SATSANG TIME

Before I became a sanyasi, I owned several plots of land in a small village. Some years later, I revisited the village to give lectures. Most of be people in that area knew me, and they made arrangements for me to stay in an inn when I arrived. 

After I had settled in, a prosperous farmer of that village who had been busy with a variety of duties came to visit me late one afternoon. 

He said, "Swamiji, I need to go away on business, but as soon as I am finished I will come straight here. Then we can sit peacefully for satsang. In fact, the whole night will be ours to spend. 

To him satsanga was something like a shunting engine. Usually all the large railway stations use a shunting engine. It doesn't travel; it remains in the station. Its task is merely to connect and disconnect the railway cars. That satsangi brother considered saints to be like shunting engines. That is, the saint is obliged to give satsanga with anyone at any time. 

However, this is not a way to give true satsanga. Since this man knew me, he assumed certain liberties. So, I waited up for him until midnight; then I went to bed. 

After he was done with his tasks, he returned at 2:00 a.m. Upon finding me asleep, he said, "Oh, you are sleeping? Didn't I say I would return?" 

I woke up. If I had become angry, he would assume that I had become spoiled now that I was a sanyasi. I could not tolerate the thought of his thinking that, so I didn't become angry. I smiled and got up. 

With some pains, one cries due to helplessness. With others, one laughs due to helplessness. So, I lovingly gave satsanga until 6:00 a.m. 

While leaving, he said, "Swamiji, I really enjoyed our time together." 

Amused, I agreed. "Brother, I have brought bundles of joy just for you. I am content that I have carefully delivered those bundles to you intact. 

Indeed, in ordinary communications, one often has to adopt such behavior even though it is pretentious. However, the self-control and good manners practiced eventually benefit the sadhak for whom restraint is a necessary virtue. 
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