to strengthen my resolution (to dedicate life for the highest
welfare of the world}.”

Why should Bhagwan have mentioned this fact ? It was not obligatory on Him by any
cannons or conventions except that His unique soul found relief in acknowledging even that
much service of others.

Bhagwan had read biography of Mahatma Buddha. That also had influenced Him in
coming to this historic decision. He has acknowledged even that in Atm Katha.

Darshan of this wonderful phase of Bhagwan dispelled for ever the calumny spread by
Bhagwan’s vile detractors that Bhagwan refused to acknowledge service done to Him and
took all credit to Himself.

These detractors do not read Bhgwan’s writings. These could be no higher form of
sincerity than which we see in Bhagwan, found anywhere in the world. Bhagwan hated
duplicity with all the strength of His mighty soul. A lover of truth can never bear the sight of
duplicity. Bhagwan’s inner life and its external manifestation were most blissful harmonized.

In the same sacred book, Bhagwan has said at one place ::-

“Duplicity and hypocrisy may present themselves in as fascinating a form as possible.
Even then it is bound to prove ultimately as deceptive as a prostitute. As no amount of
pruning of the poisonous dhatura tree would make it produce blood-producing and life-
promoting apples; so a nation can never progress by hypocrisy and deceit.”

What a strong expression exposing the evil of duplicity. In Bhagwan’s Dev Rup all
insincerity, duplicity, hypocrisy and deceit found death and nothing but death.

Now | saw, all around, men telling lies, practicing deceit, preaching the need of
hypocrisy, be-lauding those who won legal cases or wealth by practice of falsehood and
cheating and even resorting to double-dealing in affairs of matrimony etc. As | grew up, | saw
this duplicity used even by the so-called religious men. In a world so constituted it was a
dazzling sight to me to see so much and so transparent a sincerity in Bhagwan and such a
horror in Him of duplicity. My own feeling of sincerity was strengthened. | could not cheat.
Even in fight | tried to give a clear straight fight and never win by under-hand means.

He blessed then Atm Katha proved for my soul at the threshold of my life which |
started in the world.
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PROTECTIVE PROGRESS IN NATURE

My faith in moral and spiritual order of Nature was strengthened greatly by reading
Dev Vani of Bhagwan Devatma in his monumental address — the Atm Katha.

At one place, | read these words :--

“Again there is no such higher feeling which dominates the heart of man and in loyalty
to which he is prepared to make all kinds of sacrifices of life, which does not bring to his aid in
his path, the protective influences of all those forces of Nature which constantly feed and
foster it.”

As a part of Nature, | could be protected only by certain eternal processes working in
Nature. These protective processes are called constructive processes. These help forward
the life and contribute to the progress of him who is ruled by higher feelings and who, in
order to prove ever faithful to them, is prepared to make kinds of sacrifices.

By reading these words a great light dawned on me that Nature was not merely
material and that there was moral and spiritual order in the Universe.

| came to see that this moral and spiritual order did not rest on the whim of a fanciful
God or His wish or the wishes of his so-called prophets. This moral order was not fickle like
the so-called God’s whims. It rested on the eternity of processes. It was dependable. It was
absolutely trustworthy. As son as this light dawned on me, | began to struggle to rest my life
on this order. | came to realize the horrors of selfish life and the most sure and constructive
results of life of service.

| began to realize that even if by the best of motives, | sided a cause opposed to the
moral and spiritual order | was doomed. But, if | intentionally sided such a dangerous cause, |
had to thank myself for courting disaster.

| came to realize that this moral and spiritual order could not change its process by the
will of even the entire mankind. Hence it was no excuse for anybody that he followed ca
cause believed in by his father to be good or his community to be good. It was independent
of all opinions.

This realization has made me all my life indifferent to world-opinion where this moral
and spiritual order is involved.



Nature has not left it to us to determine what is moral and spiritual order and what is
not. It has written its will on every part of its vast mechanism. All that tends to make better
the forms and the qualities of others is consistent with that order. All that tends to mar the
outward form and the qualities of others is opposed to their order. Thus all low-loves and
low-hates which lead a man to the life of injustice to others, militate against that unique
order. And all higher loves and higher repulsions which lead a man to be just and fair in all
relations and ever-ready and ever-busy in unselfish service of others are in conformity with
that unique order. Hence life of low-loves and low-hates is life exposed to dangers and
destruction and the life of higher loves and higher repulsions is the life placed in the cradle of
Nature to be protected and fostered in its unique lap.

One can imagine what could have been the effect of this light on my life. It is because
I got glimpses of these rare truths and realized their splendor that my exposition of them
used to appeal to others. This is why sadhans which | used to conduct appeared to my sathi
sewaks interesting. | was not aware then why my sadhans were liked. For years | had no
knowledge myself of the fact that light of these truths was one great factor which made my
words effective.

Why was | ignorant about this ? The fact was that | believed for a long time that
everyone among sewaks must be feeling similarly impressed and elevated by the Dev Vani of
Bhagwan Devatma It is true that some times my sathi sewaks told me that they could not see
that sublime beauty in the Atm Katha which | saw and which used to fill me with ecstasy. But
| thought it was a passing phase. They would surely be fascinated by the splendour of the
truths in Atm Katha.

Many many years after, this truth dawned on me that in fact several among men are
not able to catch the glimpses of the beauty of those truths. They could get mere
acquaintance with them but had no intimate realization. They could intellectually understand
them, but they did not get enraptured by their beauty.

This faith in the moral and spiritual order of universe has been my main-stay in life. |
have had terrible oppositions and conflicts. Throughout these, this faith of mine has stood by
me. | believe that | should be on my guard. While stoutly opposing evil | should not even
think of the smallest possible wrong action. A minute particle of evil spells danger. This
consciousness has helped me a lot from the every year | read Atm Katha.

Right faith inspires right hope and courage. Thus this faith and its allies, hope and
courage, have stood by me during the darkest hours that | had had to face combinations at
several stages of my life.



Time did come in my life when thousands used to assemble at one place every week
just to crush me. Since | stood firm and unmoved against their attacks on me they grew
afraid of my firm stand. They grew angry with me that | did not yield before their
persecutions. In their anger they did all that angry and unbalanced minds do. They laid
foulest charges on me. They filled columns of their paper against me. My only reply to them
was my loyalty and abiding fidelity to Bhagwan’s cause and my convictions. | saw clouds
dispersed. | saw those who meant to disgrace me become disgraced themselves. Reputation
of the Dev Samaj as a most moral society rose inches higher. Even the official world was
deeply impressed. My resistance to them was an instinctive expression of my life. | was
unconscious how it affected others. | resisted them because there was no other alternative
possible for me. | have been helped by my instincts more than my reasons. These instincts of
mine have always protected me.

Thus both my faith and my instincts which developed in the atmosphere of Bhagwan'’s
Dev Prabhavas have been my guardian angles.
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HIGHER WILL MY GUIDE

An other truth that had a marvelous effect on me then and which continues upto to-
day, stir me deeply is the mention of the reason why Bhagwan was persecuted so relentlessly
by creed-mad people and others. Says Bhagwan :—

“Even before | took up my lie-mission, | had a host of opponents. But soon after | took
up my life-vow a terrible conflagration burst out. This conflagration grew fiercer with time.
What was the cause which brought about this horrid conflagration ? The cause was the
presence in men of self-love in a dominant form. What is meant by self-love ? It means love
for one’s superstitions, beliefs, creed, disposition, wish or will, one’s actions etc., regardless
of the fact that each or everyone of these may prove detrimental to the existence of the slave
(of self-love) himself and others and that each or everyone of them may be most sinful and
evil. Man in general cannot and does not bear to hear anything said even against his most
evil nature and worst actions. Man in general loves his most sinful, degraded and misguided
path of his life, so much so that even if his benefactor takes him to task for them, he becomes
upset. He gets furious. His look changes. He turns away his face from him. He seethes with
hatred. Instead of feeling reverence for him, he looks upon him as his foe. If along with self-
love, he possesses a feeling of revenge, he becomes ungrateful and even a persecutor. As
such, he tries to harm and pain him. All such persons are bereft of the higher consciousness



of good and evil of soul. They lack in the sense of discrimination between what is true and
what is false.”

Nothing anywhere had given me that light about the horrid nature of self-loves as
these lines. After that young age of 27 or 27 years, | stepped myself into the world of higher
thought and life opened by Bhagwan. | became cautious of every step in my life. | saw how
self-love made us hate our benefactors. | tried therefore, to keep watch over my attitude
towards them. | trained myself to accept without question guidance of Shri Bhai Sahebiji.
Once a distinguished man asked me as to why | leaned so much on Shri Bhai Sahebji’s will ? |
said because he is my benefactor, because he wishes me well, because he can never harm
me, because | have always benefitted by following his will. This training and discipline of my
soul made it very easy for me to follow those | trusted.

Had this awakening not come to me at that early period of my life | would have
suffered much. | became conscious of my benefactors. | knew when to bend. | could not
bend to any and everybody. | did not and could not join Government service because | knew |
would be hard put to, to obey those whom | believed to be in the wrong. It was a difficult
thing for me to submit my will to any and everybody. But where | was convinced that he who
was ordering me was my real benefactor, | yielded like a lamb. My great benefactors knew
this trait of my life. | could, therefore, bend my will before Shri Bhai Sahebji, for example, in
a way as if | had no will. Those who opposed me knew how hard it was for them to bend my
will. They therefore marveled how easily Shri Bhai Sahebji could rule me. Even now | bend
where | trust. | grow stiff and unbending where | do not trust. | do not easily trust. But when
| trust | do so whole-heartedly. When my trust is broken, it takes too long to get restored.
My opponents in Sindh had a bitter experience of this.

Atm Katha taught me to respect superior will and seek guidance lest my self-love may
damage my soul without repair.

I have read that chapter, too, hundreds of times. Now also when | read it, it helps me
to grow humble and reverential.

This self-love is the worst enemy of man. | read in a book that followers of crucified or
exiled founders of religions would themselves crucify or exile them again, if they were to
appear now, for humanity has not progressed much. Self-love made their enemies to crucify
or exile them. That very self-love has not forsaken human heart. It is present even now
enthroned in its right fury on the hearts of men in general.

No man has put the whole position in a nutshell a Bhagwan has done. The cause of
evil in the world is self-love— man’s madness for his own beliefs and practices. Biases
produce hell in relations. Biases, all of them are based on self-love.



| used to ask many of my friends why they hated us Dev Samajists ? They invariably
said, “Because you don’t believe in God ?” | asked them, “Whose God we do not believe in ?”
They said, “God is one.” | then asked them, “If God is one, why Muslims hate Hindus, Hindus
hate Muslims and Christians, and Christians hate non Christians, Muslims hate Ahmadiyas,
etc. etc.”

These all theists hate others theists even though both believe in the same God. This is
because in practice every theistic faith has a separate God of its own for which it has a bias.
This bias makes everyone insane. Hence they are war camps.

This self-love can bee seen in its truly ugly form only in Bhagwan’s unique light and
never otherwise. This is my experience and this is my conviction.

o iifime

XXXV

THE MASTER KEY

Bhagwan Devatma provided me in His unique book the Atma katha also with the key
to solve an ever-occurring problem. “Why the followers and leaders of the so-called religions
raised standard of revolt against Bhagwan and why they went on gathering forces to overawe
Him and crush His mission.” When | read the following words of Bhagwan, the light dawned
on me and all opposition to Bhagwan lost all its rigor for me for ever.

“Here | came to my final decision (of dedicating life for the highest service of mankind)
and there all around people began to talk about it. From all four corners opinions criticizing
my step were exposed. How could those— who were completely devoid of my divine powers
(Dev Shakties): who were blind to higher state of soul-life and bereft of any desire for any
higher and grand ideal of life; who were dominated by desire of gratify low-loves for wealth,
property, name, fame, position, power, etc. , and who were bond slaves of current creeds,
superstitions and false beliefs, see and realize the beauty and glory of my this novel step of
life. This is why lots of people began to express opinions from the viewpoint of worldly
wisdom. They also began to indulge in hostile criticism of my step. Comparatively better sort
of people did not use any harsh terms and contented themselves merely with words: ‘In our
opinion he has taken a wrong step especially when he has a large family to maintain.” My
opponents found in this their golden opportunity. They laid on me charges of cheating.



There were only one or two men in my Samaj who did not express any hostile opinion though
they refrained from enthusiastically supporting me.”

What a position this of one who alone was fitted to raise humanity from the slough of
darkness and death and who was to dedicate His unique powers and energies to save us.

In fact none was able to understand Bhagwan as none possessed the powers which
led Bhagwan to take that unique step. A man devoid of a feeling cannot feelingly understand
one who possesses it. | am a most insignificant sewak of Bhagwan Dev Atma and yet | have
often been ariddle to those whom | have endeavored to help.

There is a young man still alive. He is on the staff of one college. He was a poor
student in 1929 studying in Ram such Das College when | went to take charge of it. | was
informed about his great poverty. | felt moved to help him. | gave him exemption from fees
and also permitted him to live in a room in the college free of rent. He one day said and that
of course long long time afterwards:

“When you gave me so many concessions, | got afraid of you. | felt sure that you must
have some deep motive behind that uncommon step. |, therefore, began to avoid you. After
some time | daily expected that you will come out with your deep motive. | waited and
waited in vain. Months passed; you expected nothing; you wished for nothing. Other boys
began to talk about your sympathy. The understanding began to dawn on me. When people
who know how selfishness is the rule, can hardly believe that there are men in the world who
possess genuine milk of sympathy.”

Sympathy is one of the minor altruistic forces. If humanity can hardly If humanity can
hardly understand it, how can it understand major altruistic forces. This is why persons born
with altruistic force are slandered and prosecuted. But what can be the position of one who
besides possessing all the altruistic forces is heir to divine forces. Hence it is that worldly
men, men dominated by low biases, by self-love, by fanaticism and by jealousy and other
personal wrong motives began to grind teeth at Him and cruelly persecute Him.

I understood of this phase of Bhagwan Dev Atma even at that early period of my life. |
began to feel the pulse of the present-day lower stage of mankind. Humanity is full of
suspicion and mistrust. It hardly believes that anybody could be above some evils.

Once | had gone to Bombay with some parties for dan collection. A new recruit, a
B.A., also accompanied us. At night all parties used to give account to a pie of daily collections
and expenditures. When one day our leader called upon him to give the account, he smiled.
The leader asked him why he smiled and what was there in his question to smile at. He said,
“When | was leaving for Bombay on this sacred mission, some women told me that | should



frankly ask you the kind reward | would get. | said, ‘Do others get rewards ?’ They said, ‘Yes.
Look at Shrimati ............... She goes every year for such difficult work at so much sacrifice.
This is because last year they gave her gold bangles for work. Every year she gets a lot. Here |
see a new sight. Not only are we given reward but every party here is made to render
accounts even of a pie they spend.”

The leader felt unhappy. But he simply said, ‘the jealous and selfish souls cannot but
fabricate such lies.” The leader had exposed this lie then in a big congregation of our
members assembled at Lahore.

Even to-day it is mystery to some souls how it is that for twenty-five years
continuously this lady has worked in the field of dan collection and has let no calamity to
stand in her way. She lost one baby at Bombay. She was in family way and yet she went to
Bombay and was stranded there. She was blessed with a daughter there at Bombay in a
charitable hospital away from all she held dear. She lost a grown-up son age twenty years
which crushed her and yet only three months after that she left for the sacred work. This
phase of the story shall be given at its proper place.
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XXXVI

MY PUBLIC LIFE IN SINDH

Atam Katha— my great friend and benefactor— not only illumined my heart with the
light and splendour of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s truths, but it changed my outlook on life for all
times. It is true | started practice of law during those days. But | could never reconcile myself
with that profession even when | had sufficiently established myself in practice and steadily
got decent income and paid income-tax. As a pleader | di not confine myself only to earning
money. | wrote for papers. When | started “Strange Dialogue” and “Who are great men” in
the column of the local English weekly, | became a popular writer and came to have some
position in the literary world. One well-known writer was so deeply impressed by these
articles that he could not wait for that paper to reach him in normal course. H e used to send
his peon to wait in the press and bring a copy as soon as it was out. By some | was mistaken
for that well-known writer. Once | was travelling with some local but well-established
pleaders who were reading my articles with great avidity. One of them— the then assistant
public prosecutor remarked, “These articles are so interesting that | cannot miss them though
they are satire on the profession of law. | feel that A (meaning that well-known writer) must
be the author of such fine articles.” | remained silent. But my friends saw through my
anonymity and propagated that | was the writer. | was told that there was hardly any judge



who missed reading that “Strange Dialogue” My next series was, “Do pleaders help justice ?”
That was also a satire. That found its way even to the choice circle of Judicial Commissioners.
Once | went to the Tehsildar’s court on matter of profession. An Englishman S.D.O. saw me.
He asked the Tehsildar why | was there. He said, “I hope he has not come here to report in
papers on what | have done here to-day.” A young Civil Surgeon— an Indian— was criticized
in papers. The writers were others. But he could not shake off his suspicion that | alone
could have ventured to write such an exposure. | sent him back a word that | had no hand in
it. But suspicions rarely die. Vanity of man does not let them die. Low hatred keeps them
alive.

This is only one phase of my extra professional activities. The second was that | had
acquired a name as an effective speaker. To several platforms | was invited to speak. In most
hot debates arranged by the local gentry, | always represented one side.

In election matters | was felt as a power. My loyalty to a great friend of mine was an
eye-sore to his opponents. They knew that I could not easily form friendships, and once | had
formed them | could not easily break them. Besides this they knew that | was irrepressible.
No amount of persecution made me deviate from my path. They tried all ways. They abused
me in press and in election talks. But every gust of opposition stiffened my resistance. Once
only an appeal was made to me to become neutral. | could not be neutral when | saw that
my help was needed by a dear friend.

All these public activities allied with my writings and speeches for my dear society
helped me to keep the town in a state of unusual activity.

I was unconscious that | was doing anything unusual. | felt all these activities as
normal expression of my powers. | wondered to read the words of that dear friend— a most
prominent man— written to one of my relation when | left Sindh for the Punjab, “Lion has
left our shores.” | f | proved a lion, | at least was unconscious of it. | had come to realize the
extraordinary powers of Bhagwan Dev Atma— the most daring philosopher and religious
founder of all times. Hence in comparison | felt myself infinitely small. | felt that what | did
was because of the unique influence of His power that | got.

People misunderstand me much. They consider me cruel because | do not yield. My
stern opposition to all that | feel as wrong is taken for obstinacy. How could | assure them
that | am gripped so fiercely by all that | see as right that | cannot yield to opposition.

All this change | witnessed in me in the year | got Atma Katha and started drinking
deep at the fountain of nectar it has always placed before my lips.

My beloved Atma Katha has been my great savior and builder.
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THE GROWING LOVE FOR “SATSANG”

Though | took part in several non-professional and even non-Samajic activities, | did
not give my heart to them. Neither respect among people nor fear roused among my
opponents effected my attitude towards them in any way. | lived alone in my room on the
first storey of my house. My office on ground-floor | visited only when clients wanted to see
me in order to settle to fees. As soon as my interview with the clients was over, | went up to
my seclusion. | could not form attachments on non-Samajic interests though | played my part
effectively when | was needed.

Once Shriman Devatav Singh ji— the wonderful healers of souls— came with some
satsangies and stayed with me in my house. | used to run from court to have his company. |
listened to his addresses. After four or five days he left my place and proceeded further. He
left in my absence as | was busy in some court at that Time. When | came back and found the
room vacant, tears rushed to my eyes. | placed my head at the place he used to be at and
burst into tears. Had there been any other source of income to me, | would have rolled up
my work and followed him. Even Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji had left with the Satsang Party.
All alone | sat, mused wept. This can give me now a consciousness of what a mighty change
Atma Katha had brought in me.

| had been that year to Lahore to attend Mahotsav celebration. When | returned to
Sindh, for nearly a whole month, | felt as a fish out of water. | worked mechanically in my
profession. | had no interest. After about a month | came to attend to my profession in a
normal mood and as a matter of duty.

My heart simply used to thirst for the darshan of Shriman Bhai Mohan Deviji.
Whenever | used to have a glance of him, | felt inspired to do great things.

My only friend was Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji in spiritual matters. My society
consisted of my sathi sewaks. As they all had grown with me, they used to love me. They
often came to me and favoured me with their company. It was not possible for me to get a
day pass without meeting them.

I conducted all meetings in the absence of Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji and Shriman
Dewan Hassamal ji. | collected very decent funds. But even then | was not promoted to the



second shreni. This is because | was not able to impress those responsible for promotion.
Shriman Mohan Devji was most strict in the matter of enlisting sewaks or getting them
promoted. However, the fact that almost all my juniors had been promoted to the second
shreni, had a certain moral for me. My friends, however, would never desire to conduct
sadhans, though some of them considered me inferior. One day | was standing near the gate
of Shikarpur Mandir when some one expressed, “You are not making any progress. See how
we have risen.”

I honestly felt that | had benefited more, that | had been illumined with truth which
did not attract their hearts even a bit, that | had renounced all attachments outside the Dev
Samaj which they had not, that | was fond of a life of unselfish service, etc., ect. Hence when
the taunted me, | simply told them, “l do not know why | feel so, why I feel so but | do feel
that | had made greater progress than you in all ways and | feel that time will come when you
will have the proof of it.”

Those who taunted me are no longer in Dev Samaj. The last among them to share that
tragic fate cut off his connection more than fifteen years ago. Only one of them died a
natural death.

Internal changes cannot be shown to people. Behaviour alone can give some insight
to such obtuse souls, but sometimes even that fails.

It was this glorious change that evolved in me a consciousness that | owed a duty to
my life-partner whom | had ventured to tie with me by wed-lock. This was why when a
proposition was placed before me just one year after my marriage that | should send her to
the Punjab for training in the Dev Samaj Dharma Vikasalaya of which our inestimable
benefactor, Shriman Devatav Singhji was the Principal then. | did not take a minute even to
decide. Isaid, “All right.” Now the matter had to be decided by my esteemed wife. |thought
she would not listen to such a proposal. But it has been her great trait in life that she lives for
my wishes. When | told her what | had decided, she wept piteously and said, “To part from
you so soon (only after one year’s married life) is a terrible trial for me. But what can | not do
to please you ? | know you are wiser than myself. Do order and | shall obey.”

At this time even | shudder to think of the trial in which | had placed her. But Hindu
wives know the extremes they can go to just to satisfy the good wishes of their partners. |
am one of those fortunate ones who had such a Hindu girl as his partner. Girl she was, as she
was only sixteen.

For twenty months she stayed in the Punjab away from Sindh.
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DETACHED DIVINE LOVE

Atma Katha is a mine of most precious truths. It has been a puzzle to many how a
man living in the world can live a life detached and free and yet to be a power for love and
service. It is a puzzle to many how one can love and cherish his wife without attachment
based on happiness ! It is a puzzle to many how one can love and maintain his children
without attachment based on happiness ! How one can pursue a trade or profession, service
or engagement without ambitions to possess and hoard money. In short, how can one live
and love without forming attachments or moha !

The world has two-fold experience of the life lived in relations. It is either a life of
moha-bandhan (undue attachments) or life of absolute indifference. Those who continue to
live in the world become chained to bonds of slavery. Those of who shrink from these chains
give up all relations and retire into jungle haunts or mountains caves. This attitude has
resulted in the most terrible conviction that a sinless and detached life is not possible if lived
in the world. But let us read Bhagwan. In his speech on the occasion of accepting His life-
vow, Bhagwan has said :--

“Having accepting the mission of achieving universal good, it is incumbent on me to
live in the world, to destroy the region of untruth and evil wherever existing and of whatever
nature it may be, and to establish in its stead the reign of Truth and Goodness. Hence my
mission is unlike the mission of those selfish sadhus, sanyasies, bairagies, faquirs, etc., who
desert all ties and responsibilities............

“My mission consists in converting the hearts of those lovers falsehoods and evils who
have created hell in the world and rendered even closest ties harmful for one another, who
have turned their back against living higher religion and given seat of honour to the life of
irreligion (or base life) which has led to irrelievable agony and torment. My mission consists
in rescuing such souls from life swamped in sin and evolving in them higher and noble life.
Whatever price | shall have to pay for the fulfillment of my mission— be it a sacrifice of
money, name, fame, happiness, rest of mind, or health, etc.— | shall willingly pay. The
payment of such a price in the cause of my mission would mean my true renunciation or true
sanyas.”

So here we had a living example of one who not only lived an absolutely sinless life—
living in the world— but who set up a wonderful glorious example of working mostly since



1873 and absolutely since 1882 upto 1929 the drama of noblest forces yoked in the cause of
delivering man from the path of falsehood and evil; and evolving in him noble feelings. So a
noble soul can live in the world and live a harmless and useful life. Working for a higher
cause of soul-salvation and soul-evolution is not only possible in the world, but it is the most
needed one.

Bhagwan also lived His life as son, husband, father, brother, citizen and as connected
with various existences in all the four kingdoms. How did he live that life ? said Bhagwan on
that blessed occasion:--

“From to-day my relations with all would be based on this my mission as a supreme
motive. | shall form all my ties with you keeping with this supreme vow as pole star (and
supreme basis). To accomplish this mission would be the crowing work of my life.”

Those of us who have had the privilege of living at Bhagwan’s feet know full well from
personal experience how truly and literally Bhagwan lived upto the above declaration. He
was kindest of fathers, most loving husband, most selfless brother, most dependable citizen,
greatest servant of mankind, true friend of animals and other kingdoms. But though most
tender in His life He could never bear even the remotest chances of the sacrifice of his
supreme mission. If anybody tried to interfere there or obstruct its performance, he had to
learn a vivid lesion that Bhagwan could not be led by any lower attachment. The world could
comprehend Him. It circulated for years the lie that Bhagwan was building property and
Gaddi for his children. When they grew up and Bhagwan refused to divert even a pie of
money belonging to Him for those children who could maintain themselves, the world called
Him cruel. Foolish world ! How can one dominated by complete love of Goodness be cruel.
His rock-like firm attitude against sinners was foolishly construed into a flint-link heart. The
world needed an unprincipled life. It could not understand a life turned completely to
principles of Truth and Goodness.

So Bhagwan placed before us an ideal of how to live life in various relations by means
of higher forces. As this idea is new and its relation is extremely difficult in a world peopled
by slaves to low loves and low hates we are not able to live up to that beauty of this ideal in
our lives as Bhagwan expected. He therefore, lamented the absence of that beautiful life in
us which he dreamt of evolving in us. We, however, used to feel the change in our life as
marvelous because we saw how world around us was devoid even of that much change.

Humanity shall have stepped on a new plane of life when it shall form ties and
relations on the basis not of low love but of higher loves. We shall marry not for sex-
gratification or other selfish ends but to have a comrade to walk with us hand in hand on the
path of noble life and the life of great purposes. We shall bring up children not with on object



that they should serve us in old age, but out of a sense of heavy responsibility that we have
to give to the world boys and girls fired with a zeal to contribute to the good of mankind or at
least be good citizens. We shall earn money for the good also of our soul and not merely to
keep body and soul together. We shall utilize position as a great opportunity to serve
mankind. We shall consider it a high duty to serve sub-human kingdoms. It shall then be a
life flowing with milk and nectar for our own higher happiness and for the uplift and higher
happiness of others.
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SUFFERIGS BUILT MY CHARACTER.

The trend of human thought throughout ages has been to seek freedom from misery
or pain. The escape from the world and the duties and responsibilities in relations which led
millions in India to seek forest nooks or mountain caves was also motivated by one supreme
desire to get out of misery or pain. But in the Atma Katha | read a momentous article of
Bhagwan Dev Atma which is called “Vilap” and which was first published in the Dharam Jiwan
and thereafter embodied in the Atma Katha. It was a lament of the heart of Bhagwan. It
says:--

“Alas ! how agonizing is my condition. Oh ! how pitiable is my life and deserving of
great sympathy and solace ! Is there any one in this wide world who could realize the pain of
my heart and prove a true sympathizer of the state of my heart ! Upto now | have failed to
get a sympathizer. This is due to the fact that what to say of others, even those living with
me or near me cannot accurately comprehend the true perspective of my difficulties. Alas ! |
am born to suffer these unparalleled sufferings all alone. Alas ! there is none in the world
whom | can call my own.”

“Even a cooly who has worked for the whole days gets sound sleep in the night and
rises early in the morning quite refreshed for the work. But for many a night | do not get
even that kind of rest. Alas ! | am deprived of the natural and ordinate state of rest which is
available even to the tiniest animate being.”

When one reads these lines, he is likely to fall into an error that all this misery and
pain of Bhagwan was the product of His own mental condition and that the world had no
hand in it. The Dev Atma is so constituted that left to Himself He can enjoy nothing but
supreme happiness. The mandate laid upon Him by His divine forces to destroy all falsehood
and evil, and establish the kingdom of truth and goodness was responsible for His herculean



labours and unprecedented sufferings. Bhagwan Dev Atma has most graciously cleared up
His position in the following para :--

“The question arises what is the source of all this suffering ? Is it the result of any sin
of mine ? Absolutely not, because | am sinless. Then the question arises: Is this suffering of
mine due to influence of low love on me ? Absolutely not, because | am above the control of
all kinds of loves. Somebody might ask: To what cause or causes is my suffering due to ? My
only reply is that the real source of all my troubles and pains lies in the sinful or improper life
of those whom | am called upon to evolve into higher beings. And those are the persons who
owing to their low life and love of various sins consciously or unconsciously act in a way as to
find satisfaction in their hearts by inflicting pain on me.”

Very naturally a question can arise in the heart of the reader that when Bhagwan was
sinless and above all undue attachments, why did He not renounce the world and retire into
jungles or mountain caves to enjoy the perfect serenity of mind and divine happiness which
could emanate from His divine forces ? This question too was anticipated Bhagwan and a
reply to it was also given by Him in that article:

“A believer in the ancient but false philosophy could tell me that when | was above all
kinds of undue attachments and possessed a kind of life completely distinguishable from all
mankind, then why was it that | lived among mankind and suffered at its hand the most
terrible and unprecedented pains and sufferings ? Why did | not cut off all my relations with
the world and thus stop the source of my pains and sufferings ? To these questions my only
reply is that my mission is unique and that the object of my manifestation is something
special, the fulfilment of which is essentially necessary for highest good of this land and the
world; and this special mission of mine cannot be fulfilled without paying the price by me and
without suffering all this misery and pains.”

| felt extremely grateful in in the year 1908-1909 to Bhagwan Dev Atma for the above
lines. No one could have enlightened me on this momentous question. Humanity is taught to
believe that pains and sufferings are due only to sinful life and the sinless person is one who
is free from all pains and sufferings. This is why there was a made pursuit after this will-o’-
the-wisp happiness. Millions in India left all relations and engaged themselves in
contemplation to escape from this misery or pain. This pursuit accentuated selfishness to an
abnormal degree. Every individual began to live for himself and not for others. This gave
humanity no solution. Even when | was child | knew that burden of others was a fruitful
source of anxiety and tears. | knew that we were reduced to straitened circumstances and
the sufferings to two younger brothers and one younger sister, so deeply smote my heart
that | gathered them in my arms and wept. These sufferings were not my own, but they were
healthy ad healthful sufferings which strengthened my shoulders to carry this load and



widened my sympathies which helped my dear brothers and sisters. | felt my mother’s
worries. This feeling sweetened my relation with her. | started doing some work here and
there to earn few rupees or my mother and the family. This developed in me self-help and
self-confidence and prepared me for the huge fight that | was one day to wage in defense of
Shri Bhai Mohan Devji and the Dev Samaj in Sindh and outside. Yes, | suffered because of all
this but my sufferings bore rich fruit in evolving grit in my character. All pains and miseries
are not, therefore, to be shunned. All sacrifices in high cause are prices we have to pay in
order to promote a higher cause. The divine mission of Bhagwan Dev Atma needed
phenomenal struggles and untold sufferings for its furtherance and this is why Bhagwan Dev
Atma evolved His divine Rup to a transcendental extant and gave a crushing defeat to the
combined forces of wealth, education, social influences of social position, and created mania
led by the force of untruth, evil; and established the wonderful principle that in a conflict
between the forces of untruth and evil and the forces of truth and goodness, the latter
ultimately and inevitably triumph.
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SUPERB STIMULUS AND INSPIRATION

Bhagwan Dev Atma suffered enormously. The world around Him not being able to
comprehend Him began to cast on. His head several accusations— the ripe fruit of their
misunderstanding and other low forces. At one place in Atma Katha Bhagwan says :--

“How was it possible for that unique manifestation to enjoy the life of peace and rest
amidst those who possess dispositions quite antagonistic to His nature. He was born with the
heredity of divine forces of complete love of truth and goodness, and complete repulsion of
untruth and evil. By evolving these forces he acquired the complete organism of soul, above
every kind of incomplete and harmful organism of soul. This evolved it in all respects into a
beautiful, pure and illuminating, divine being. This divine being was intended for the
complete salvation and evolution of mankind. He was therefore an enigma to others.”

What was the natural consequence of this misunderstanding ? Says Bhagwan :--

“On all sides of conflagration of hatred and hostility burned furiously against me.
From thousands of hearts the voices resounded in the air that | was injuring their religions;
that | do not believe in their creeds; that | slander their religions; that | call them world-



worshippers; that | dub them as false worshippers (of God); that I call them sinners; that |
declare them as superstition-ridden people; that | call them hypocrites; that | had no faith in
any revealed book; that | was vain; that | was a fraud; that | declare myself superior to every
founder of every creed; that | upset all their teachings; They wondered whence | came ?
They said, “Whence has this Satan come ? He is our enemy. He is the enemy of our land. He
deserves all our condemnation. We should see that He is clapped in jail. If possible he should
be murdered straightway.”

Proceeding further Bhagwan says:--

“1 was all alone and my opponents were in thousands. A question arose in my mind ::
how all unaided I could successfully face such a huge and powerful combination ? When such
question arose in my mind, my divine forces used to says loudly :--

“The evolution of divine nature in you has a set purpose to serve. Nature has
produced this divine Rup in you after millions of years of struggle. The whole world was in
need of your manifestation for his highest good. In comparison to other lands India which is
lying in the most deplorable and degraded state needed your festination the most for its
deliverance and highest welfare, you are dominated by divine forces. Led by these divine
forces you have embraced your unique life-vow which no one in the world was able to
embrace. What does it matter if a huge combination of men stands arrayed against you. Such
a hostile combination was bound to rise. As the evolutionary process of nature has brought
about your manifestation, so it devolutionary part has brought about the existence of the
hostile people. As the wolf is led by its hereditary violent nature to pounce upon the
innocent sheep and devour it, so these hostile people dominated by their hereditary low
nature or acquired evil nature, have turned hostile to you. They grind their teeth at you.
They hate you and endeavor hard to inflict pain and injury on you. But you are not a lamb,
you are a man and above all men, you are Dev Atma. You are born to serve a unique purpose.
Hence the glorious process of evolution which has produced you, is your great proactive force
and a great co-operative force. Have faith. You are not born to be crushed in this struggle.
Your are born to win triumph after triumph. It is inevitable for your to be victorious. The
gradual fulfilment of your mission is also inevitable.”

I have read these lines number of times. | had to face in my life huge combinations in
the cause of the Dev Atma. During those sad and depressing times these words of Bhagwan
used to fill my heart with light and hope. My heart used to say, “Remember, you are a man
and above all the disciple of Bhagwan. Be loyal to His cause. Keep fast in your hand the
standard of the Dev Samaj. You are bound to be helped by the evolutionary process which is
at the back of Bhagwan’s cause.” These whisperings used to inspire in me great vigor of mind
as they used to strengthened my faith in the cause of Bhagwan. Even to-day the words of



Bhagwan keep me afloat amidst the violent current of opposition which sometimes threaten
to overwhelm me. | bless Atma Katha for all this and | depend upon it in the darkest hours of
depression.

Besides the above holy worlds of Bhagwan Dev Atma what stirs my heart the most are
the following words of Bhagwan :--

“Amid all such (hostile) circumstances | used to be dominated at certain moments
with an idea that even if | was to be crushed in this unique endeavor and if | were to get
completely annihilated, even then there is nothing more glorious and more blessed than that
I should stand firm and completely loyal to my mission.”

What a transcendental love Bhagwan possessed for His transcendental mission. |
cannot describe how those words used to galvanize my soul even then. Even to-day they
work miracles in my heart. | have come to believe and live a life that there is nothing more
glorious than that we the disciples of Dev Atma should remain firm footed and completely
loyal to His cause. No other extraneous motive should obsess our mind except that we
subscribe to Bhagwan’s cause because that is the only law of our life and not because it will
get us any extraneous good. Reading these holy words of Bhagwan Dev Atma, | have come to
realize what is meant by nishkam sewa or absolutely selfless service of others.
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THE UNCOUNRABLE DEV ATMA

Atma Katha not only filled me with right faith and showed me the sublime grandeur of
faith of Bhagwan in the triumph of His mission, but it gave an insight into another glorious
feature of Bhgwan’s life, that is, His absolute refusal to accept defeat. Violent storms of
opposition swept over His head. Several times they brought about collapse of His body.
Several times, he was laid on a sick or dying bed. But whenever He was restored to normal
health, he took to His mission with greater enthusiasm. | saw in Him one who was
invulnerable and unconquerable. What a joy to be His disciple !

It was in the 1892 that one opposition to Him assumed a most formidable. Says
Bhagwan : --



“The hostility continued. In those days one ungrateful deserter from my Samaj
published a book. And several papers published false propaganda against me. This added
fuel to the fire. On the 1°t. November, 1892 a monster meeting was held at Lahore in which
thousands joined. In that meeting those people vied with one another in venting their
spleen. They abused one whom a few days before they called their highest benefactor. That
is to say they based me, my family members, all such disciples of mine whom before their
desertion they used to consider worthy reverence. These deserters had joined my Samaj
with a belief and confession that they were led to do so by the will of God. And yet in the
presence of that God they offered prayers in that meeting that | should die and that my wife
should become a widow. But it has been my wont to remember these ungrateful people and
other great opponents of mine in my sadhan of mangal kamna (best wishes) and to earnestly
wish for their welfare.

“In courts the greatest criminal is given a right to defend himself. But when two days
after | held a public meeting in my own asharam in order to put up my defense although | was
bodily not strong enough to bear that strain, these devotees of God fearing the exposure of
their falsehood, came with a set purpose of rowdyism. By creating a terrible noise and bustle
and by recourse to other violent ways, they made the meeting impossible. If the higher
powers had not protected me, these people would have ground me down and eased their
hearts by putting an end to my life. It is true that the holding of the meeting became
impossible, but the wicked days of these people smashed my already broken heart to pieces.
| became seriously ill, my condition went on growing from bad to worse. At last | appeared
hopeless that | would recover from it.

“It was night. All around quiet prevailed. The hand of death was gradually coming
nigh to claim me. | lay senseless. Those around me felt that | would not be able to last even
for that night. | was unconscious of my position. But even at that critical time some higher
souls from other earth had assembled and were infusing their own power in me to help me to
recover. There was a struggle between life and death. The higher power of the higher souls
prevailed. The work of death ceased. My life took a turn for the better. After a protracted
iliness of two months, | recovered and was able to move about. | rose from sick-bed and
applied myself to my mission.”

“This phenomenon was not the final one. | had to pass through various such critical
conditions. But my passage through the above critical conditions flooded my heart with new
light and new power. It flashed on my mind that | should work out some changes in the
modus operandi of my mission......

These holly words of Bhagwan inspired me most when | saw that even when He
passed through such critical conditions and even when He felt that there was no hope of His



life, He did not give up His mission. He not only stuck to his guns but after every fight, He got
new light and new power, and introduced new and revolutionary changes in the constitution
of the Dev Samaj, which after years of Bhagwan’s experience, assumed its present divine
form.

Bhagwan’s persecutions continued. When the opponents of Bhagwan saw that
Bhagwan would not yield— for the chief object of their persecution was that he should give
up fight in disgust— they started with new weapons. A Sikh pleader filed a defamation case
against Bhagwan on the strength of two articles which appeared in the Dharam Jiwan. While
it was made extremely difficult for Him to engage the services of any capable local lawyer,
the persecutor was able to get honorary services of a crowed of local lawyers. Says Bhagwan

“That was the time when on one side there was a handful of helpless persons who
neither possessed much money nor much influence of relatives and friends, nor any
experience of legal courts, on the other side, there was a combination of wealthy persons,
men enjoying high official position, a band of lawyers who were well versed in the routine of
court life. Outside our own small circle, we could not get a single person who could give even
true evidence for us. Even those who had at one time or another received various favours at
our hands would not come forward to give true evidence for us. In all respects we felt
helpless. There was no dearth of theists who declared that truth shall triumph but there was
non among them who could side with truth, on the contrary, hearts of many a theists
overflowed with an enthusiasm to help our opponents. The complainant used to say openly
in the court that the object of his life was to destroy my mission. For years these prosecutions
through the machinery of law continued and every effort was made by our opponents to
harm my mission as far as they could. During these years | had greater personal experience
of God and His apostles than | had had during all previous years. It was but natural for our
opponents to believe that my mission and come to an end. Thousands were simply filled with
joy when this propaganda was carried on.”

What were the feelings of Bhagwan during this painful phase of persecutions. His holy
words are:-

“It is true that in this most stupendous struggle my bodily health was wrecked. |
became an invalid for ever. | suffered financial loss to a great extent. My press was closed
down. My work was materially handicapped, but in the end Dharma (higher life) triumphed
over adharma (the cause of sin). This saying came out to be true that ‘victory lies where
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Dharma rules’.



Bhagwan had personal experience of several such sad and agonizing phases of
persecutions. But like a first class hurricane lamp, the light always flashed in His heart and
filled Him with a sure faith that he was born to triumph. We, His humble and weak followers
several times feel the depression and lack of faith when forces in and outside Dev Samaj
begin to dash against us. Yes, we are human souls. We are not ruled by divine forces. We
have no personal experience of their glory. Whatever we see, we see only in His light. So
long as His light illumines our heart, we feel robust faith and feel an urge to declare that all
oppositions to Dev Samaj would crumble and Bhagwan’s cause would triumph. Such were
the effects on my heart even in 1908—1909 when | read these holy words. For a period of
about six months | hade to taste the bitter fruits of legal persecutions launched against Dev
Samajists by a very influential party. The magistrate in whose court the cases were lodged
was not favourable to us. Our revolutionary belief in religious matters had estranged him
from us. | was in charge of the center. | had to bear the whole brunt. It was then that my
heart overflowed with love and veneration for that phase of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s life which
filled Him with eternal faith in the inevitable triumph of His mission. | would advise my all my
sathi sewaks and others to permanently keep this wonderful book— the Atma Katha— in
their libraries and at all moments to get inspiration and illumination from its pages.
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XL

HONEST WORK MAKE A MARK

At the time that | am writing of (i.e. 1907- 1910), | had developed intense hatred for all
false beliefs, superstitious rites, false ceremonies etc. | was compelled to raise a campaign
against them. | little realized that | was going to bring a hornet’s nest about my ears. | have
already said that as soon as my lecturing tour was over the immediate price that | had to pay
was that all avenues of service in the educational department were closed upon me. | was
refused appointment in schools and colleges, wherever | applied. The experience that |
acquired was bitter. | was shunned as if | were a great sinner. In 1906 one event had
happened in my life which consider an interesting event. | was studying for LL.B. (final). |
came during vacation. A job was vacant in a Government High School. The head of the
education department was a European. | knew my countrymen. | knew their business
against Dev Samaj. | wanted to forestall the opposition of the Sindhi Head Master under
whom | had to work if appointed. | wrote in my application that | was out and was out as an
atheist and hoped that it won’t be taken for a as disqualification in Government service. The



European head sent as quickly as he could, the appointment order. | took it to the Head
Master. It was a bolt from the blue for him. He perceptibly winced under it. He, however,
controlled himself and said, “Mr.......... I have yet to refer back this question to the chief.” |
felt a shock. | came back and wrote a strong letter to the head, in which | remember to have
written, “When | got your kind appointment order, | thought it was from a head whose orders
would be respected by a subordinate. My experience tells me that the Head Master is de
facto if not de jure the head who has to revise your orders.” The chief took this snub in a very
good spirit.. He sent a telegram to the Head Master to appointment me at once.

One fine morning the peon of the High School knocked at my door. | came out. He
said, “please accompany me. You are appointed to the job.”

Hence when | took over charge, | had to serve under a prejudiced and hostile Head.
But | served the school as none else served. Besides all the periods fixed for me for the day, |
took classes in my free periods also. In every free period | went to the Head to ask him to
give me work. Within a week the atmosphere changed in my favour. Every tired teacher
gave his period to me. Every teacher who wanted leave for the day requested me to take his
classes. | could not understand those idlers or useless people who found peace of mind in
idling away their periods or not teaching a minute more than their assigned task. Upto to-
day | have no patience with both these types of men.

Even the Head Master was deeply impressed. His attitude changed. He liked me to go
and sit in his office. He one day said, “Are you a giant ? Do you never feel tired ?” | said to
him, “l love teaching’ Love knows no exhaustion.” MY vacation period was over. | submitted
my resignation. The Head Master who at the outset had shown that he did not want me in
the school kept his hand on my shoulder and said in tones of affection, “Can you not stay
here and help me ? | want a teacher like you who loves his job. | shall straightway get you a
permanent job with brilliant prospects.” | expressed to him my inability to do so not because
I did not like to work under him, but because | was anxious to complete my education in
order to qualify myself for higher jobs in education.

Sincere and devoted workers will everywhere make their mark. Those who count
minutes when the do the job shall never make a mark. They can be called drudges but not
lovers or devotees.

Though | was a mere boy when | became a teacher and had to control boys— some of
them of my age— | did not let any class disobey my orders. | issued an order that the tenth
class boys must leave the class in order. Such a thing was unheard of before. Some boys
protested, but | had already taken the Head Master in my confidence. He seemed anxious to
know how | succeeded. My orders were given. The boys were made to go out in order.



Some of them sent me threats. | told them in the class, “l have never yielded to threats in my
life. If you want to make an experiment, do so and you will learn a lesson.” It had the
desired effect. Several students of that class are to-day very big people. But they still
remember that somebody had taught them to work under discipline.

When | left the school, the Headmaster, all my colleagues and even students felt my
parting as a loss.

The enormous capacity for work which | developed was the direct effect of Bhagwan
Dev Atma’s marvelous spiritual atmosphere created in His centers by His devoted disciples.
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MY GROWING FAITH IN TRUTH

I have said that my aversion to false beliefs specifically the belief in God had grown
mighty and effective. Hence, when one day | learnt that a prominent Dev Saamajist had
appeared in a court of law and was being compelled to take oath of God, my blood boiled. |
wanted that that sewak should point-blank refuse and take the consequences. But he
hesitated. He said he would engage a pleader to argue the point that oath was not
compulsory for anyone. His case was argued. For him ably. But the judge would not relent. |
was present in the court. But the sewak consented to a compromise with the court. The
court said that he must take the oath and then say that as he did not believe in God, he did
not believe in the oath. The oath was : “Knowing God as omnipresent, | promise that | shall
speak the truth and nothing but the truth.” He said these words and then addressed his own
confession of faith. | returned home deeply distressed. | was a lawyer then. | practiced in
that bigoted judge’s court. Then | made a solemn promise with myself that | would manage
to get myself summoned as a witness in his court and go to jail, but would neither submit to
his compromise nor pay fine. | had also determined that | would inform not even Shri Bhai
Mohan Deviji.

Condition arose when | was summoned as a witness. My joy knew no bounds. | told
none that | was cited and summoned as a witness in that judge’s court. | arrived in court
exactly at 11.00 a.m.— the time given to me.

After some preliminary matters the case was taken up in which | had to give evidence.



I was called, and went into the witness box. The court was full of lawyers. All know
me as a dynamite exploding God-belief and therefore were curious to know how I could take
the oath. The judge asked me to take oath. | bluntly refused to do so. I said, | can affirm, but
I can never, never take oath as | do not believe in God.” The judge was silent for some time.
The court was full with expectation and charged with surprise. But wiser councils prevailed
with him. He said, all right, do what you like. Affirm.” | affirmed that | would speak the
truth and nothing but the truth.

He relented. Perhaps he had come to know of my intentions that | would never
submit and | would go to jail so that this point may be decided ones for all. | had also decided
that | would be going to jail repeatedly till the compulsion to take oath on God was removed.
But the European Sessions Judges resolved the tangle as they had come to realize in their
civilized lands such a compulsion was foolish as against those who did not believe in God.
Oath on God was meant to secure true evidence. If the law compelled atheists to lie that
they believed in God, how would they expect such forced liars to speak the truth ? And the
court too, becomes a party to a lie, when it wants atheists to swear falsely.

When | returned from the court | told my sathi sewaks that | had washed the stain laid
on the fairest name of the Dev Samaj by a weakness shown by one of us under the
compulsion of the judge.

Even the lawyers of the court felt surprised how the judge relented.

The suffer for some truth has a moral tonic in it, which sustains us through ordeals
even of sword and fire.

I do not know the feeling of the judge when he must have gone home after the day’s
work as | was the subject of talk in the court that | was left untouched. But this much is
certain that | became a legend to his family and children as they grew up. One big man
connected with that family met me a generation after and he said, “So you are the well-
known atheist about whom we heard a lot during our childhood.” | smiled and said, “l hope |
am not the monster you must have imaged me to be. | am a harmless person claiming the
same right to my beliefs as you claim for yourself.” He simply said, “Yes” and was silent.

God-believers think they have a right to a belief in God and none has a right to
disbelief in God. What a perversion of mind ! They should extend to others the privileges
they claim they claim for themselves. This is an elementary principle of justice. But, neither
the bigots nor the fanatics have sense of justice.
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XLIV

A UNIQUE BOOK

It was, | believe, in 1910 that a unique book was published. It was the autobiography
of Bhagwan Dev Atma, Volume I. In Hindi it is called ‘Mujh Men Dev Jiwan Ka Vikas”
(Evolution of Divine Life In me). A copy of this, what | call, a great scripture, was most
graciously presented to me by the most worshipful Bhagwan Dev Atma. It was a grace which
betokened Bhagwan Dev Atma’s extra ordinary condescension. And as soon as | got this
book and started reading it, | was caught by it. It landed me in a new region of thought. |
came to realize what is meant by truth. | came to realize how impossible it was for any
human soul to become a complete lover of Truth. Low loves and low hates which dominate a
human soul lead by him the nose to falsehood. Man is, therefore, helplessly dragged away
from Truth and dragged to untruth. This consciousness open a new world to me.
Appreciation and value of truth had dawned on me before. This awakening made Bhagwan
Dev Atma’s rup very dear to me, for, | could see plainly that, left to myself, | would march
towards marshy pools of falsehoods. But when bound to the feet of Bhagwan dev Atma, |
would not only be safe but march to the verdant and life-giving planes of truth.

| developed some aversion to falsehood because | was made to see how by breathing
in the atmosphere of falsehood, one loses the capacity of appreciating and accepting truth.

“My Lord,” | prayed unto Bhagwan Dev Atma, “where is the hope for anyone who
loses the most precious feelings of appreciating and accepting truth, when in truth alone lies
the safety of human soul ? How foolish and dangerous it is to have recourse to falsehood now
and then, for any of our ends. My Bhagwan ! | feel that they are most mistaken who think
that end justifies the means. No amount of such foolish justification would stop the working
of Nature’s law that those who have recourse to falsehood for any reason whatsoever pluck
out their eyes which can appreciate truth and enfeeble the moral capacity to accept it. Save
me from such a catastrophic fate !”

This was my prayer solemnly and secretly made in my room which was a cloister to
me and that when | was a buddying lawyer. | made this prayer when this great scripture was
being read by me. It is not that thereafter | have strictly kept to speaking truth. But |
developed horror for falsehood. This feeling kept me straight and clean in my practice and in
my dealings even against the urge of lower feelings which clamored for falsehood as the best
solvent and help. | came to be trusted by clients. | came to be trusted by judges and
magistrates. | have said that on one occasion this reputation proved a great help to me.



There was a criminal case of bigamy started by a powerful section of peasants. The case was
false. | was engaged by the accused. | saw the girl. The complainants had said she was
mature and was eighteen years of age. The complainant’s party had one set object in view.
They wanted only the girl to be brought in the court. They had arranged for a gang of a
hundred persons to kidnap girl before she entered the court. They wanted to decamp with
her and risk the consequences. | was interested in not bringing her to the court. The case
was called. An eminent lawyer of the complainant’s party urged the court to send for the girl
and personally observe whether she was mature or not. | said in the court, “Your Honour,
she is hardly eleven or twelve years of age.” The magistrate said, “But have you personally
seen her ?” | said, “Yes, your Honour, | have personally seen not once but a number of
times.” The magistrate said, "This is enough ! | believe him.” That settled the case. The
complainant’s side was very week. This was their trump card. They played it and lost.

Once | was very much hard put to when a magistrate who was my friend, suddenly

»

asked me in the court, “You tell me, if your case is true.” During the course of proceedings |
began to doubt the statements of my clients. | could not therefore straightway tell him that
it was true. He saw my hesitation. He said, “I won’t take advantage of your opinion.” |
trusted him.. | said, “l believe my side is not true.” He closed the case and asked the parties
to come to a compromise at once. This compromise proved the best solution. But,
thereafter, my clients made it a point never to tell me the truth about their side. But one
suspects. If | knew positively that my side was true. | said that with conviction and | was
trusted. In one weak case in appeal only my conviction that my side was true changed the

attitude of a judge and he came into a listening mood.

It is not that | was incapable of telling untruth. My courage to speak untruth was gone
and the horror of falsehood was generated in me by that scripture.
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THE IMMORTAL SOUL

May my Bhagwan be eternally blessed ! By placing the holy scripture, “Mujh Main Dev
Jiwan Ka Vikas,” He changed further and higher up my view of life. This book revealed to me
why Bhagwan Dev Atma alone is manifested as an immortal soul. He is above all low loves
and low hates. He is, therefore, above all destructive forces. He is equipped with all the
divine forces. Hence He is every second of his life or every moment of life gathering vitality
and strengthening the constructive power of His soul. Nature never betrays. Its laws when
fulfilled inevitably produce the expected result. When the laws of higher evolution are



fulfilled to the letter, evolution and beautification of soul is inevitable. Progressive evolution
unimpeded by low loves and low hates means preservation, prolongation and even
perpetuation of life.

Human souls dominated as there are by various low loves and low hates can never
avoid their destructive effects. They distort soul-life, enfeeble constructive power, produce
perversion and invoke countless avoidable miseries on the head of their slave.

| saw this aspect of Nature very clearly by the light which this holy scripture imparted
to my soul. | saw that ignorance of the laws of Nature in which | live my life, is most
dangerous. | also saw that ignorance about the nature of soul and its evolution and
dissolution was and is bringing untold sufferings and untold misery in relations. When all
blind souls gather they must jostle and elbow each other and even trample on each other.

| developed genuine fear of this fate. | came to the conviction that this short span of
life on this earth was not a joke. Life was no fun. False consolation would not stop Nature’s
working through its laws. The chief of man should therefore be to get more and more of light
to illumine his soul-life, warn him against destructive forces, get him out of their clutches and
live his life in that light.

As Bhagwan Dev Atma alone is the fountain source of light, power and life immortal, |
resolved to give up everything— my profession, my hard-earned reputation, my family, my
community and above all my dear beautiful land— and to go and bask in His sunshine. This
gave me a powerful urge and helped me to snap ties of undue attachments to places and
persons.

| wanted the word to read this holy scripture. Though my knowledge of Hindi was
meagre and | lived day and night in Sindhi atmosphere, | resolved to translate this holy
scripture into English for the English-knowing people who did not know Hindi.

And | started translating it. | nearly completed the translation of this scripture. As
was but expected | could not convey the spirit of the treasury of truths. This translation was
never published. It was not at all considered fit enough. But that did not damp my spirits. |
had eased the tension of my heart by spending hours every day on this noble task. | found
satisfaction in having made a good attempt.

But all my efforts during those days were not completely fruitless. | became familiar
with every line in that holy scripture. Hence when years after, | started writing the biography
of Bhagwan Dev Atma, a fulfilment of the holy injunction he had laid on my weak shoulders,
my familiarity with Bhagwan’s this and other works made my work easy. | spent nearly six
years in writing Bhagwan Dev Atma’s biography. Of course | could not devote more than 4 to



5 hours a day to it except during vacations or other times when | had to go out on Samaj
work. But my past endeavor proved a veritable source of faith and strength to me.

I had the rare privilege of learning at the feet of Bhagwan Himself the inner meaning
and special aspects of His unique teachings. | had chances to study His unique life as close
quarters personally. This training proved a great asset to me in all my future writings. My
condition of mind at present is that | feel and believe. | can write and publish a daily paper
on Bhagwan’s writings and philosophy for considerable number of years. | do not know how
to write Hindi and Urdu. Hence | snatch chances to induce some friends to write my
dictation. Shriman Bhai Amar Singhli has been specially kind to me in this respect. Shriman
Hiteshi Sinhji and Dr. Siri RamlJi have also helped me much. Had | one person constantly with
me to write to my dictation the articles, | could have given, by this time, matter for our
journals which may have lasted for years. But it seems time has not ripe for that.
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XLVI

THE WONDER WORK OF “DEV PRABHAAVS”

I am often asked how is that without attending regular training course in any
institution | became a life worker f the Dev Samaj. My friends forget a fundamental fact
when they put this question to me. My great benefactor, Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji resigned
his most covetable job with future brilliant prospects only after two months’ contact with the
divine atmosphere created by Bhagwan. There was no regular training center then ! At the
age of eighteen, Shriman Bhai Amar Singhji took a daring plunge into the then unknown
water only by attending Bhagwan Dev Atma’s few meetings. In fact, Bhagwan Dev Atma’s
Dev Prabhav’s work the miracle and not the name. If only one can have Bhagwan Dev Atma’s
direct guidance, he is most blessed, because he literally basks in the sunshine of the spiritual
sun. This sun conveys these blessings through His Dev Bani— his most holy words. Shriman
Saradar Jamiat Singh Ji was converted for all times by Bhagwan Dev Atma’s Bani through his
journal “Biradar-e-Hind.” Shri Bhai Sahabji used to tell me that one article of Bhagwan Dev
Atma (Death ! Death !!) transformed his outlook on life for all times. Shriman Devatv Singhji
one day said that one article of Bhagwan Dev Atma (I do not belong to you) had magical
effect on his life. In that article, the worshipful Bhagwan had shown how every thing in
Nature tells us, “I do not belong to you.”
and objects. That article had a great effect on me also. But Bhagwan’s Autobiography
proved a Divine Vikasalay for me. As the atmosphere of Vikasalay conveys light and power of
Bhagwan, so this most holy scripture conveyed light to me. The light was simply dazzling. |

How foolish it is to lose one’s heart to such things



felt the poverty of my soul-powers as | had never felt before. | went into a mood of deep
humility to Bhagwan. | felt myself for all times a beggar at His door. | prayed unto Him as a
devotee prays. The power that | got made a brave man of me. Whenever | felt out of sorts
and not able enough to meet an unhappy or adverse situation, | opened this most holy book
and started reading it. Sometimes perusal of a few lines used to remove the feelings of
depression and | used to rise as a new man quite fit to meet adverse situations.

On the first page of that holy scripture, Bhagwan has defined the nature f Dev Jiwan
(Divine Life). Countless times | have read that. Every time it gives me a new aspect of it. The
definition is as under :--

“By the evolution of complete Divine Forces (or Dev Shakties) , that most beautiful
and highest life blossoms in soul which is called Dev Jiwan (Divine Life).”

So | realized what was meant by divine life. It came as a ripe fruit or crowning flower
of all sided spiritual powers or Dev Shakties. That Life was not possible in anybody devoid of
these divine powers. It was impossible of manifestation in souls dominated by low loves and
low hates.

We human souls dominated as we are by various low loves and low hates, can never
grow into that life. We can, therefore, have no direct experience of that life. Unless our
heart is lit with Bhagwan Dev Atma’s divine light, we shall never be able to imagine or
visualize it.

It was Bhagwan Dev Atma’s light which has lit up my soul, shown me the nature of my
own life and the beauty and sublimity of Bhagwan’s life. Hence it is that | went enthusiastic
over the sight opened before me. | caught glimpses of Dev Jiwan and yearned to bask under
it so as to shake off the ugliness in soul-life produced by various low loves and low hates.

Several times my mind used to be so deeply gripped by such a vision that it would
come before my mind any number of times in a day.

This awakening made the singing stotra a delightful and most elevating matter to me.
Whenever | sang stotra | used to muse for long on the Dev Jiwan of Bhagwan Dev Atma.

Musing over Bhagwan’s life made me disgusted with the ugliness of life led by general
man. Hence | used to feel Bhagwan as the only shelter for me. | used to feel death
everywhere else. This proved a great solvent for most of mu undue attachments. | saw
death wherever low loves ruled. | saw perfect safety t the feet of Dev Jiwan Dhari Bhagwan
Dev Atma.
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XLVII

THE MIGHTY UPHOLDER OF TRUTH

Bhagwan Dev Atma has very graciously made mention of eight constituents of the
love of Truth which dawned and evolved in His soul. Two out of these eight had lasting effect
on my heart. One of them was love to stand by Truth. How these attracted me like a needle
to a magnet is very difficult for me to describe. In the light of this truth, | tried to understand
many incidents of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s life as given in that holy book and others. For
Bhagwan, to see Truth and to accept it was one and the same thing. There was no conflict in
His mind between low loves and higher loves. No low love over ruled His heart. Low desires
played at His feet like pet or spaniel dogs. Once Bhagwan was convinced that centuries old
and deeply cherished belief in God was false, His mental struggle was over. No other
consideration weighed with Him or influenced His decision. He consigned to fire all such
books which He believed would mislead mankind into that belief. His five values of “Ruhani
Zindgi” (Spiritual Life) which are the Bible of hundreds who have still got them re out of print,
because they were written when Bhagwan believed in God and they had a basis in that belief.
Theists who have read them still remember them with deep reverence. An old man— a
devout theist met me only a few months ago. He said, “Your Guru Maharaj’s work “Ruhani
Zindgi” is always on my table for morning sadhan or religious exercise. | often drink deep of
its waters and feel elevated.”

Such a popular work was withdrawn, as it preached a false belief. Bhagwan was never
influenced by what world believes or says. The only consideration which weighed with Him
was weather it was true or false. Truth alone was detestable with Him.

Once Bhagwan Dev Atma addressing me said, “Men do not realize the might of Truth.
When | gave up false belief in God the Theists of a denomination thought they would
bombard me and smash my work once they succeeded in broadcasting the fact that | had
given up belief in God. | took up the challenge. | had till then confined preaching against God
to my Samaj. From that time my society started active propaganda against this false belief.
The cudgels of truth have proved so very effective that the same theists now make an appeal
that they would cease their propaganda if Dev Samaj stops its own. We have not agreed to
this. We could not. Ours is no compromise with falsehood.”

Such is the substance of Bhagwan’s talk with me in the presence of several others.
The mighty campaign heralded by Bhagwan against this age-long belief has shaken it to its
foundation and there are thousands of young men in the Punjab who have given up belief in
God.



There was a time when lecture against God was received with terrible opposition. In
1907 when | delivered my first lecture in the Punjab against the existence of God, one Arya
leader (who subsequently proved too mighty a fish for them to swallow) led a regular syappa
outside our gates.

The time came when my lectures on God eagerly sought after. Only persons holding
passes were permitted to attend. There was so much demand for passes by theists
themselves and specially the youths that we had to refuse many. In 1918, 1919 and 1920 this
system was followed. No outsider was permitted to enter without a pass.

All that metamorphosis in public opinion and public attitude was the direct result of
Bhagwan Dev Atma’s mighty blows of the hammer of truth which He and His most humble
followers dealt at this age-long belief. The tree of this belief has tottered. It is never to rise
again.

Bhagwan Dev Atma’s unique services even in this line would one day shine brilliantly
and for this one service alone he will be reckoned as one of the greatest benefactors of
mankind.

Bhagwan rescued religion from the mire of this false belief and its attendant other
false beliefs.
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CASTE & CREED CONSIDERATIONS VANISH

The spirit of standing upto my convictions developed in me by repeatedly reading that
7th. Constitution of love of Truth which evolved in its splendour in the divine soul of Bhagwan
Dev Atma. | had come to realize in Dev Samaj that distinctions based on caste, creed or color
were unjust and unfair. Every man was to be judged as man. As soon as this consciousness
awakened in me, my conduct underwent a change and | began to put that in practice. | began
to take water brought by Mohammedan peons. My caste-men came to hear of it. The head-
man— a great admirer of my father— came all the way to my town where | practiced and
met me in the court. He said, “Son, | have learnt, you drink water brought to you by a
Mohammedan peon. The caste-men have taken it very ill.” 1 said in reply, “Go and tell my
community people that I shall continue to follow this practice. And tell them further that |
have resolved to take water brought to me by an untouchable.”



He felt crest-fallen. He knew | was serious. In his own way he pitied me how low |
had fallen.

In those early days it was no joke to openly drink the water from a Mohammedan’s
hands. | talk about Vaishnavas. That was the community to which | belonged.

Once | went to Bombay and saw a Mohammedan gentleman in aid of our society. |
felt thirsty. | requested the gentleman to get me a glass of water. “But | am a Mohammedan”,
he said. “I said, | want water ant not any creed.” He felt bewildered. He got me a glass of
water. | took it. Then he said, “l wish a Hindu like you had seen me for funds In my rosy days.
I would have given him a fat sum.”

This change has not ceased. It went on getting stronger. | came to Ferozepur and
became the first Principal of a college. The sweepers lived on the premises. We had a
Persian wheel then. There was also an arrangement to draw water with bucket. Once |
returned from vidyalya and found the sweepress standing near the well. | asked her, “Why
are you standing here ?” She said that she was there for nearly two hours requesting
students and Hindu servants to give her water. “Why don’t you draw the water yourself ?” |
asked. She said, “All Hindu would resent it.” “All right, woman.” | said, “You go to your
house. The Principal of the College shall fetch your water in future just to expiate the wrong
done to you.”

| filled up the jar and took them to her house. She protested but | silenced her. The
students came to know of this. Their attitude changed materially. They permitted her to
draw water from the well. A problem was solved for all times. | began to have Hindu and
Mohammedan students. | saw that keeping them in air-tight holes were proving a nuisance.
Boys saw that | was above food distinctions. But there were separate arrangement of water
for Hindus and Mohammedans. Some boys deeply resented separate arrangement of water.
Hence with the full consent of the boys common kitchen with water was arranged in which all
were to use the same utensil for food and drink. Sir Feroze Khan Noon was deeply impressed
by this new and successful experiment. When he presided over a function at Layallpur he
talked about our (Boys’) College and asked other colleges to start this experiment by
dropping objectionable dishes. But none has so far done this. In Bhagwan’s world even the
most knotty problems get solved.

I was in need of a male servant to cook meals for my family. My wife who walks with
me hand in hand in all matters of reforms, at once agreed to engage a so-called ‘chamar’
woman. My wife is a most efficient cook. Her dishes are most popular. She trained that
woman. She had rationality and woman’s hands. She learnt the art. | kept her as long as she
liked to remain with me. | was not encouraged in this step. | was condemned. Some families



wanted to boycott me. But such non-co-operation never could affect me. Most of the
families veered round and a good tradition began to be formed. Relations of that cook felt
grateful to me. 1 wondered why ? | told them | should be grateful to you for having provided
me with a fine cook. The service was however mutual. | have ever wondered how foolish it
is to deprive the nation of the services of such useful people merely because we have chosen
to dub them as untouchables. Could we by our cruelty deprive them of their right to live as
men ? But superstitions die hard. | have seen persons quailing before a violent agitation
against such a useful practice. But Bhagwan had steadied my step, developed my moral legs
and | stood unmoved even before storms in such matters.
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MY BHAGWAN MADE A MAN OF ME

Bhagwan Dev Atma made it very easy for me to live upto my convictions. Not only did
| break caste in my own case, but my late brother whose marriage | had arranged also
married out of caste. He married a Brahmin girl— daughter and sister of eminent Dev
Samajists. My own son has also married outside caste. He married an Arora girl, daughter of
a well-known Dev Samajist. As it has become easy for fish to swim in water, so it has become
easy for me and my children to break the bonds of caste.

My wife was the first to put on saree in my community and go with me— her
husband— for walk and in orthodox place like my native town. In our town this was a
singular case. But this then unpopular dress brought a lot of condemnation. Once my wife
told me that when she passed one street she was abused indirectly, though by a group of
women sitting there. | told her, “Put on saree. She asked, “Why ?’ | said, “l am going to take
you through that street so that they may accustomed with that sight !” Such a drastic step
had its own peculiar influence on public mind.

Only a day after our marriage we had to pass through a trial. Our revered Pandit Har
Narayanji who officiated on our marriage had to leave the place next day. My wife and |
accompanied him upto Sukkar. She was asked by me to put on a saree— an unusual form of
dress. She was a frail creature then so far as her bodily health was concerned. It was hot
month of June. The train left at about noon time. At station curious spectators assembled. |
held an umbrella over her to protect her from hot sun. People felt outraged at a husband
holding umbrella over the head of his wife— dressed in saree and the daughter of that town.
I am translating their feeling as expressed in Sindhi.



| wonder at this stage how my wife stood all that scathing ridicule and unpopularity—
she, such a weak person in body. But she has always stood by me as a loyal and absolutely
true companion.

But all this experience helped her much in life. Her moral courage grew apace and she
sometimes went ahead of me in several kinds of reform which | undertook. It makes us
better able to follow similar steps. Such is my own personal experience.

A very singular case was put before me. An innocent woman was criminally assaulted
by a rouge. After some time she suspected that she was going to have a baby. We Dev
Samajists consider it a dark sin to end life of a foetus. But she was feeling desperate as to
how she would face the world and who would give her protection till the day of confinement.
| volunteered to give her shelter upto the last and have her safely confined. My wife at once
joined me. It did not at all worry me how the world look at my step. | was only concerned
with the fact as to whether the step was good. Bhagwan Dev Atma was always there to help
me. Of the

One night a sathi sewak came to me. He said, “You know my daughter betrothed.
The boy’s party press me to give her in marriage to them. | am sewak of Bhagwan Dev Atma.
| know my girl is a minor. | cannot commit the sin of giving a minor in marriage. How do you
advise ?” | said, “Stand firm !” “But they might break the engagement,” he said. | thought for
a moment and said, “Let them, we can’t let a sin be committed out of fear of the
consequences.” “What is the worst that can happen ?” | asked. He said, that he may be
disowned by his mother. “Are you prepared for all consequences ? | f so, | am with you. All
that | have is at your disposal.” He got up and said, “I shall brave all consequences but never
submit.”

He stood firm. The engagement was broken. He was expelled from his house with his
wife. His wife went to her parents’ house. He joined me as one of the members of my
family. The storm raged furiously. He became the talk of the town. But | stood steadfast as
if nothing was blowing over heads. After some time clouds dispersed. The girl was betrothed
thereafter in a very good family. The mother got reconciled. We all came out better,
stronger and more blessed after the struggle was over. That dear sathi sewak used to tell me
often, “But for your co-operation, | would have yielded. It was too much of a strain on me to
face the angry public opinion.” But | was unaware of such a kind of trembling on his part.

My Bhagwan made a man of me !
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IF GOD GOES THE BEST REMAINS

If any sadhak wants to see the glory of truth and develop attraction for true
knowledge, he must make it a point to read and re-read Bhagwan Dev Atma’s Autobiography
(Mujh Mein Dev Jiwan Ka Vikas). If he wants to develop horror of false beliefs, false practices,
false rites, false ceremonies, false gods, false worship etc. etc., he must drink deep at the
fountain of this nectar. The story of conversion in my life in these respects supports my
contention. It is strange that without any great struggle and without bearing the pangs of
conflict of emotions, silently and successfully | developed repulsion for false beliefs and
dangerous practices which offend truth. Caste system offends truth. It blinds a caste-ridden
person to the truth that others outside his caste are also equally respectable, equally
meritorious in their work, equally enlightened if not more. | got repulsion for caste bonds.
False beliefs perverts human vision and disables man from accepting even tested truth. | got
repulsion for false beliefs. There is no social custom opposed to Truth and Goodness which
has least influence on me.

This holy scripture did me the highest good. Though | am emotional, | am in the main
of a philosophic mind. My hatred of ignorance is intense. Hence | long for knowledge. My
feat became firm because of my growing faith in Bhagwan Dev Atma’s wonderful philosophy.
This holy scripture gives us a record of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s struggle against untruth and his
herculean efforts at discovering the truth philosophy. While humanity is satisfied with blind
faiths or with certain reforms introduced in their cults, Bhagwan was busy in two-fold blessed
work of discovering philosophy of true religion and converting human souls from the life of
sins and corruption to the life of unselfish service. The old beliefs in the world were tottering.
Some had fallen. Some were crumbling to pieces. Soul and religion were coming into
contempt. Lot of indifference prevailed about every knowledge relating to them. All talk of
spiritual matters had come to be believed as an opiate to induce man to go into slumbers.
Thus higher soul-life which matters highest to man was fast slipping from his fingers.

It is true Bhagwan expelled God-belief from the world of religion. “What remained
then ?” asked the bewildered humanity. “All that matters remains,” said Bhagwan. “Nature
remains, its infiniteness, its eternity, its indestructibility remains. Those who live the life of
justice by being fair and square towards things, objects and persons in Nature, prove that
moral order is and remains in Nature. Those who develop higher or altruistic feelings and
sacrifice and surrender all their powers and possession in promoting the welfare of the
existence and kingdom of Nature, prove that spiritual order is and remains in Nature and that
they are moral and spiritual who develop feelings of justice in cosmic relations and feelings of



altruism in cosmic relations. Cosmic relations remain and kingdom of moral and spiritual life
is there for man to gather and grow.”

We do not need the so-called God to make us moral. We do not need the so-called
God to be spiritual. The world of morals and spiritual life is in cosmic relations.

| read all this in that holiest of holy books. | opened my eyes in a new world. | felt
new throbs of life new aspiration, new ambitions, all having their orbit in relations. | felt as |
had never felt before that life of justice and altruism was the only life worth living and that it
was not possible for me to live that life in the world with constant anxiety to make headway
in worldly ambitions. This change never let the roots of my life go deep in worldly life and get
clung to worldliness and live and die in its service.

Bhagwan Dev Atma’s Dev Rup appeared to me as infinitely greater than my rup or rup
of all mankind. | had studied lives of men of outstanding stature and even they paled before
the glory of Bhagwan. Those great workers of the Dev Samaj whom | used to feel very tall in
soul stature, also appeared to me very small in comparison to Bhagwan.

This holy book has been, therefore, my great teacher.
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HUMAN SOULS ARE ETERNALLY DEPENDENT

ON DEV ATMA

The eighth constituent of the love of truth has given Bhagwan Dev Atma a position of
unparalleled and unique eminence. This consists of investigation and search after truth
connected with the knowledge of true religion. This kept Bhagwan Dev Atma busy and
devoted for a number of years in the most difficult task of investigating those profound truths
which relate to true religion. It make Bhagwan ruthless critic even of his own beliefs. He
refused to accept any truth merely on authority or because it was hoary or popular belief
commanding millions as its believers or because it was indigenous or because it was
contained in some holy scripture or because it was revealed by so-called God etc. This
extraordinary love brought extraordinarily good results.

When | read, re-read and repeatedly perused it, my reverence for Bhagwan Dev Atma
grew intensively deeper. | felt that for all times | was dependent on Bhagwan; for being



bereft on this love | was shut out from the world of precious truths about soul life which that
unique love alone could unlock.

| realized that my position was one of an earnestly prayerful man for Bhagwan’s
unique light which was progressively growing in Him. Yes, human souls are for eternity
dependent on the Dev Atma.

| found in Him a port for the ship of my life. | found a heaven. | knew the value and
importance of this solid ground | placed my foot on by accepting Bhagwan’s philosophy. |
was saved.

Once | dreamt. | saw that water of the river on the bank of which my town was
situated had inundated the town and the whole town was submerged. | saw that | alone out
of that town was saved because | found a rocky mound much above water. This dream was
so vivid that it was remained with me upto now.

It is true | alone left that town permanently for Punjab to be at the feet of Bhagwan.
So far the dream can be interpreted to have proved under understandable.

It is strange that though | found the whole town under water and waves dashing
against the rocky mound | was not assailed by any fear that | may be also washed away. | felt
certain | was safe and sound and | would go scathe less.

A number of my contemporaries have died. There are some who are living. But all
have remained devoid of the unique opportunity that | got of accepting Bhagwan Dev Atma’s
refuge and giving all to be at His feet and get into personal touch with His august personality.

I wonder why the world is blind to such positive facts that where there is no desire,
there can be no search in the region opened by that desire. Even if one has desire and no
capacity the desire would go barren. As it is foolish to expect a barren woman to have a
child, so it is foolish to expect discovery of true religion by those who were devoid of the love
of truth, and who were ruled by powers which led one inevitably to falsehood. A man may
have some distant approach to some one out of the first seven constituents of truth, but all
are shut out from the eighth constituent of the love of truth. In matters of religion blind faith
is valued. It is insisted upon. Doubt is believed to be an apostocy (Crime) liable to the
heaviest punishment by jealous and wrathful (Furious) God. He who questions becomes a
‘Kaffir’ is the saying of such unfortunate souls. This blind faith has cast chains on practically
the whole mankind.



Love of truth must be absolutely above blind faith. For such a lover, truth matters and
not any belief. Such a height of soul-life could be possible only for Dev Atma. This is why
Bhagwan Dev Atma is the highest worshipful being.

All such training in true religion | got by the perusal of this holy scripture. My faith
that Bhagwan’s unique philosophy would prevail is so intense and so complete that | believe
that if there were no sewak of Bhagwan in the world, even then Bhagwan’s most precious
scripture (Dev Vani) would conquer the world. Without accepting Bhagwan’s philosophy, the
world would be always stranded and wreck itself on the hidden shoals of low loves and low
hates.

The slogan that not happiness but higher evolution of soul-life is the true goal of man
would captivate and conquer human hearts and mankind would rush to the fountain head to
learn more and more of the truth which leads to that goal.

This faith has been eternal hope and consolation amidst storms which have raged on
several occasion over my head.
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HOW MY ASSOCIATION WITH DEV SAMAIJ

GREW FIRM

The training that | had received at the feet of my revered father had developed in me
a fascination for the Himalyan resorts to pass my life there as a recluse in deep meditation.
Two things saved me from that catastrophe (Disaster). One was that | had begun to doubt
even the existence of God at the age of 12 years. | remember how this doubt arose. My
father was a great devotee. He used to get up at 3 a.m., busy himself in turning of beads and
silent prayers upto 5 a.m. He would then get up, attend to his daily needs and at about 6
a.m. he would go to the bank of a canal. To my personal knowledge he had built with the
help of others a new ghat for bathing purposes. | saw him bringing saplings of banyan and
pipal tees which he planted with his own hands there. As he was by caste a Bhatiya and his
helpers were all Bhatiyas, the ghat came to be called Bhatiya Ghat. My revered father who
had perhaps highest love for me in the family, used to take me at an early hour to the ghat.
Even when he used to hold picnics he would take us to spend our time in that secluded spot.
This constant going awakened in me very great attraction for trees and running water. Even
to-day when | saw any sight of running water, | am deeply affected. The running water gives



me deepest impression of ceaseless change working in Nature and futility of attaching my
heart hopelessly to any single wave or object in Nature. | came to have a feeling that nothing
is and all is becoming. My child mind, my revered father’s example of life and the philosophy
he had taught me, all lured me to run away from the world to seek the eternal. But when |
made up my mind to make a start with turning of beads, a question arose in me: “Who
created God ?” | tried to silence my mind that this serial of creators went to ad-infinitum and
that where my mind failed to grasp the situation, | should believe God to be there. But all
this silencing was of no avail to me. This doubt was one of the greatest impediments towards
running after the eternal. My mind would refuse to accept changeless eternal. | did go to
mandir. | joined in public devotion but my heart refused to be reconciled to the beliefs which
are supposed to give solace to millions. My mother found peace in worship of idols. My
father found peace in contemplating over the eternal. But neither the one nor the other gave
me peace of mind. | questioned and went on questioning. Finding no solid ground for
thought, | used to burst into tears. | could not share this state of my mind with others. | felt
they would shun me if they knew | had come to doubt the very existence of God. | was too
young to argue the position. | felt | should smother (restrict) my questioning mind and stifle
all doubt. Hence | applied myself to it. | said Krishna did exist. He is believed as God. What
is there not to accept him as God. But even my child mind was not prepared to accept the
view that Shri Krishna could be omnipresent and omnipotent. The limitation of his body and
his dependence on food, milk, water, wife, disciple, etc., troubled me as matters inconsistent
with infinite God who is above law of Nature and its creator. Vedanatism which is the
accepted belief of the Vaishbavas— the community to which | belonged— failed to capture
my mind. It was an outrage on mind to believe that universe with multi-million existences
which all assert their separate existence are all Maya and Brahm is the only reality. | did not
argue out the absurdity. | saw it. As | saw tables, chairs, cots, etc. etc., so | saw the reality of
all existences in Nature so long as the lived.

| grew in age. | passed Matric. | joined D.J. Sindh College. There once | learnt that in
Max-Denso Hall a theosophist was to deliver a lecture on the existence of God. | was
standing in the upper storey of the college when | came to hear about the lecture. There
were only ten minutes to time. | ran to the place. That day the lecturer must have no more
anxious listener to his speech to his speech than myself. | was there for full time. But |
returned disappointed. He emphasized the value of belief in the personal experience of
those who had realized God. This was an unreasonable position. Those who claimed to hear
God or see Him, gave contradictory and some times most irrational teachings which science
exploded and common sense revolted at.



Before | appeared for previous examination, | read in a Gazette that a young man Mr.
Jagjiwan Vallabhji Shah— a Gujrati— had stood first class in philosophy and was appointed
Professor in Baroda College.

I decided at once to go after passing previous examination to Baroda to study
philosophy at his feet and learn from him if any such being God existed.

| passed previous examination. Accompanied by some of my friends | reached Baroda.

| saw my professor. | was happy to sit at his feet. | hung on his lips. In that test
examination in Inter Arts | stood first in the class. In bi-annual house examination | got
scholarship and prize. My professor was pleased with me. | then sought his interview.

| un-bosomed myself to him my conflicts of mind. He listened to me sympathetically.
He finally said, “You can never prove God by canons of logic or scientific test. By faith alone
you can continue to believe Him.” “But, Sir,” | said, “My faith can no longer remain blind.
Blind belief | see is ruining millions.” “In that case walk on the lines your mind accepts and
thereby alone you can reach your goal.” He advised.

After this, | declared my faith. What a tremendous storm is brought about ! | became
the most hated object. Some students actually abused me. | saw this attitude of my fellow
students and my belief strengthened that God-belief was not only false but harmful as it bred
hatred and intolerance. | also saw what nearer the persons were to their God nearer were
they to hellish life. Men of bad character were strongest in their condemnation of me.

One day | felt unhappy and told them, “A religion or belief which could produce men
like you does not deserve to be touched with a pair of tongs.”

This exasperated them. | left off close intimacy with such persons. My circle of friends
grew smaller. But | felt happier. | had more time to study and think than to waste in gossip
as | used to do before. | have ever thereafter realized that one should have as few persons as
friends as possible to take his time. One should have wider contacts but not closer contacts.

But though my God-belief was gone, my soul hungered for the guidance of my life by
some unique soul, so that he may take me to the heights of higher life.

I had come under the influence of Shriman Bhai Mohan Deviji. His extraordinary
character had drawn me to him. | sought his society for my moral uplift. Gradually, | came
to know that even Dev Samaj had no faith in God and yet it stood for highest and noblest
ideal of life. My association with Dev Samaj became more frequent and firm.
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BHAGWAN MY SHEET ANCHOR

Bhagwan Dev Atma has made religion a matter of every-day life for me. He removed
for all times the artificial distinction between life lived in the world or in relations and the life
cut off from all relations. He removed the illusion that religion was meant for one who was
dead to the world. Man could be highly religious without renouncing his life of earning his
bread and rearing up children. The whole question was what kind of ties bound us to things
and persons. If they were ties of self we were done-up. If they were ties of altruism we could
suck nectar from every relation. Wife was a boon if our relation with her were on the basis of
higher life. Children were a boon if we brought them up on the basis of higher life. Power
and position were a boon if we utilized them for the highest service of others.

Thus Bhagwan made our cosmic relations the field for the growth and expression of
the noblest life.

Hence my dream to take to life of religion was changed from signing for Himalayan
resorts to living exclusively for the service of others. Being a limited man, | could not live at
my best in my profession of law. Hence | was anxious to cast off this yoke and take to
Bhagwan’s cause as the foremost aim in my life.

What a remarkable change of vision of attitude and mind !

So this holy book— Mujh Me Dev Jiwan Ka Vikas— became my teacher and inspirer. |
therefore clung to it.

The light that this holy book shed on me inner life made me restless and unhappy with
the life of selfishness or the life mainly lived for myself.

| also saw that though Bhagwan evolved in me the desire for true knowledge, it did
not develop into love for true knowledge and search for it. | liked truth. | abhorred false
beliefs. But even that much drama was played in my life through the light of Bhagwan.
Whenever this light was absent, that drama ceased to stage itself in my heart.

When such was the state of my heart, research for truth was out of the question. |
could take spiritual food but | could not earn it. Even this much change | realized as a boon.
All around | witnessed painful sight. Millions were not even taking food. They were living on
supposed food, which was in fact poison. To be able to realize true knowledge as food, and
blind and false belief as poison is also a great step forward.



As | was not earner of bread, | had to depend on one who earned food for me.
Bhagwan Dev Atma all alone and quite unaided was busy in explaining the true philosophy of
soul and His capacity to pick up gems of the spiritual truths had grown so mighty that almost
every day newer and newer aspects of truths dawned on Him.

While world was sunk in soul-darkness and possessed no love for truth, this unique
manifestation was busy day and night in lifting off the bane of blindness on soul-life and
flooding human hearts with His unique light and enabling them to play a new and novel
drama in life. Those who received His unique light, conveyed that message to others. By
being messengers of hope and life their value and importance also increased manifold.

My utter dependence on Him became a living realty with me. So not only did | want
to live for His cause but | wanted still more to live directly under His personal care and to
directly learn His philosophy at His feet.

These promptings were there. But they were not sufficiently strong to snap my ties
with the profession, in which | had made a name, with the land that was the cradle of my
struggles and successes, with the good and enviable reputation | had made there, even with
all the associates whose love, loyalty and admiration | enjoyed.

This required time. The seed were laid. But they had to grow into flowering and fruit-
giving stage. My aspiration was there but it lacked energy or the spirit of moral adventure
and spiritual flight.

| had at home a great companion in my revered wife. She had returned to me from
the Vikasalay in 1912. By that time the holy book—Mujh Mein Dev Jiwan Ka Vikas— had
greatly influenced my life. She silently began to exercise influence on me to deepen my
consciousnesses. Her constant was that we both should give up all and go to Lahore to live at
Bhagwan’s feet. Once she told me bluntly, “What would avail us if we give our lives to
Bhagwan’s cause after he leaves this earth. Then the life of renunciation and service would
lose much of its value and most of its privilege in my eyes. Take to leap now during
Bhagwan’s stay on this earth. Otherwise it would be too late for us.” This theme she harped
on, thereafter, on several occasions. This constant appeal made to my heart by who had so
much at stake, naturally began to work its way on my susceptible heart. | earned for the
family. | wanted to earn for our children. Profession of law was a paying profession. She
could build property only if | stayed on to earn. She could send children for highest and
foreign education if | stayed on to earn. She knew all this. But even then her appeals to me
persisted. She was not dismayed by the prospect of a life of renunciation.
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LIV

THE IDEAL AFTER MY HEART

| found in Bhagwan Dev Atma an ideal after my heart. | had gradually acquired
repulsion for the life of all such sadhus who besmeared ashes on their body, wore clotted
locks, had only a lion cloth and a sheet of cloth to cover their upper portion of body or wore
ochre coloured clothes, lived on charity of others by begging etc., etc. A brahmachari from
infancy right upto his last day on this earth had failed to appeal to me as one deserving to be
limited. If this principle were universalized there would be no homes. Sadhus would be the
first to starve. There would be no children. Humanity would come to a standstill. Millions
would marry in spite of such confirmed celibates. They will have family problems. How can a
life-long celibate solve such problems ? One has lots of problems with children. How can a
life-long celibate understand them ? One has to live as a neighbour. One who has renounced
the world can shed no light on how to adjust our relations with our neighbours. We,
therefore, want some one who has lived an ideal life in various relations whom we could
imitate. God-worship had appeared to be an absurd endeavor because in the first place such
a being was an impossible thing and in the second place he can never be an ideal for one who
has lot of problems in his life among relations. The fanciful being called God has no parents.
He has had, therefore, no problems in this relation. How could he teach me by example ? He
has no wife. How can he shed light of personal example on my family problems ? He never
came and lived amongst us to guide us by his daily life ? Besides this, by worshipping him |
learn nothing of service of others. He himself has no headaches so that | can soothe him, no
stomachache so that | may nurse him out of it, no lack of food so that | may feed him, no lack
of cloth so that | may clothe his naked body. In humanity | get all these sights. Hence my
better side of life gets food and becomes better. God as an ideal is useless for those who
have all their problems in cosmic relations.

Those sages or seers who ran away from homes and never acknowledged their
parents are bad guides and cannot be safe guides for those who have to live a home life.

Absurd ideals have brought about dangerous results.

In Bhagwan Dev Atma | saw all that was fine in civilization represented in its greatest
glory. He possessed perfect sense of cleanliness in matters personal and domestic. When he
went out for a morning walk even the most fastidious could not have found anything to
object to so far as neatness and cleanliness were occurred. His dress, His shoes, His head
dress, His stick, His face, His hands, all betokened of the holiness that is in neatness. In His
study room everything was neat and tidy. If anybody did love beauty in simplicity, order in



multiplicity, tidiness in floor, walls and roof and general appearance, he would go back from
this house elevated and inspired and he would feel that life was something more precious to
live, provided it was lived in higher atmosphere of things and persons.

Again, my Bhagwan Could not tolerate breech of time engagements. Some foolish
leaders treat late-coming lightly. They degrade themselves by such thoughtlessness. Dev
Samaj is perhaps the only religious society founded in India where all functions begin in time,
where the public opinion has become so strong that un punctuality is reckoned as a high
crime.

Most of the Dev Samajists have formed a habit of punctuality in all public
engagements and they are naturally in time.

My Bhagwan has thousands of engagements with His own people and with the world
outside. Never once did He prove false to His time engagements. The public was also
trained to believe that. With Bhagwan Monday was Monday, 1 p.m. was 1 p.m. and not
even 5 minutes after 1 p.m. Bhagwan could never understand ‘Indian time’ which meant
breech of time engagements. Even in other engagements, Bhagwan never failed. What a
tremendous and awe inspiring love of Truth ! What a life of trustworthiness such a love
generates !!

My Bhagwan represented not only that which was finest in higher civilization but all
that was holy and sublime in domestic relations and in all other relations.

To worship such an ideal in order to make rapid progress towards all that is fine and
beautiful in life, is a privilege.
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LV

SOME MYSTERIOUS FACTORS

Besides Atam Katha and Mujh Mein Dev Jiwan Ka Vikas, Part |, there were other
factors which helped my life. | have already mentioned that the first exemplar was Shriman
Bhai Mohan Deviji. It was a curious combination of events which brought me to his feet. |
was living with my parents in my uncle’s house. This uncle used to worship my father. It was
at the special request of my uncle that my father had agreed to live with him. This uncle had
purchased some house property in the name of my father. Women had some disagreement
and my removed us to a rented house in the street at the back of my uncle’s house. In that
street used to live Shriman Bhai Mohan Devji. The boys of that street used to talk to me how



he had renounced all and gone to his Guru. | was then hardly ten years of age. My
imagination was excited. | pictured him in my mind as a sage who had turned his back on the
world, was adamant to all cries and lamentations of his dear and near and went unaffected to
the Himalayan retreats. He appeared to me as a glorious person. | developed admiration for
him though | had never seen him. The other boys did not seem to be influenced by the story
of his great renunciation. But several times | used to sit on a thara (raised platform) of an
opposite house and contemplate over his great step. But | soon found that his name was a
taboo in my community. | used to wonder why it was so ! Women used to get nervous at
any talk about him. But all that did not diminish my admiration for him. After some time my
uncle persuaded my father to return to his house. We went back. But my destiny was made.
| feel as if Nature’s powers had worked in a way that my sensitive heart should develop
unconscious reverence for him who was to be my best guide to the spiritual luminary,
Bhagwan Dev Atma.

It was perhaps in 1898 that | felt some perturbation in our high school. It was said
that one sadhu was to deliver lecture on the evils of drinking. The Head Master was to
preside. It is strange that that Head Master himself was a great drunkard. But it seems the
lecture had gor sanction from the Inspector of School at Karachi. He was a European. The
Head Master had to obey. This sadhu was none other than Shriman Bhai Mohan Deviji.

I have never drunk in life. Hence the lecture held no lesson for me. But as my young
eyes saw his shining face, | was caught for all times. | felt there was some new halo for him.
Like a needle | was drawn to his magnetic personality.

But | was hardly 14 or 15 years of age. Was shy by nature. | used, therefore, to admire
him from a distance.

I attended his lecture and then got up and left without being noticed by Shriman
Mohan Devji. But his silent influence worked permanent impression on me. It was due to his
persuasion that | became a sewak. | was initiated into membership by Shriman Bhai Amar
Singh Ji— the oldest and most veteran worker of the Dev Samaj.

It was again he who trained me to write and speak.

He was the first to initiate me into the mysteries of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s unique
personality and unique teachings. He developed in me reverence of a sublime kind. | used to
reveal in the music of the Dev Vani. | felt, as | feel even now, that this universe had become a
temple for me and that Dev Atma was the highest divine force worthy to be worshiped by all.

He selected Shrimati Saraswati Devi for me as my life-partner and thus introduced in
my life a factor of great potency.



He introduced me into the art of collecting funds.
He developed my spirit of fighting out adverse forces against Dev Samaj.
He developed in me hatred of insane caste distinctions based on birth.

He developed in me the spirit of facing large audiances quite undismayed and
ex[posing their false beliefs.

Thus by his person interest inmy soul he made me a worshipper of Bhagwan Dev
Atma, a soldier in the fight by Dev Samaj against God-belief and other false beliefs, a
champion of reformed customs, traditions and ceremonies, and a loyal member of the Dev
Samaj. He taught me to give Dev Samaj the first place in my heart as compared even to my
own community. He taught me to grow indifferent to the prais and blame of worldly people.

| owe him much, indeed very much. He showed me my Bhagwan. He taught me the
way to give Him the supreme place in my heart as the worshipful being.

By this great gift he enabled me to directly profit by Bhagwan Dev Atma’s Dev
Prabhavas. | owe him an immanse debt of gratitude. But for him, | would have remained
devoid of the blessings | enjoy now.

| therefore offer to him my highest and most respectful gratitude and wish and pray
that his example of absolute loyalty may perennially affect my soul so that | may manifest the
same absolute loyalty to Bhagwan which every sewak owes to Him.
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THE MOST HAPPY EVENT

The most happy event that occurred was that | was wedded to Shrimati Saraswati
Devi— a remarkable woman. What greater joy can one have than that he should have for his
life-partner not only a gentle-natured woman but one who is blissfully free from jealousy,
from vanity, from revenge, from low hate and who has never felt one with worldly people
and is even solicitous of doing something for, or some good to others. She was never
satisfied that she got as good an amount every month to spend as she desired. She was
never contented with the fact that her husband had grown into a power in the town. Her one
great ambition was that her husband should renounce all world temptations and go to a holy
land where lived her unique Guru. It is strange that a woman who had high ambitions for her
children should lead her husband to life of service and be content with what Guru Maharaj



settled for them. When we came to Lahore, | ad to give in writing an undertaking that | had
no claim on Samaj, that | would accept what was settled for me by the Samaj and not by
myself. My wife agreed to all this. | remember full well that when Bhagwan Dev Atma
decided to accept me, he sent for me and my wife to acquaint Him as to our needs. | said at
once, “Bhagwan, | need only Rs. ten for myself. The rest is Shrimati Saraswati Deviji’s
concern.” Bhagwan very kindly smiled and asked my wife what she wanted. She laid before
the Lord her needs. | was almost as unconcerned listener. My wife had taken on her head all
responsibilities of the domestic life. | was merely to have from her what she gave me to eat
and think and live for Bhagwan’s cause. Thus she freed me from all domestic responsibilities.
The maintenance allowance fixed for me was always given to her and not to me.

She was accustomed to servants cook for her and do other services. She brought one
servant with her who volunteered to do completely honorary service to me. After some
months he also left. My deer mother had accompanied me, but she also left as she could not
live outside her native place. My father-in-law who had congratulated me on my taking the
great step of giving up all my attractions, attachments and carrier, came all the way from
Sindh to make a home for his daughter. My mother-in-law took charge of kitchen and she fed
us all accepting the amount reserved for us for our food. That was not enough. My father-in-
law met the remaining expenditure.

Their help was a great contribution to us specially as we were expecting a new baby.
They stayed for months even after our baby son, Shubh Rattan, now a graduate, was born.
As the baby was very handsome, it gladdened the hearts of his grand parents very much. My
mother-in-law would rarely part with him.

So our entry to Punjab was made easy for us by my wife’s parents. But they, too, had
to go back to Sindh. The whole burden of cooking washing, etc. fell on the shoulders of my
wife. She had physical strain no doubt, but her great trouble was mental. She went on
getting thinner and thinner every day. One day on my insisting upon her to tell me her
trouble, she said, In Sindh | used to spend hours in service of others. Here | am passing the
whole day in home work doing nothing for others. You have your work. | have none.” So
saying she burst into sobs.

I understood her. | went silently to Bhagwan and submitted a letter to Him. | wrote
therein that a servant may be sanctioned for my domestic work and my wife may be
accepted as a worker. Bhagwan asked the council to Consider this proposal. The Council
decided that as an experimental measure a servant may be given to me for 3 months and
Shrimati Saraswati Devi may start with collecting funds. Shriman Dharam Bal Ji was in charge
of finance. He himself arranged for a tonga and a lady to accompany my wife for collection
in Lahore. When she came down the stairs | had to literally carry her down. | helped her to



sit in the tonga. She left and came after 4 or 5 hours. | was anxiously awaiting her arrival.
The tonga arrived. She saw me expectantly standing at the gate. She gave me a smile. | ran
to help her to get down. She said, “NO, you need not to take the trouble, | can get down.”
She did get down. She herself climbed up the stairs. When we were alone, | said, “You are
tired. Let us take milk and retire. You can have no life left to cook.” “Oh, no.” She said, “I
have done something. | have brought Rs. 40 for Bhagwan’s cause. | am feeling new energy
coursing in my body. | shall go and cook. Only you come with me and sit by me to encourage
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me.

Next day there was a remarkable change in her. She had soundest sleep. She went
the next day also for funds. She continued this for the whole year of 1919. The marvel is that
she refused to accept the servant allowed to her. The services of a servant allowed to us for
three months were never availed of. | have any amount of experience about her that she
gets new life when she works for Bhagwan’s cause. What a privilege to have such a partner
in life !
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MY SINGULAR PARTNER

In the year 1919 she worked in Lahore and brought nearly a thousand rupees in
collections. This gave her experience of her skill in the line. She knew she could not find rest
in living only for herself and her family. So she came to a novel decision which for a time had
a stunning effect on me. Silently and without consulting me she laid a request before
Bhagwan that she may be permitted to go to Bombay for collections. | came to know of it
when the decision was made and orders were issued from the holy Durbar. | asked if she
knew what Bombay was. It was a sea of human beings. In every building lots of people lived
who did not even who their next-door neighbour was. How would she make way in that
difficult town. But she stood firm. She was entrusted to the care of Shriman Bhai Amar
Singhji and Shriman Mohan Devji— to most veteran workers in that field. She left with her
baby son and a woman escort. This was in 1920. Shriman Sonparji and | left for Ahmadabad
where with the help of a friend we succeeded in having a good field. The period that Bombay
party took was about 40 days. My wife succeeded in bringing Rs. 1,220. It involved her in
great struggles. She was the first Dev Samaj lady to being work in that new city. Hence she
had no one to guide her. When she returned, very naturally Bhagwan was pleased with her
venture. This success filled her heart with joy. She used to go to Sindh and other places for
the same work. From 1920 upto 1943 she has not missed a single year.



She has had a face trails which would break the nerve of men. And yet she was
merely a slip of a girl when she started that work. In 1921 she brought more than two
thousand rupees. In 1922 her first trail came. She was to have a baby. The baby was
expected in July or August. The party was to leave earlier. She sent me with a message to
Bhagwan that she would be ready to go to Bombay just two months after the baby was born.
Bhagwan was pleased with her strange resolve. On the first August at noon, perhaps five
minutes after 12 noon, my son Hit Chandra was born. | was then at Karachi. She was living in
principal’s quarters in Ram Sukh Dass College. The college was closed. Except two servants,
there was none in the college which is 5 acres within walls. Even stout hearts would quail in
living in such a lonely place especially at night. | was out, but she had no fear. Her mother
and her three small children were there. But she has a strange soul. Physically she is weak.
But morally and spiritually she has brave man’s heart. The baby was born weak. Bombay is
not fit climate for babies specially for those who have to live in Dharamshala. After two
months or thereabout she left for Bombay. She was accompanied by one lady and one
sewak. She worked hard. Her baby had some difficulty. A sympathetic doctor blamed her
much that she should have taken such a heavy risk. She collected over two thousand rupees
and both mother and baby returned safe. May be that the baby suckled by such a mother
turned into the present grown-up boy who has peace and goodwill for the world and who has
no hot word or a quarrel with anybody. He is now a graduate and a Captain in the Army.

From the above incident she made plain to the world that she would not let one or
other reason, however difficult, to interfere with her mission.

One of these years (1921-23) she had severe attack of dyspepsia and diarrhoea. All
came out with their wise counsels that she had caught Bombay disease known as sprue.
They said, “She is fool to continue her tour to Bombay for collection. Now let personal
experience tell her that there is none to help in trouble.” She heard this and smiled, “These
worldly minded persons think that all diseases have found their home in Bombay and none
suffers in Punjab from dyspepsia and diarrhoea.”

However, the disease aggravated. She had gone to Sindh for change of climate and
treatment. From there once she wrote a letter full of despondency and lack of hope. She felt
she will pass away. But she did not regret for a moment her tours to Bombay in the service of
Bhagwan’s cause.

I informed Bhagwan Dev Atma of her condition. Bhagwan had a telegram send to her
to proceed to Lahore. | did not know of this. Those false prophets who said that she will
have none to help her, proved false prophets. The crown of human evolution Himself got
interested in her. She reached Lahore direct. | was at Ferozpore. She was shown to some
top doctors. It was suggested that she should live only on curd and milk at least for two



months and take no medicine. She followed these instruction literally. She came out of the
grave danger of her life. Did this damp her spirits and lead her to shun Bombay ? No, it did
not. Even thereafter she has been going to Bombay without a break upto 1943. She has
completed 23 years of her mission to Bombay.

Another trial awaited her. In the year 1927 she knew she was expecting a baby. Her
calculation was that she would be able to return in time to the Punjab. She left for Bombay.
She had nearly completed her work when it was considered necessary that we should consult
a doctor whether it would be safe for her to undertake a journey of two nights and two days
to the Punjab. Every doctor suggested that she should not take the risk. | remember how she
anxiously awaited my return from an experienced doctor whom | had gone to consult. She
was standing just outside Sindhi Dharamshala when | reached that place. | told her how the
doctor had refused to give permission for her to travel. Tears sprang to her eyes. “So | am
stranded in a strange place where | have no relation.” | had to return as | was in charge of
the college at Lahore. In the midst of my work | had, then, to go to Sindh to attend a Samaj
case. | came back and again left. My wife’s lady companion had left. She had no companion
to work with her. She had reasons to leave work and rest. But that was not possible for her.
She went daily for two or three hours on work taking her maid-servant with her. “I could not
bear to become a burden to Samaj,” she said to me when | told her that she could have
rested. | left on the 25, September. The year was 1927. She was blessed with a daughter
(Dev Karuna) in the charitable Cama Hospital situated between Bori Bander and Dhobi Talao
(Tank). It is adjacent St. Xavier school and college. As soon as she was fit to travel she left
for the Punjab. She arrived safe. She had to listen to the voice of worldly wisdom when one
went so far as to tell her, “It was a foolish step for you to have gone to Bombay when you
knew your state. Dev Samaj would not have put a crown on your head if you had passed
away.” She replied to them, “By serving Bhagwan’s cause we oblige none. We simply do our
duty and thus realize our privilege. Do not selfish women die ? If | had died nothing strange
or uncommon would have happened in Nature.”

So Nature tried her and she came out safe from her ordeal.

Yet a more trying ordeal was placed in her way. She had taken in the year 1931 her
last girl-baby (Sushma Devi). It is sad that the baby’s health showed signs of breaking. By
turns my wife and | watched over her as we had to work for our cause also. We consulted
doctors one after another. But conditions were against her. She at last collapsed and died
when | was watching over her. My wife had gone for collections. She ran back in haste as
soon as her work was done for the day. She found her baby dead. What a sight it was for a
mother to take her dead baby in her arms, press it to her heart and sob over her ! That was
the first child we had ever lost. It was, therefore, the saddest experience. We were in a



Dharamshala known as Madhav Baug near C.P. Tank stand. An elderly woman putting up in
another side room came to her. She embraced her and said, “Daughter, look to me, | have
lost number of children. Don’t break your heart. We mothers have to bear up these burdens.
Calmly bear this tragedy.” My wife has always been feeling grateful to that elderly lady for
her great sympathy in a far off place.

The dear bay was buried in Hindu cremation ground. @ When | came back her
lamentations were heart-breaking. | also wept much. After some hours when it was about 3
p.m., she had to go for work. “Let me forget my sorrows in work,” so saying she started.
Thus she did not let even this tragedy to affect her work.

My task became difficult the day we left Bombay. She broke into uncontrollable fit of
tears and said, “Bombay ! did you want such a sacrifice from a poor mother ? | came with my
lap full. 1 am going back with my arms empty !”

We all had tears in our eyes.

Yes, a mother’s sorrow can be understood by mothers only. Even their children fail to
realize what mothers mean. The way children talk to mothers especially after they grow up
and marry is a sad tragedy in Nature.

Here was not only a mother but a lay-worker of the Dev Samaj who even though a
woman, showed to her sex by living example that she would never let personal sorrow,
trouble, pain or trial to serve as an excuse to abandon Bhagwan’s cause and the assigned
work.
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LVIII

THE ONLY ANTIDOTE

In 1933, our family was plunged into deepest sorrow. My most beautiful, well-built
and a singular son aged about twenty studying then in B.A. class, caught pneumonia and
within eleven days he succumbed to it. He had made himself so useful and indispensable to
the family that his loss came like a terrible hammer blow dealt on our heads. All those who
knew the boy prophesied that his death would prove and end of our family. He had wisdom
and resourcefulness of a man many many years older than he. His love for his brothers,
sisters and mother was an uncommon sight. There was no sacrifice however great which he
would not do for them. Though young in years he was often consulted on serious matters by
men of his father’s age. He was my second son. His devotion to his eldest brother was a sight



to see. His health was so good that it never occurred to me that of all my children he would
fall a victim to death and so quickly.

His death crushed his mother. She wept so continuously and piteously that it was a
problem for me to save her. The boy died on 31%. May 1933. My college closed on the 10t
July. Our tour to Bombay was to start by the end of July or beginning of August. | was with
pain that my wife was having fits with unconsciousness and even insanity. My position can
better be imagined. The blow of my dear boy’s death was there and my wife who was my
chief support in shouldering domestic responsibilities and upbringing of other small children,
showed symptoms of breaking health and even insanity.

But | knew her. | was sure that there was only one antidote for her which could save
her and that was if only she could leave Ferozepore for collection of fund for Bhagwan’s
cause. As soon as the time of our going to Bombay arrived, | silently broached the subject
with her. | said, “Look, our time to go to Bombay is approaching nigh. Should we let our
personal agony, however acute an heart-tearing, stand in the way of our Bhagwan’s cause.
We shall have time enough all our life to weep over the loss. But this is a time of sore trial
and we should not fail.”

She listened to me. Tears were flowing out of her eyes. After some time she said,
“Yes, we should not fail. | shall accompany you.” Those who knew our great sorrow could
not believe that she had come o such a difficult resolution. We left for Bombay. That year
was year of uncommon difficulties for me. So many times my wife would get fits of terror
and insanity. But her work kept her on her feet. She did not miss a single day. Once she
grew so nervous and weak that | felt | was going to lose her for ever.

After completing our tour to Bombay, | was to go to Karachi to attend an appeal in
Sindh Judicial Commissioner’s Court. | arranged that a lady should be called to Karachi to
escort my wife and busy her in Bhagwan’s work. We had to drop on the way at Navasari and
Baroda and go via Jodhpur-Bikaner Railway. When | remember how | went through all that
journey, even now, | shudder. | was not sure | would have safe journey back to Ferozepore.
At Karachi | told my wife that a woman companion was called to help her to collect funds and
she would do it. She said, “Yes, | shall go. | can’t sit alone all the day and brood (think
deeply) over the lose specially when you would be busy with your case. | shall also go for
some hours.” | requested the woman companion of hers to follow her wishes and keep her
busy in that holy work for longer time. But her companion had no heart in the work. Hence
my wife used to complain that because of the unwillingness of her companion to work, she
had to return earlier than she intended. | consulted Karachi doctors. Though she successfully
worked at Karachi and Bombay, there was no change for the better in her fits. About two
months after our return my son Shubh Rattan fell ill suffering from typhoid and our anxiety



became acute. It is strange that this illness of her very dear child served to cure her of her
own mental malady. She had no time to brood. She put forth her best endeavour to get the
child out of the illness. As dear Rattan’s illness left him, so his mother’s malady also left her.
Her son’s illness brought her out of the groove of self. Thus my dear companion was saved to
me.

What amazes me even now is how she kept her word never to fail Samaj in the work
expected of her never to let personal sorrow however heart-breaking to stand in the way of
her annual trip for the dan collections. Is it not a miracle wrought by Bhagwan’s power ? We
know each other’s weaknesses as none can know now. Hence | feel amazed at the story of
her life.

I skip over many events. | go to the year 1941 when for the first time during my
sojourn in the Punjab, | fell seriously ill— so ill that my life was despaired of. | was operated
for hernia as | suffered from its strangulation. | am told that some mistake was committed
during my operation. My condition grew critical. One night | lay senseless. My dear wife, my
children, my friends and others were weeping outside. | knew nothing. It was at mid hour
perhaps that crisis was over. | was informed days after how | tided over this crisis. Then |
told my wife that | used to hear voices which told me that | should not fear. | was to be saved
as lot of work was to be taken out of me. Hence I told her | had no fear. | was in the hospital
from 14, February night upto 1. of May. My wound was not healing. My wife’s very dear
sister, Dr. Sati Bai Pahalajani, rushed to my help leaving her home and dear husband. Colonel
Pahalajani, then Major, most willingly spared her. She stayed for a month and left when |
was safe.

On 7t, Or 8. Of May, | was taken to Solan by that veteran hero in Dev Samaj, Shri
Sadhuji. | depended very much upon his wisdom and courage. | safely arrived at Solan. After
some time Dr. Sati Bai reached at Solan in order to herself attend to my dressing and nursing.
Both my wife and she fought with death and stood like absolute guardian angles to snatch me
out of the jaws of death.

In the month of July, Dr. Sati Bai had a serious fall in a ditch about hundred or hundred
and fifty feet deep. How she escaped death is a miracle. But she had serious injuries. She
was taken to Simla by one of four dear friends, a Civil Surgeon, then on leave. As she was an
army officer’s wife, special attention was paid to her. My wound was healing. My wife, my
daughter Usha Rani and my faithful servant all left with her. All marveled how my wife could
leave me and go to the aid of her sister. The fact was that | was out of danger while DR. Sati
Bai was in danger. My wife’s place was where danger existed.



After a month, my wife’s tour to Bombay was to begin. She snatched her sister also
from danger. She was on the road to recovery. So my wife made up her mind to go. Her
sister wanted her as she was still in bed. | also needed her as | was not recovered yet. But
we both knew that she will go otherwise life would be a misery to her. We both therefore
told her that she could go as we both were progressing. In my place she took my eldest son
(Kakaji).

She worked at Bombay with greater enthusiasm so that she could finish her work
earlier and run to us. Unsparingly she devoted her time and energies Miss Chandar Prabha
B.A., B.T., now Mrs. Puri, had gone with her. She kept her happy just like a good daughter.
So even my illness and her sister’s ililness— when we both were in bed— did not deter her
from her chosen work.

It was in 1942, that my eldest and dearest son, Kakaji, fell seriously ill. This blow was
too much for her. She felt stunned for some time. Then she woke up and fought with disease
as only a mother of her dearest child can fight. She became vairagini. For full three years she
had to fight first for her husband, then for her best beloved sister and then again for her best
beloved child and how all this told on her body and nerves is known only to me. Kakaji fell ill
in March. In August we had to go for collections to Bombay. My wife could not miss that
even.

So | addressed Nature, “Oh, Nature ! what an ordeal you have put before this weak
woman. Through what more trials you have to make her pass ? You have made her old
before time. If all that could serve the purpose of inspiring some weak souls to persist in the
mission of service of others, her sufferings shall not have gone in vain.”

It is not that she has no tender heart. She is perhaps one of the tenderest of women |
have ever come across. It is not that while working in Bombay during the days of trial she
had no mental suffering— she had lot of it. | know how at night she would wet her pillow
with tears and in the morning make up her mind to go on duty. The only witness to her
agonies was myself. Before others she worked as if she had no trouble. Her courage is not
the courage of an unfeeling person. It is the courage of a heroine who does not let her
wounded and pained heart to stand in the way of her duty.

To have such a partner in a privilege.
I have only described one phase of her life.

How she helped to bring me to the Punjab to live at the feet of Bhagwan is another
most instructive phase of her life.



May all my children have similar, noble and heroic partners as their father had !

If any person at any time talks well of me, | would request him to remember that
behind me there has been a great woman.
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LIX

THE MOST HISTORICAL YEAR IN MY LIFE

My personal study of Bhagwan Devatma’s literature went on. The Science Grounded
Religion which was edited, then, by Shriman Pandit Har Narayan Agnihotri helped me
immensely. Satsangs held off and on did me great good. Shriman Devatv Singhji— the Vrati
Karmachari of the Dev Samaj generally visited Sindh in order to hold satsangs there. His
influence on Sewak of the Dev Samaj was unrivalled. He was, the, the Principal of Dharam
Vikasalaya. In fact he was the first and the best Principal of that institution. Several
prominent workers of the Dev Samaj owed their rise in higher life mainly to his efforts.
People would traverso long distances to attend his satsang— so impressing and elevating
used to be his sadhans. Wherever he went, men and women accompanied him. He was
then the fittest and best medium of Bhagwan Dev Atma’s light and power.

It was in the year of 1915 that he brought a satsang party to Sukkur where | practiced
my profession. During satsang days | often kept myself free to take full advantage of his
presence and meetings. He delivered, one day, a sermon on “Devotion.” | cannot upto today
explain its lasting effect on me. | rose as if from a deep slumber and stood rivetted in the
sublime world of higher life opening before me. It was a grand world that stood revealed.
Bhagwan Dev Atma’s Dev Rup simply entranced me. | was captivated. That was the last
meeting of that satsang. Shrimaniji left, but | had become someone different from what | was
a day before. | began passing hours in the contemplation over Bhagwan’s Rup. | attended
court. But | had beads in my pocket. All available time | became mentally absent from court
with my whole attention fixed on Bhagwan’s praying for His unique light. Physically | was
present in the court waiting for my turn. But mentally | was present at the feet of my
Bhagwan. | conducted sadhans. They began to prove most effective. One sathi sewak asked
me what had happened to me that generally | had a far off look and my words had a magical
effect. | could give him no adequate reply as | myself did not understand what had happened
to me. Sometimes | told him and others, “You are profiting by my sadhans because you have
reverence for me.” They were not satisfied. They said, “Our reverence has increased because
you are a changed man.” | did not argue further.



This change made me a stranger in my own land and among my own people. I lived in
a different world of thought. It had nothing in common with my environments. This state of
mind developed in me feelings of vairagya for many things and attractions. It produced
longing in me for Bhagwan’s Dev Vani and His Dev Rup. As a speaker and writer | had won
name in my land. My character brought me great respect. But all that esteem that | had won
did not attract me. But for this change | fear | would have developed love for name and
fame. But the above change showed me the hollowness of the worldly fame and name and
as things of no permanent value to life.

It was in that year that | closed my office for a fortnight and went to Lahore along with
my wife to attend a series of sermons delivered by Bhagwan Dev Atma in elucidation
(explanation) of His unique philosophy. That was a great opportunity for me. My mind was
filled with new light. True significance of Bhagwan’s philosophy dawned on me. | acquired a
new view-point. | turned into a better student of His philosophy and a safer exponent of the
unique truths he had revealed.

| returned to Sindh. But my wife stayed behind for the satsang. We both considered
monetary sacrifice as no sacrifice when weighed in the balance against what we got in
satsang. Higher life became a covetable (desirable) bargain with us. Higher ideal began to
control our hearts. To become a topmost lawyer or to become a master of money and
property or to become a popular figure, or to live for wife and children, or for any other
worldly affairs or gain, lost all their significance in comparison to the new ideal which had
dawned on the hearts of us both— the ideal of sacrificing our lives for Bhagwan’s cause
during Bhagwan’s life-time.

Nari Ashram was started in old Sukkur. My wife longed to work there. | was
practicing in New Sukkur. | practically broke my home in order to make it easy for my wife to
satisfy her higher aspirations. My two sons aged four and two years lived with her. My
servant cooked meals for me and took meals to my wife and little baby sons. | used to run to
Old Sukkur for holding meetings and visiting people as soon as | was free from court. | passed
most of my day-time in my profession as | had to attend court from 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. and
prepare briefs. | slept also in my own house. But | snatched leisure time for Prachar. From
the time Nari Ashram was started my wife and | sacrificed our home life for higher life of
sacrifice and service for others. This was a great training to us both. It was a training to us
for the life we were bound for. It was a training to us to find joy and satisfaction in life of
service rather than in life of world. The more we suffered, the greater became our
attachment for Samaj work. The more we were persecuted, the stiffer became our attitude.
The more we both were hated by the so-called religions zealots, the greater became our love
and understanding for Bhagwan'’s cause.



In all my struggles and sacrifices , | had mighty support in the person of Shriman Bhai
Mohan Devji. He understood me as none else has ever understood me. He appreciated my
work as few have ever done. He used to feel proud of me. That was my joy. His satisfaction |
valued above everything else.

| poured out my heart during those days to my Bhagwan. | used to receive most
inspiring messages from Him. When | had come to realize that all my lasting good lay at His
feet, | could not but find consolation in His heartening words, in His best wishes for me, in the
success of His cause and in the worship of His Dev Rup.

It was in the year 1915 that for the first time | contributed my series of my Personal
Reminiscences (memories) of Bhagwan. They were published in the Dev Atma Number of the
Science Grounded Religion. They produced a great sensation in the whole Dev Samaj. My
Bhagwan appreciated them the most. Shriman Pandit Har Narayanji grew enthusiastic
(passionate) and he asked me to continue this series. | continued them. They were publishes
in the issues of this journal also in 1916 and 1917. All these incidents and utterance of
Bhagwan’s life have authoritative value as they were seen and passed by Bhagwan after
necessary corrections and published during his life-time. It is sad that these have not been
published in a separate book form. But | have drawn upon them in the eighth part of
Bhagwan’s life.

Thus the year 1915 proved in my life a historical period as all of the seeds of my future
life as worker of the Dev Samaj were fostered (Nurtured) then.
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LX

THE VALUE OF SOCIAL TIES

In 1916 | had practically no home life. | lived in my house but all alone. My wife lived
in Nari Ashram. When | felt lonely | brought my sons to me. | had only two loves left— love
for my home and love for the Samaj. | followed my profession to earn respectable livelihood
and affluence ( material comfort). | earned money also to help us both to serve the good of
our soul. The burden of satsangs used to fall on my willing shoulders. Once a satsang lasted
for nearly a month. The kitchen was opened in Nari Ashram. | paid all the expenses. | could
not bear to charge pilgrims who came to attend sadhans. | left the management in the hands
of the organizers. | financed it. | delivered utmost joy out of this willing service. My wife
joined me in this. Satsang came three or four times that year and | willingly bore the burden
of the expenses of the kitchen. | also started celebrating Sundays in Mandir. We all sathi



sewaks and sewakas used to go to Mandir. It was situated nearly a mile away from Old
Sukkur. My servant and others used to kook for us. We passed the whole day in puja-
sadhan, in higher talk and social life. Everyone was asked to contribute some thing. But it
was understood that | was to bear the balance of expenses besides my own contribution.
Sunday in Mandir became an attractive feature for us all. This also cemented our ties of
friendship and good-will. We became a force to be counted.

Social ties are essential bonds to unite us. We members of the Dev Samaj come from
different families and communities. In majority of cases we have no others ties to cement us
except ties of being members of a new society. For social matters majority amongst us looks
to our old Biradaries. In order to get our children married we have often to go outside of our
fold. It has become e general practice to seek alliance for our children outside our society.
The reasons are plain. We come from different castes and different societies. Majority of us
is intellectually free but socially bound. Caste has the same charm for majority of us as it has
for the whole unfortunate Hindu race. Inter-caste marriages are therefore, not common even
in our society. Ours is a small society so far numbers are concerned. Hence if we have to
choose in the caste and in Dev Samaj, the choice becomes extremely limited. Hence caste
takes us out. This is why we are deprived of the most commenting social force— the bond of
marriages. We are connected by blood with each other. We are not as a rule connected by
marriages with each others. We assemble for religious purposes. The religion of the Dev
Samaj is not sectional. It is not based on mere belief. It is based on character mainly.
Character makes us good no doubt. But religious bond in the beginning unsupported by
social bonds generate no social strength.

If along with this we have no social functions, no social dinners, no social outings, no
social gatherings, we as social units become individuals and not a group. Group-life helps and
strengthens individual life.

| had all along my stay in Sindh stressed on the need of social functions. At Shikarpur
we all dined together on Sundays. At Sukkur | had started social dinners on Sundays in
Mandir after pooja sadhan. Our common gatherings proved of immense help to us all.

As soon as | left Shikarpur the absence of a common uniting force began to tell on our
work. | left Sukkur in the month of January 1918. Again the cementing social bonds began to
loosen and work suffered.

It is sad that attention of our people is not paid to this side of work. The founder of
Islam had seen the value of social ties most clearly. Hence he pronounced marriage of a
Muslim with a non-Muslim as not binding. A Muslim must marry a Muslim. What does Islam
do when a Hindu is converted to Islam ? His name is changed. If unmarried he is at once



married to a Muslim. He is circumcised. All his old social ties are broken. All his new social
ties are formed at once. Social organization of Islam is the one greatest bond of union.
Christians do the same. The proselytizing faiths have seen the need of social ties. Our social
ties are unfortunately caste ties. Our marriages take place not in Hindu society as a whole
but in a water-tight small caste. We have therefore sympathy for caste and not for race or
religion. Out outlook is extremely narrow. Our sympathies are extremely limited. When we
come with that already limited vision and sympathies our lot becomes still worst. Being
caste-ridden our circle becomes still more limited and our sympathies get stunned. We do
not consider Samaj in matters of marriages. We count caste. Hence we jump out of Dev
Samaj for such strong cementing ties. Dev Samaj girls who marry outside are lost to us. Even
our boys marrying outside often times go out of Dev Sama;.

There are some stalwarts in Dev Samaj who are anxious to break caste. But they meet
a dead wall. Our members ordinarily dare not go out of caste. Few that are bold can provide
rarely fit alliances. We had in Dev Samaj the great caste-breaker. | need not name him. He
openly offered his educated daughter in marriage to any one out of three well-qualified
bachelors. All these were out-side his caste. It is to be regretted that two out of them were
caste-ridden. They married in their castes. The third one was not prepared to enter into
wedlock with anybody. The dear girl had to be married outside and in her caste. So our
society suffers both ways. As soon as our young boys and girls would stand up against caste,
this terrible barrier would be swept away and we would begin to avail ourselves of the
benefits of social bonds.

Of course | do not simply preach this. | have practised this. | married outside caste.
My brother married outside caste. My son has recently married outside caste. All of us have
married in Dev Samaj. This became possible because cut off from all my moorings with old
Baradari, | got disentangled from the mashes of caste prejudices.

This digression was essential as | know how absence of social bonds weakens our
work. As soon as | left Sukkur, the uniting bond was gone. The work began to suffer in spite
of repeated satsangs and other activities. Everywhere sewaks must be encouraged to have
weekly dinners together and marriages outside caste. In dinner it is not necessary to have
common cooking. Everyone can bring his food from his home and all should dine together.
Of course this needs a living and moving spirit.

One of the strongest implements with which | kept all sathi sewaks together was
sympathy for them all in their domestic troubles. But this sympathy also needed coming
together not only for the purpose of sabha, but also for exchange of social feelings.

How sympathy worked wonders | may describe at another place.
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LXI

A CONVERSION BRINGS TROUBLE

It was in the year of 1916 that a young man of brilliant parts belonging to a very
powerful family became attracted to Dev Samaj. He began to attend meetings. When
satsang came to Sindh, he was so deeply influenced that he became converted. We came to
know of his conversion when one morning we went to his house and found his wife looking
depressed and sad. She said, “lI do not know what has happened to my husband ? He has
been weeping the whole night remembering his past and cursing himself.” We understood
what has happened. We brought him to our Ashram (then a rented house) and handed him
over to the expert care of Shrimanji— the leader of satsang. This soul wept all the time the
sadhan was being conducted. As soon as the meeting was over, he was taken by Shrimaniji to
his room— reserved for his use. Then this soul poured out his whole heart and narrated the
chapter of his sinful life, and when he came to the part relating to his illicit union with young
married women he burst out, “I can make adequate retribution in matters of money. But
how can | wash out this sin.” So saying he burst into loud sobs. Shrimanji showed him the
way. That appealed to his awakened heart and he came down appeased and reconciled with
himself.

His conversion produced unprecedented commotion. It would be correct to say that it
produced consternation in the camp of opponents. Fear complexes gripped their mind. As
fear leads the frightened animal to attack, so these frightened persons became mad and
furious and started attack. This young man was made for sterner stuff. Then more he was
persecuted the greater became his zeal for our cause. He made several large retributions of
money. His relations and town-people brought pressure on the owner of the rented house in
which we had our Ashram to reject us from there. The owner resisted for some time. But at
last he yielded to the pressure and asked us to vacate the house. This new recruit to our
cause at once vacated a portion of his house and gave that to Nari Ashram. Thus we got a
new house and a better one. This proved a bitter pill for our opponents. They thought that
none would rent a house to us and we would be compelled to leave that place altogether. As
this young man had a palatial house of his own and none could meddle with him, the
opponents thought that we had come to possess a permanent hold in their town. We
commenced our work with greater zeal in that house. We held there not only our private
meetings, but also the public gatherings.



But before we moved to that house good many other changes had taken place in our
own circle. The lady worker, who was in charge of Nari Ashram and to help whom my wife
had left her husband and house, left us. Hence the entire burden of Nari Ashram fell on the
shoulders of my wife. However, Shriman Diwan Hassamal stayed thereafter for 3 or 4
months and then he also left for Quetta. | came to know that my Bhagwan was passing
through anxious time as to the fate of the work in our center. The fact was that all reports of
work sent to Bhagwan had conveyed any information as to how my wife and myself had been
working heart and soul for the cause. Hence when Shriman Diwan Hassamal left, Bhagwan
Devatma expressed His anxiety for the work which according to incomplete reports made in
the past had been left as orphaned.

This news shocked and disturbed me. | held a meeting in the Dev Samaj Mandir
where ordinarily, too, we used to pass whole Sunday. Then | told my friends, “Look, dear
sathi sewaks, our Bhagwan feels that now that the lady worker has left and Shriman Dewan
Hassamal has gone to Quetta, there is none to take charge of the work when you know that
main brunt of the work was always on the shoulders of local sewaks. | have felt shocked and
humiliated. If we all cannot take up the work in right earnest and prove that we are not such
helpless beings as we have been painted, we must go to the bank Indus river and have a
watery grave.”

This appeal roused them all to wonderful enthusiasm and | penned the historical letter
to Shriman Devatv Singhji, in which | prayed that for two months no worker of the Dev Samaj
should please visit us. “We want to work ourselves. If we need help, we shall call for it. But
otherwise we must be left to our resources to steer the ship.” This letter was placed before
Bhagwan. His gracious heart was moved for us. For full two months we were left to our own
exertions. Remarkable were the cases of conversion and awakening in souls. Our audience
swelled every day. Our meetings became more effective. Even the opponents used, on
several occasions, to get influenced. We met our own expenses. Collections were made. The
new recruit— the above mention young man- grew most enthusiastic. Some of his relations
also began to attend our meetings.

Even Shriman Bhai Sahabji had been directed only to watch our work and let us plan
out all our programme according to our own light. Those two months brought a great change
in me. Left to my own resources, having the charge of all families in that locality, my
personal sadhans became deeper, my sacrifices for the work greater and my enthusiasm for
Bhagwan’s cause more and more fervent.

In fact | was unaware that | was nearing the goal of making total surrender of my
energies and powers for Bhagwan’s cause. Only | needed one push and | was to leave the



shores of my beloved land for another and strange land which had grow hallowed to me
because of the presence of my august Lord and Master, Bhagwan Dev Atma.

While our work was progressing and making new conversions, our opponents were
not sleeping. They too were planning a programme of fight. This fight was the fight at the
largest scale. This was a fight in which advocates and bigoted followers of all known creeds
were to join hands and lead a monstrous campaign against us— a handful of young men.

I smelt all this in the air. But as | have said before, “When battle thickens | feel more
enthusiastic and stiffer.” | have never bowed down my head before persecutors. | cannot. It
is not in my nature. | feel pained. | even sometime feel agony. But this | bear patiently. |
have come to a belief that fear produced in my opponents makes them mad and like
frightened animals they lead violent attacks against one whom they fear. As people are more
prone to fear than to love they break ties of love of years when their fear is aroused. People
given to fear have no ties of friendship or loyalty.
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LXII

A FRIEND INDEED'!

Before | describe the great war that | was compelled to wage against the combined
force of the followers of practically all theistic faiths, | want to make some digression.

In my town | did not confine my activities to samajic work alone. | took part in many
other activities. |took part in local politics. | was said to be tower of strength to one definite
political party. In fact | did not care much for the party. | had deep respect for the leader of
that party. He was known to be the most honest and straight-forward man. He had laid me
under very deep obligation. Hence | began to grow deep gratitude for him. When the time of
his election came, | placed all my votes at his disposal. He came to me for my vote. | told him
he need not to come as | had made up my mind to stand by him. He felt pleased. | stood by
him against odds. | stood thereafter by him through thick and thin. My loyalty and sacrifices
for him gave me a veteran friend. His party came to my help at odd times.

I know | was once in trouble. One powerful man agitated in press that Shriman
Master Khan Chand, a veteran Dev Samajist, should be dismissed from his service in the
Municipal school because of his beliefs. The Samaj was watching the fruit of this agitation.
At last a resolution came in the Board. By the kind help of my veteran friend | was permitted
to have my say in the Board. | talked for about half an hour. The votes were taken. The



resolution was thrown out. | saw in that decision influence of the powerful hand of my
friend. For all time this kind of agitation died.

Once a bigoted magistrate said some unsavory things against me and my Samaj. |
gave him a retort. He kept his pen down and said, “Why should I not try you for contempt of
court.” | said, “Just try. | am going to be here till you decide.” The magistrate himself was in
the wrong. But it was not that which made him to hesitate. He knew | had a strong backing.
As soon as my friend was apprised of my trouble, he left his case in the middle and ran to me.
| was standing outside as the judge had gone for lunch. He asked me what had happened. |
told him everything. He came to a sudden determination. As soon as the judge returned, he
got up and addressed the court that he was there to represent me and he offered me to to
the court to try me. Better counsel prevailed with the judge. He smiled and talked in friendly
mood to us both.

He knew | would put up a furious fight. But he knew more than this that | had very
strong friends. The combination of us both was considered the combination of the brave.
Hence we were all very much respected.

Once he had purchased a big plot of land. The whole town agitated against him that
he had got that plot cheap. The press shrieked against him. His enemies combined, but |
stood by him. | began to give replies to his agitators in press. One of my article published in a
pamphlet form and widely distributed. The press turned against me. Violent and scurrilous
attacks were made against me in print. But | stood unmoved. The agitators were very much
wrath with me as they foolishly thought that it was by my support that my veteran friend
could stand so firm. | was unapproachable, in corruptible and unyielding. This was what
troubled them.

But my friend was happy that he had a loyal friend.

My friend thought one article written against him as defamatory. He filed prosecution
against the editor. He was represented by a famous lawyer— his faithful friend. | had also
put in my power for him. | represented him in miscellaneous matters.

Though my friend was very strong, yet he had one weakness. He was intensely
religious in the sense that he had superstitious awe of Sikh Guru and above all of Guru Granth
Saheb.

I was conducting his application before District Magistrate when | got a chit from him
to come out. With the permission of the District Magistrate, | went out.



My astonishment knew no bounds when he said he was going to withdraw his case.
“But, why ?” | asked. He said the citizens who wanted to bring about peace had actually
brought Guru Granth Saheb and asked both parties that they must compromise for the sake
of the holy Guru. Strange was the plight of my friend. He was a stalwart lawyer, but he
actually began to tremble. He said, “For Guru Granth Saheb he would even give his neck.
Case did not matter !”

His reverence for his scripture was sublime. But as | had no such superstition, | was
not impressed by this weakness of my friend.

The case was compromised. But the other party found an easy weapon against me of
raising theistic combination. They said that by demolishing God-belief Dev Samaj was
exploding the foundations of their faith and that as God-belief was in danger they should
smash our movement before it became strong.

Their religious fanaticism combined with personal hostility of one editor who had
started persecuting Dev Samaj even from 1901 and some others gave our opponents a handle
to play their last dice.

They started having Saturday lectures. The audience began to swell. It rose to a few
thousands every week. Some speakers excited the audience to violence with what result, |
would narrate in another sketch.
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LOYALTY PROVED SECURITY

| passed L.L. B. examination in May 1907 and M.A. in December 1907. | received L.L.B.
degree in person and M.A. in absentia. In 1908 | got Sanad to a practise in all courts of Sindh
including the court of Judicial Commissioner. | was betrothed in the month of May 1908
when | started practice. | served as an apprentice. | served as an apprentice with a well-
established pleader for eight months. | started independent practice in the month of January
1909. | married on the 2ndh. June of 1909. | was blessed with a son (my eldest child, Kakaji)
in April 1911.

From 1907, when | complete my education, new forces began to work in my life. | had
completed my education. | had started practice and thereafter the only ambition that began
to gradually possess my soul was to absorb as much knowledge of the teachings and Dev Rup
of Bhagwan as possible. | became an earnest reader of Bhagwan’s lecture and the Dev Samaj



journals. | loved to read every line of the Science Grounded Religion then edited by Shriman
Pandit Har Narayan Agnihotriji. | began to collect funds for Dev Samaj.

I gradually grew up. My knowledge of the Dev Samaj literature widened and
deepened. The first original articles that | started writing were on comparative study of
Buddhism and Dev Dharma. | wrote series of articles. | was publicly appreciated on one
occasion of the Dev Samaj Mahotsav by being garlanded and Shriman Pandit Har Narayanji
was deputed by Bhagwan Dev Atma to speak a few words in my appreciation.

But as the first stage in my life was laid in 1907, the second stage in my life was laid in
1913. This was the critical year for the Dev Samaj. It was in that year that Shriman Pandit
Dev Rattan whom the public had foolishly come to believe as one considerable man in the
Dev Samaj, was missed for a serious lapse in his life. This Pandit commanded great respect in
the Dev Samaj. Several sewaks who had blind faith in him began to take his side.

I remember | was sitting in the open space on the first floor of my house when a
sewak of Bhagwan who was a graduate came to me. He said, “Do you know Bhagwan Dev
Atma has expelled Pandit Dev Rattan from Dev Samaj.” | said, “yes, | know.” He then said,
“What a grave injustice has been done to him ! Don’t you feel so ?”

| became furious. | said, “Do you believe Bhagwan to be capable of injustice to
anybody ? The Pandit deserved to be expelled and | am glad that he is so expelled. Can’t you
see the glory of Bhagwan that he cannot tolerate that anybody who violates a pledge should
go unpunished however high his position in the Samaj may be.”

He said, “You are a fanatic.” | said, “And what are you ? A man of no loyalties, as
fickle as weather cock having no opinions of your own. You believe against your Guru
because your nephews have given you a distorted version. Could you hear anything against
your own wife ? No, you cannot and you can accept scandals against your Guru.”

So saying | left him. But | became very serious. | thought | must protect others. |
started therefore enlightening all my sathi sewaks. Within a short time the Sindhi sewaks
knew the true position.

Then a local paper which had been persecuting us for a number of years started
writing in defense of Pandit Dev Rattan and even invited him to Sindh. My spirits arose. |
entered the fight. | wrote an article against that editor which made him very nervous. That
article was contributed in the columns of the Sindh Upkarak. Then | gave a chellange to Dev
Rattanji to dare to come to my province. | was ready to publicly reply to him. Wiser counsels
prevailed with the Pandit.



But the weeks and months | spent in service of my Samaj just to protect it from this
calamity deepened my relation with Bhagwan and Samaj. My relation with the old biradari
and old associates weakened. | began to feel that | was wasting my life in continuing to
practise as a lawyer in which profession, however, | had made my name. | used to spend the
whole day in the court. | could spend only few hours of evening with my own people and in
Samaj work. | did not find it a profitable venture to utilize my brain and heart forces in
service of getting money and name. An idea began to haunt me, “What if | die today ? What
satisfaction can | have in a life which did not produce anything for the good of others.”
Whenever this thought dominated me, | lost all interest in money-yielding profession and in
life lived in worldly matters.

When we Sindhi sewaks attended the memorable Mahotsav of 1913 — the first, after
the Pandit was expelled— we were fired with a new apostolic zeal to make the largest
sacrifice for Bhagwan’s cause in that war.

Fate of Pandit Dev Rattan was a revealing phenomenon for me. Here was a man who
used to thunder against false belief of God. But as soon as he left the spiritual sun, his fall in
darkness was tragic. He started belief in God and five gages. This was to please Sanatanists.
The Aryas could not welcome him. They had bitter experience of Dharampal — an ex-Dev
Samajist, whom they had hailed and they have never thereafter ventured to make any
experiment. The Pandit had tried to take shelter under one against whom he had written a
book in the Dev Samaj. This terrible sliding of the Pandit from such heights and his more
terrible fall in a ditch of soul-darkness and false belief would always serve as never to be
forgotten lesson to Dev Samajist of how disloyalty to Bhagwan or expulsion from His Darbar
paves a way for utter mental, moral and spiritual ruin.

After that experience regarding Pandit Dev Rattan’s fall and his aftermath, my loyalty
to Bhagwan grew stronger and my shrinking from the societies of ungrateful deserters,
disloyal Dev Samajists or those that are cut off from Dev Samaj became a settled policy of my
life.

Hence when once a karamchari was expelled from Dev Samaj, he had announced to
Bhagwan his want of faith, | was not affected in the least. | knew that the man was most
unfortunate. His blindness may keep him content with his sad plight. But | could never at
any cost exchange my position with him. Disloyalty to Bhagwan has appeared to me as the
blackest sin.
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LXIV



CHARACTER TELLS

From the middle of 1913 to the end of 1917 | made steady progress towards realizing
the blossoming ideal of dedicating all my energies for Bhagwan’s life. It is sad that during
that period while work in Sukkur progressed, work in Shikarpur began to fade away. The first
to leave the Dev Samaj were late Deewan Hassamal’s two sons. They were once enthusiastic
members of the Dev Samaj. The youngest even married from the Punjab a daughter of the
distinguished Dev Samajist. Another Bhatiya family went which consisted of three brothers,
their wives and a sister. They were all Dev Samajists. None of them is now a Dev Samajist.
Their severance has been painful. One of these brothers died. The other went away to a
distant place. My youngest brother who was a enthusiastic member went at first to
Vikasalay. Then he came and lived with me at Sukkur till he passed Matric. He the went to
Quetta and thus because of his absence, Shikarpur lost the service of an enthusiastic
member. My nephew also left ultimately for Moga. Absence of a number of sewaks
weakened our work at Shikarpur.

But work at Sukkur advanced. Dr. Rochalani and through him, at a later stage, his
whole family joined the Dev Samaj. Shriman Gowardhan Dass, his brother Dheru Rai, Seth
Sugna Mal, brothers of Master Khan Chand, Seth Nanumal and several others joined the Dev
Samaj at Sukkur during the period specified above.

Change in me was two-fold. | became a more serious student of Bhagwan’s teachings
and more earnest lay-worker for His cause. | used to conduct all meetings, manage all
satsang parties, hold public meetings, take active part in all such local but extra activities
through which | felt | could serve better the cause of Bhagwan. | came to be known as a
speaker, writer, fighter and man of firm convictions and certain unshakable loyalties. | rarely
formed friendship outside the Dev Samaj. But if | had any attachment for one or two
persons, it was a stable one. One of the none Dev Samajists whom | deeply respected was
that lawyer saint of Sindh and the first speaker of the Sindh Assembly whom Sindh venerated
deeply ever after his death. | mean late Dewan Bhoj Singh. It was perhaps in the year 1909
or 1910 that there was an election contest for local self-Government. Dewan Bhoj Singh
approached me for a vote. But there was another candidate. His name was Dewan
Pessumal. Shri Bhai Sahebji used to respect him. Hence | had decided to vote for him. |
frankly refused to give my vote to Dewan Bhoj Singh. Even one year of my public life had
convinced the local people that | was not a weather-cock who could move with the slightest
gust of wind. | could not be persuaded against any step | had settled to take. Hence Dewan
Bhoj Singh left me without further persuasion.



But by the next election | had means to study at closer range the life of Dewan Bhoj
Singh. | was deeply impressed. My respect was won. | became his silent but unknown
admirer. Next election perhaps in 1912. Dewan Bhoj Singh approached me. | said, “Dewan
Bhoj Singh ! | have decided to give my all votes to you. Yon need not to say anything
further.” He believed me and left. Then came a deputation of pleaders to me who were
antagonistic to Dewan Bhoj Singh. | told them | had decided to vote for Dewan Bhoj Singh. |
had four votes. They appealed to me to give half votes to them. | said, “lI would give you no
vote.” They grew furious with me. | said, “Friends, why waste your energy in anger. You
know me too well. Do you think your anger would affect me in the least ? Let us tolerate
each-other’s views.” They left. Theirs was a party. It was a strong party. They turned it
against me. But they came to realize but too late that their opposition stiffened my back
rather than weakening it. | continued to be friendly to them. But | was loyal to Dewan Bhoj
Singh. | stood by him even when his following thinned.

Next election came perhaps in 1915. | stood by Dewan Bhoj Singh openly against the
greatest possible combination. Then once again a deputation of the opposition waited on
me. | asked them how they had graced my office. They said, “We do not ask for any of your
votes. We know you will give none to us. We make one prayer. Don’t visit the wards. We
know your presence turns the table against us.”

Their fear was genuine. | do not know why but it was true that when | appeared
anywhere and appealed to voters to vote my friends, a great majority would vote as | wished.
The masses had learnt to respect my wishes. During those days | was arguing a case in the
court when | got a word from Master Khan Chand that | should run to the poll as his father
was losing. | appealed to the court to let me go. | ran to the poll. | stood on the raised
ground and said, “Brothers, vote for Dewan Fateh Chand.” (This was the name of Master
Sahib’s father). The tables turned. The candidates abused me, but | stood unmoved. Dewan
Fateh Chand got the majority of votes. Our votes the were open and not by ballot.

Hence the fears of my friends were well-founded. But | told them | could not desert
my friends. All our candidates were returned.

| was not only an active worker for Dewan Bhoj Singh, but | was also his supporter
with pen.

All this got me a hornets’ nest round my ears ! The local editor who used to hate Dev
Samajists opened his columns against me and Dewan Bhoj Singh. As all my opponents were
outsiders, | did not mind them much as their opinions did not count with me. | led spotless
life and they could pick no hole in my character.



It was perhaps during those years or near about that a motion was brought before the
Municipality where Shriman Master Khan Chand served that no Dev Samajist should be
employed in any Municipality school, and the old employees should be dispensed with. | had
to wage a furious war. | got sleepless nights. But by the grace of higher powers and co-
operation of those in the Municipal Board who respected me, the motion was lost and a
calamity vanished for ever.
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LXV

SENSE OF RESPONSIBILITY URGED ME

My services were on several occasions requisitioned by several public organizations
unconnected with the Dev Samaj. As a member of the Dev Samaj, | was pledged against the
use of all kinds of intoxicants. As a lay-worker of the Dev Samaj, | actively agitated against
their use. Public had fairly good knowledge of that. So when a European Lady connected
with a temperance society visited Sukkur, | was requested by the local theistic organization to
preside over the function. | did so. The function was a success.

Then the temperance conference was organized at Shikarpur. They needed a captain
of volunteers to manage all the activities and functions. Their choice fell on me and | had to
leave my work and be with the organizers for those days. It was a well organized function
and it proved successful beyond even the expectations of the most fastidious. My volunteers
were my most willing friends and co-operators and they spared nothing to help me to make
the big function a splendid success.

This increased faith of the public in my services as a captain and organizer.

Hence when the biggest function was to be held at Shikarpur (i.e. Provincial Political
Conference), there was a question as to who should be appointed as the captain of
volunteers. It was a most responsible post as he was to be practically in-charge of the whole
show. There was a strong party headed by the editor of the local paper, which was opposed
to me. The post of captain was coveted by the party as a post of highest honour. | had no
party. | have always hated to form parties as their motto shall and is always, to be with the
party whether it is right or wrong. Hence | stood aloof and unconcerned. But there was a
strong majority who had great respect for me. This majority insisted upon my being the



captain. The other party seeing its cause lost had at least the grace to withdraw opposition.
So | was unanimously elected as captain.

| was deeply touched by one thing that as soon as the news spread that | was to
captain the volunteers, applicants poured in, appealing to me to give them the chance of
serving under me. My colleagues and some of those of my respected brothers in my
profession offered to serve as lieutenants.

Then the question arose: “Should we charge a delegate fee, and if so, how much ?” A
voice said, “Shikarpur shall not charge any delegate fee. This well-known philanthropic town
should lay down a good tradition.” One of the organizers then said, “Our camps would be
over-crowded and who would feed them.” Then | put in, “Have faith in the sense of respect
of a general Sindhi. Nobody would attend the conference from outstations because of free
boarding. In case we have a crowd in camps, | undertake to feed them. If | fail you, anyone
of you may take up a revolver and shoot me, and | shall leave in writing a statement
exonerating you from the offense.”

This had a magical effect on one young Seth, who got up and said, “I defray all such
expenses of feeding the delegates. | will honour all drafts of our captain.” But other rich men
refused to accept that offer and then all of them made voluntary contributions which
amounted to thousands.

The conference started. | personally supervised all operations. | even visited railway
station to see that the volunteers were at their posts to receive the delegates. | visited all
camps. | used to be on duty from 4 a.m. | was on legs upto 2 a.m. next day. Out of 24 hours
| went home and slept only for 2 hours. My wife saw this and grew frightened about my
health. But sense of duty which Bhagwan had evolved to some extent in me made me
indifferent to everything but my assigned work. | attended even the sick and the suffering. |
did even a cooly’s work. During the conference proceedings, | was there to manage the
house.

On the first day the Inspector of Police approached me and said, “Captain, would you
permit me to sit with some police men in unofficial dress in the mandap.” | knew they could
purchase tickets and enter. | said, “Just to assure that we are not afraid of police, | permit
you free pass to come and go. Only | would warn you to tell your policemen to do nothing or
I am not responsible for their lives.” He brought some policemen in unofficial dress. | seated
them and informed none that there was police in the mandap. This had strange effect on the
Inspector. On the next day he brought the Superintendent of Police to thank me for my trust
and fearlessness. The Superintendent said, “My police is there to serve you. We are with you
against any person or persons who create trouble in the mandap.” | served the President as



his position deserved. He was brought to mandap by a band of volunteers in a great
procession. He was taken back with honour to his camp.

On the third day even those who had opposed to me came to greet me for the “grand”
arrangement as they used the word.

I was on duty for full five days.

The window sale of tickets was so much that we could spare some money after
meeting the huge expenses.

All my bills were honoured without a word.

Hundreds of delegates went back to their respective stations full of appreciation for
the reception they got and for the “remarkable” arrangement.

The President was lavish in his praises about me. He wrote and that was published in
all papers that he had nothing but praise for me and that he would make me a general
without promoting me from the grades of major and colonel.

Samaj reputation stood at high level.
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EVANGELISTIC PHASE

| have given some idea
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