MEALS

Now, with these last two descriptions of events concerning meals, I will conclude this chapter. 

For about five or six years after having been initiated into sanyas, I gave discourses on the Gita. The event which follows occurred during that time. 

At a specific time daily, meals were brought to my residence. Each meal would be cooked and lovingly prepared in a different house. So every day I was forced to eat sweet foods. Under these circumstances, it is quite natural that one would get fed up with sweets after eating them for many months. Every day, I would instruct the person who brought my meals, "Please bring simple food for me. I prefer it." And, yet, invariably, on the next day, sweets would be presented to me. 

One day I said to my meal host, "Brother, I have not eaten simple food for many days; sweet dishes do not appeal to me now. So, if you would kindly bring me beans and rice, or any other simple food, I would be very grateful." 

He was a close devotee of mine who liked to pamper me very much, so he very reluctantly accepted my suggestion. 

The next day, he himself brought the meal, arranged it in front of me, and went outside to sit. 

Rice, beans, curry, spiced fried vegetables, pickles, yogurt, and many other simple foods were in the dishes. Overjoyed, I ate my meal with great relish. When I finished, the brother came in. His face was crestfallen. He came into the room wiping away tears which streamed from eyes that were red from prolonged crying. I motioned for him to sit close to me, and he did so. Patting him affectionately on his head, I asked, "Why are you crying? What's wrong?" 

He cried out loudly, "After a long time, I finally get to serve you, and all I get to give you is beans and rice." He collapsed on the floor, sobbing. 

I found it difficult to console him. Seeing his pure love, my heart melted. My throat tightened, and tears poured from my eyes. I merely patted him affectionately on his back. 

Since I have considered sanyas to be a discipline of love, I have always strived to live a life filled with love. Whenever I see pure love in someone, I don't consider it to be human love; I consider it to be the grace of God. My memory is filled with many events such as the one I just mentioned, related to thousands of disciples. Whenever I dive into the ocean of memory, my mind and body become pure. My disciples have not only cleaned my clothes; they have cleansed my mind and body as well. 

I have tried my best to integrate within my life the maxim: "Vasudeva kutumbakam" ("The whole world is one family"). From my childhood I have been dedicated to loving my relatives according to this principle, and their happiness has always been my happiness. I do not like to offend anyone. After becoming a sanyasi, I have always tried to accommodate myself to others, and I have never acted contrary to the desires of my disciples. I have even accommodated myself to small children. Many times grandchildren of close disciples have said to me, “Dada, please open your mouth." 

At those times, I would immediately open my mouth. Whatever chocolate or peppermint they put there, I have gladly eaten. 

I am not intimating that I have not committed any mistakes. I have, in fact, committed many mistakes; and no doubt, I may commit many more in the future. Whatever mistakes I have realized on my own or as a result of someone else's influence I have tried to remove to the best of my ability. I must confess, also, that it has not been possible for me to love everyone everywhere equally. Not only that, but I have also experienced failure in some of my love relationships. 

Briefly, I can definitely say that I have always tried to remain honest. If I have not always remained honest with others or if I have not always appeared to be honest., that is a different matter. 

After beginning my yoga sadhana, I began experimenting with various diets. In order to carry out the experiments, I had to put an end to the usual meals prepared for me by others and give primary importance to my own needs and interests. I had to insist on simple food. 

When I was living in Vejalpur, something occurred which I would like to share with you. At that time, Jashubahen, the sister who used to prepare my food, used to bring two cupsful of mung bean dahl. That was my meal for the entire day. At that time my voice used to be very hoarse due to manifestations of anahat nad, ram dhuns, mantras, ragas, dharana, and various other sounds which were going on all day long. 

Jahubahen used to keep one or two pieces of rock candy In my closet. At night I would put a few pieces into my mouth to soothe my throat. One day when I opened the closet door to get some rock candy, I found a small cup of cashews sitting beside the candy. 

I was not hungry, and it was my practice not to eat anything unless I was hungry. But when I saw the cashews, I suddenly experienced a desire for them. In my sadhana I have always considered elimination of desire superior to suppression. Elimination is preferable because suppression is torturous. Given the right circumstances in which to express themselves, suppressed feelings become violent and restless. Elimination of desires produces steadiness in any situation. 

For a few minutes I wrestled with the temptation to eat the cashews. Then I decided that since I was experiencing the desire to eat them, it was not proper to suppress it; so, I ate the cashews. 

But the thoughts didn't stop: "Today I have had cashews; tomorrow, Jashubahen will put something else there to eat. What if I am tempted to eat that too? Should a yogi's mind be so weak? How am I to arrive at the cessation of desires if I am constantly practicing suppression of them?” 

Due to the flood of such thoughts, I went to bed one hour later that night. 

In the morning, when Jashubahen arrived, I instructed her affectionately, "Please don't serve me any mung bean dahl today. I am not going to eat; I am going to fast." 

Well aware of my temperament, she immediately began to cry. "Have you decided to fast because I put cashews in the cupboard yesterday? The offense is mine. Why should you punish yourself? Punish me instead in whatever way you like." 

I shared my thoughts with her. "You are my daughter who lovingly prepares my food every day. Your action was prompted by love, thus you haven't committed any offense. It was my mistake. I should have not eaten without being hungry; yet, I ate." 

She got up and went to busy herself with her usual chores. I felt that I had made another mistake just then by displeasing her. Yet I didn't know how to amend this most current mistake. 

The next day, Jashubahen brought me mung bean dahl and I ate it. Then, she bowed down and promised, "Bapuji, I will not commit such a mistake again." 

I listened respectfully. Later, I found out that she had also fasted on water. Since I had always given great importance to the pure feelings of my disciples, whenever such incidents as this happened, I would always remember them and dwell on them with gratitude. 

Every day my bowls were filled with a wide variety of foods. Among them were simple dishes. Now, I don't need to tell anyone anything, because I have found the solution: the people who serve me may serve however many dishes they wish, but I eat with discrimination. not only that, but I have developed the practice of eating in seclusion, for I prefer it that way. 

While doing yoga sadhana, the sadhak is faced with many situations which are tests for him. He is responsible for giving himself the grades. 

For many years, countless disciples have served me. When I reminisce upon this,, my eyes fill with tears of gratitude. Only love can be given in exchange for love. What else can I give?" 
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