BROTHER'S LOVE
My elder brother loved me very much. He used to say to everyone, "Although I am not 'Ram,' my younger brother is Lakshmana." 

Whenever I would hear this sentence, I would attempt to alleviate the confusion of listeners by saying, "My elder brother is Ram, but I am not Lakshmana." 

Observing the affectionate banter between my brother and me, listeners would be delighted. 

My elder brother had a strong desire to become a sanyasi. Yet, imagining that his expression of this desire would make me unhappy, he said nothing about it. 

One day, however, he courageously set aside his hesitancy. "Brother, it is my desire to take sanyas initiation." 

My heart was overwhelmed by grief. Nonetheless, I kept smiling and replied, "My dear brother, you have been a sanyasi from your very birth. There is no need to observe the formality of wearing saffron clothes. Consider this house as your ashram and me as your disciple, then practice any type of sadhana you want to practice. I would not disturb your practices at all." 

He remained silent. 

A few years passed. All of a sudden, I renounced my home and became sanyasi. My elder brother knew only that I had journeyed far away. 

One day my brother was walking home. On the way he met an acquaintance who told him the rumor about me. "Your younger brother has become a sanyasi." 

My brother stood rooted to the spot and pondered what seemed like valid information to him. 

It took only a few moments for him to make a decision. He had been on his way home, but he changed his plans. From that moment on, he began wearing white clothes and let his hair grow long. Thus, he also renounced his home and began traveling the path of saints. 

After five or six years, he located me and came to meet me in a small village. I spotted him coming from a distance, and seeing him attired as a saint brought tears of love to my eyes . 

We hugged each other and broke into loud crying. Lookers-on were touched by this scene. After we released each other, my brother bowed down and prostrated himself before me because I was a saffron-garbed sanyasi and he was a white-garbed celibate. 

In his earlier days, people called him "Pagal Maharaj" for he was a very well known musician saint. In fact, he was one of the best harmonium players in Gujarat state, and he had given me my very first music lessons. By his grace I had also become a well-known musician in India. The direction of both our lives was the same. 

We found a place where we could talk in private, and he humbly requested, "Swamiji, may I share, with you some flaw I have observed in your behavior?" 

I gave my assent with a mere nod of my head. 

For a few moments he sat with downcast eyes. Then he spoke. "Once I told you that it was my desire to become a sanyasi, but you did not give me your consent. Then, one day all of a sudden you renounced your home and took sanyas yourself. Didn't you deceive me?" 

"Did you ever know me to deceive you in poorvashram?" 

"No. " 

"Then all I can say straightforwardly is that I have never deceived you. Not only that, but I have never even thought of deceiving you. I never thought that I would one day become a sanyasi; but my heart was broken by a sudden misfortune, and I renounced my home and accepted sanyas." 

"Swamiji, I am very satisfied with your honest statement. "I was always convinced within that you would never deceive me." 

He hugged each other and began crying anew. Due to the profound grace of the Lord, there was unity between the worldly life and the sanyas stage as well. 

I have been able to expand my spiritual family only because of the divine lessons of love which I received from my natural family. 
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