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PuBLISHER'S NOTE

We have great pleasure in publishing the English
version of a collection of stories written by the versatile
Jain Scholar Dr. Hukamchand Bharill and published
earlier under the title "AAP KUCHH BHI KAHO". This
translation has been prepared by one of our old students
Shri Padmakar Munjole Shastri, M.A. (Eng.) in lieu of
paper IV and V for the award of the degree of Master of
Philosophy (ELT - English Language Teaching) by the
University of Rajasthan.

Earlier the publication of its five editions in Hindi
and also one each in Kannada, Gujrati and Marathi itself
speaks of the great interest the society at large has
shown in these stories. We received several letters of
appreciation and praise for them from learned scholars
from different parts of our country; a few of which we
published in short in the earlier editions.

We are confident that the enlightened readers in
English too will find these stories thought-provoking,
enjoyable and inspiring.

We heartily thank Shri Padmakar Munjole for
permitting us to publish this English version.

We are also grateful to Professor Jamnalal Jain,
Indore and Shri Rajmal Jain, Jaipur, who reviewed the
translation and made the necessary corrections.

Our thanks are also due to M/s. Jaipur Printers
Pvt. Ltd., Jaipur who have printed this work in nice form.

Nemichand Patni

General Secretary

Pandit Todarmal Sarvodaya Trust
A-4, Bapu Nagar, Jaipur.
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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

Great men in addition to their reformatory and
revolutionary changes in society unconsciously make
greater contributions even in the far removed spheres of
life. Thus, it will not be farfetched to say that Shree Kanji
Swami who by interpreting the scriptures in their right
perspectives awoke the misled followers of Jain religion
from eternal slumber. Surprisingly, he has also made
constructive contributions in the field of linguistics. He
did so in more ways than one. Firstly, a bulk of Jain
literature has been translated into many Indian languages
like Kannada, Tamil, Marathi and Gujrati. I would never
have made it a point to mention his name in the light of
linguistics, had his contribution to linguistics merely
been confined to the branch of translation. As a matter
of fact, far more important than this is his introduction
of a new register in the area of mysticism. A spiritual
experience of the soul is an idiosyncratic phenomenon
that cannot be easily captured in a language. Despite
that, he introduced a register that nearly visualises the
abstract and subtle goings on in the soul during one’s
spiritual experience. Ironically enough, it is this aspect
of his literature that lands translators in difficulty. It
makes the translators job more complicated and akin to
tight rope walking. It is not wide off the mark if I call
Dr. Hukamchand Bharill an original translator rather a
creative translator, who, having internalised the spiritual
message of Shree Kanji Swami, has externalised with
creative force in the form of a work of art; SAY WHATEVER
YOU MIGHT, a collection of stories.
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Each story highlights a different aspect of spiritual
life. Being mutually exclusive the stories meet at one
common point : the root cause of all miseries is the
ignorance of the true nature of one's self and the root
cause of happiness is the rise of right knowledge of one's
self. Emotions fall outside the pale of spiritual
development, Bharat, notwithstanding his victory over
the six continents and the untimely emission of the
divine voice from Vrishabhanath, is unable to make
himself look upon as a fortunate one: despite the name
and fame, he regards himself as unfortunate and the
eater of the left-overs. This is not a stylistically
exaggerated account of a prejudiced writer. The very
things are like that. The enlightened souls have in true
sense hallmarks of greatness. The feeling of devotion is
totally immaterial to whom it is orientated. Both of the
monks, Pushpadant and Bhootbali stand for true
devotion. But discrimination has not been disparaged to
the background, and at the same time they never let the
pendulum swing to the other extremity. They are well
acquainted with the role of scriptures and traditional
values in the life of seekers of salvation.

In the concluding speech of the village woman, we
come across the fact that both practical wisdom and
theoretical knowledge are complementary to each other.

The truth is above all and it has nothing to do with
caste, creed, class and colour.,The futility of these
imposed identities is exposed by Shree Kanji Swami who
for the sake of truth snapped his ties with everything and
everyone of the community and determined to take on
the adversities. Rash actions always stem from
misunderstanding of the situation and they quickly cause
sufferings to individuals and community alike. Finally,
be it a spiritual sphere or non-spiritual one of life,
discrimination has a significant function and it can never
be undermined. These are the intellectual rays that
radiate from these stories.
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Finally, 1 would like to mention what made me to
take up this book for deissertation at the M. Phil. level.
I have been a student of Dr. Hukamchand Bharill at
Todarmal Jain Siddhant Mahavidyalaya. So I was looking
for an opportunity to offer him constructive tribute.
Besides, | always wanted to utilize my learning for
spiritual transactions so I arrived at the conclusion that
1 would take up “AAP KUCHH BHI KAHO" penned by him.
Dr. Rajul Bhargava was my guide who did not just
delightfully accept my decision but assured me of every
possible co-operation. This boosted my morale. I am
grateful to Dr. Hukamchand Bharill, whose inspiration
has led me to take up this spiritual job. I also express my
sincere thanks to Mrs. Rajul Bhargava and look forward
to her guidance in future. Last but not least, I express
thanks to Shri Mohanlal Jangid who facilitated my efforts
at School at Bassi (Rajasthan).

Translation is a terminal competence. The flip side
of it is; the going always gets tough but the tough never
gets going. | don't know how far I have been successful
in my attempt. | hope the enlightened readers will derive
joy and spiritual comfort from the principles enunciated
therein.

Munjole Padmakar Shreekant
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Say WHATEVER You MiGHT

When the humble ‘salutations’ broke the meditation
of the ascetic, auspicious blessings spontaneously came
out -

‘Be spiritually uplifted.’

Looking at the gloomy face of the multimillionaire,
the ascetic asked -

“What is the matter ?”
“Hiding innermost feelings, the rich man replied -

“Nothing - I have come to offer my humble
salutations.”

“Your arrival at this unearthly hour and your sad
face tell me all. It is futile to try to hide it, nor is it
required.”

“Oh saint | nothing to hide but...”
“But, why the hesitation ? When..."

“Saint ! [ am not able to see you in this pain nor can
I bear it; this insult on nudity is intolerable.”

“What kind of pain ? I am immersed in spiritual
bliss.”

“Leprosy has afflicted your entire body.”

“This is a changing condition of lifeless matter. I
have hardly anything to do with this body. It will last so
long as it happens to be in my contact. It would change
as it is destined to in keeping with the rise of virtue or
vice. ] am engrossed in a mass of knowledge and
happiness of pure consciousness which is different from
the body."”




“Well, these are metaphysical words. But, at least,
you should do something for this - this is my humble
request.”

“What ability do I have to do anything about this?”

“What can you not do? You are a king of arguments
who squashes the pride of false debators. Your voice has
such a tremendous power that its mere articulation
causes the things to come into being. The world has
witnessed this many a time. Your words are charms in
themselves. We have witnessed their miraculous effect
many times. If you desire, the leprosy will not stay for a
moment longer.”

“Multimillionaire, you are under a great delusion.
There is hardly anything like this : One never achieves
what one desires, Sanatkumar, an emperor, who had
attained liberation in the same birth suffered from this
disease for seven hundred years in the ascetic phase of
his life. What to say of me !

Over and above, why should I get rid of this, when
it is not detrimental. I have not forsaken the world to
cherish a desire for anything, but I have accepted nudity
to give up those very desires. Don't trap me in these
irrelevant and worthless feelings.

It is rightly said in the scriptures that an ascetic
should not develop intimacy with laymen. They trap us in
futile things. There is no inner inspiration from them.”

“Please, do something, if not for your sake, at least,
for our sake. I can't tolerate your suffering. This is a
great insult on nudity.”

Hardly did he complete his words when the ascetic
began saying -

“One is not able to do anything for others. How is
that there is insult on nudity ? Nudity is a characteristic

of a soul not of a body. If a body gets distorted how is that
it is an insult on nudity ?"

ﬂ
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The ascetic went on preaching, but the rich man
hardly listened to him. A constant stream of tears flowed
down from his eyes. He grew emotional.

Having noticed this, the ascetic said -

“The cause of your chagrin is beyond me. Please,
tell me plainly what the matter is.”

The rich man spoke in a choked voice -

“Yestérday, the royal court was crowded. Some anti-
religious people rediculing the religion of nudity, said
that the nude ascetics used to be lepers. When they have
no capability to maintain the health of their own body,
what good can they do to others ?7

Since 1 found this beyond my flesh and blood,
I said- ‘

“This is a lie. Nude saints can never be lepers. They
can do everything.”

I was so overcome by emotion that I lost control and
said everything that occured to me. | thought of you
when they told that they had seen a nude saint who was
a leper, but...”

When they incited the king he said -
“I will go myself to offer salutations to the ascetic.”

“Oh man ! such an attachment to religion is not
proper whose flurry of excitement makes you unaware of
the truth. One substance can neither harm nor benefit the
other substance. This is not an insult on nudity ; rather it
is a great honour; it is because the very nature of things
is like that. It expresses freedom of not every individual
but of every atom.”

The ascetic preached for a long time about the true
nature of substances, and an independent existence of a
substance and its self-controlled changing phenomenon
but it brought no relief to the rich man.

T ¢ Y S e L S S R = S =S
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Although he said nothing, his eyes expressed his
heart. He spoke no words but he told everything with his
eyes that were shedding tears and his choked throat. He
was looking at the ascetic without blinking. He wanted to
have his morale boosted by the heart of the ascetic filled
with compassion, but in him he noticed nothing less
than unpossessive non-attachment.,

The people were trickling in to have a ‘Darshan’ of
the sky-clad ascetic Vadiraj who was staying in the cave
on the hill near the city, for the king himself with his
courtiers was coming to have a Darshan. When the ascetic
heard the noise made by the huge gathering outside the
cave, he came out. They raised victorious slogans to the
ascetic. His body emblazoned with the golden hue of the
rising sun, he was glutted with non-sensual happiness,
peaceful, serfous and with a shining face, free from
passions, and nude like a newly born child having a
fearless countenance.

All of them were looking at one another in surprise.
The stream of tears was flowing from the eyes of the rich
man, but this time they marked his happiness.

The faces the people who rediculed the saint showed
a sudden blankness but they could not speak a word.

The ascetic took his seat on the clean rock situated
nearby. The king with his courtiers sat on the floor.
People sat wherever they could.

The people were silent. At their unarticulated
request the ascetic was filled with compassion for them
and as the divine discourse started emitting, the ascetic
said -

“Every soul is in itself a supreme soul; a supreme
soul is not a different one. Potentially every soul is in itself
a supreme soul, but, since they are unfamiliar with their
true nature they become miserable and unstranded. Those
who know it , realize it, firmly engross in it, enfoy and
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merge into it, become a supreme soul in the form of
manifestation as well.

Every soul is a supreme soul, who is low ? And who
is high? All are equal. Every soul has its own
responsibility for its good and bad deeds. None can do
good or bad to others and undergoing such passions of
doing good and bad this soul itself gets trapped in the
cycle of virtue and vice. Both virtue and vice cause
bondage alike. If virtue is in shackles of gold, vice is in
shackles of iron. But shackles are meant to bind.

‘Dharma’ means the true nature of things, and any
idea to bring about change in them is false, arrogance, is
the cause of suffering and actually it is suffering in itself.
The function of right knowledge is to accept the series-
bound-modifications objectively and dispassionately; the
feelings of joy and sorrow in them is neither justifiable nor
needed.

God is the knower and seer of the universe, not a
creator or a destroyer of it. One who knows the universe
dipassionately and in an uninfluenced way can be a god.
‘I‘hewayofbecommgagodtstomwmeunwerse
dispassionately.

Let all souls know their souls and recognise them,
engross into them, enjoy them and achieve infinite
happiness.”

Overwhelmed with happiness at his divine speech,

the king rose to his feet and folding his hands started
speaking humbly -

“On account of your presence our land has been
blessed. When merely your ‘Darshan’ can destroy the
pain of transmigration, what to mention of your speech?”

The ascetic smiled and said -

“Whose land? The land belongs to the land. Until
today it has belonged to none and will belong to none. The

#
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annihilation of the transmigration can be brought about
only with the experience of one's own soul. Nobody has,
liberated nor will liberate, by virtue of having somebody
else’s ‘Darshan’. One's own supreme soul that is totally
separate from others, and meditating upon it can end the
woes of the mundane state of soul. Having its ‘Darshan’
is right belief. knowing it is right knowledge and meditating
upon it is right conduct. Thus knowing, believing and
meditating upon it can destroy transmigration.”

The king, by kneeling before the ascetic, showed his

respect to what he had said, and, being unable to resist
the temptation of his curiosity, he asked -

“We have heard that you were a leper..."
Hardly did he finish when the ascetic said -

“This body had it certainly but not me. I am a god
enshrined in the temple of the temporal body, and so are
you. If a temple gets damaged, the god inside it cannot
be damaged.”

“Well, how was this temple buttressed up ?”

“I don’t know. Even | don't know when and how it
was damaged. Following the rise of vice and virtue all
these things take place in a fixed series; what should I
know ? And what should I worry about ? I am happy in
myself.” ;

“Have you not done anything for this ?"

“What could I have done in the activities of the
others ? Where is the need ?”

“Devotion, hymn, incantation...?"

"Devotion to god is a part and parcel of my routine
activities, and it is one of the six requisites. How can it
be related to this?

An ascetic should not be trapped in the irrelevant
and worthless feelings, regarding the body. What effect
can they bring about ? All these feelings directed towards

“
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doing, are starkly impotent : they can neither create nor
destroy anything ? In the natural course of things if they
coincide at some point, false beliefs from the beginningless
period become intensified.”

“Have you not done anything ?”

“I have not desired this either. Had I a desire for it,
it would have been proved a curse on my asceticism. Look

here | there is still leprosy in my little finger. Had I been
able to cure this why should have I left this uncured ?”

The people who were listening to their discussion
exclaimed simultaneously.

“Blessed is he | Blessed is he | He is real asceticism!”

Everyone including the emperor was overwhelmed.
The critics were also changed. One of them said -

~Had he been a fanatic ascetic, he would never have
resisted the temptation of reaping advantage of projecting
himself as a great one even at the cost of Jain religion.”

The other one said, “You are right, those that are
after name and fame have distorted the basic form of
religion.”

The third one said - “It is immaterial what the
ascetic has said, but this foolish world would highlight it
in terms of a great miracle.”

Whatever may come later on, right then and there
a blind devotee touched his feet and exclaimed loudly -

*Say whatever you might. We take it to be your
miracle!”

]
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AN UNFORGIVABLE OFFENCE

Acharya Akampan grew grave when the great Muni’,
Shrutsagar, a monk of immense scholarship and
erudition, reported the debate that had taken place
between him and the courtiers. Acharyashree?, even
though well-versed in the tendencies of human-kind,
could not conceal his doubts and the suspicion of
unpleasant things to come flitted across his face.
Although he said nothing, yet thoughts were more than
evident. Rich in natural simplicity and the very
embodiments of straightforwardness, great spiritual beings
cannot keep anything secret.

Although not a word was spoken, still the grave
silence was in itself eloquent. The language of silence in
no way less powerful than the articulated one. It only
needs someone to understand it.

The learned monk Shrutsagar did not take long to
understand the seriousness of the situation for he was
expert in the art of face reading.

Acharyashree’s deeply thoughtful countenance had
greatly agitated him, therefore, he could not remain silent
for long.

“Oh, revered one, forgive me ! Is repentance possible
for an unthoughtful offender ? Order me.”

“It is not a question of repentance but of the safety
of our union. Is there any evil doing that is impossible for
depraved person ?

1. An ascetic, hcmadammonkbclongmgtoanorderwhmclothes
are also forsaken.
2. A suffix or prefix of respect signifying greatness as well.

\
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When the embodiment of pridelessness, Shrutsagar
found himself unable to bear insult on nudity, what can
be expected from those that are not even nominally in
touch with the religion of pridelessness ?

Pain of humiliation will not make them feel relaxed.
A humiliated man becomes more rash than an enraged
snakeandahzmgryliom‘l‘adaytfwwuontsmdmger.'

As he was relating, he grew still graver.

Shrutsagar trembled from within at the gravity of
Acharya Akampan. He realized that what he had thought
to be his victory was such a great unforgivable offence
that it even proved painful to Acharya Akampan. He felt
this very profoundly that the Acharya’s mind was not
busy in looking for the ways of repentance as he would
have done on any other occasion everyday, but was being
consumed by compassional feelings for the safety of the
union. Quick decisive Shrutsagar took no more time in
arriving at a conclusion and bowing at the feet of the
Acharya he said -

“The union will not suffer the consequences of an
unthinking act of this unwise man; | will pass this night




exactly at the same spot where I had debated with Bali
and the other courtiers. For this, I beg your permission.”

“No, never, this is not possible. As far as the
consequences are concerned, however great this offence
might be, it is your devotion to religion which is the
cause of it. Insult on nudity provoked you. Moreover,
you were not aware of my command to maintain silence
with everybody, and particularly any kind of debate was
forbidden with those four courtiers; so my conscience
does not allow me to grant you such a severe repentance.”

“Your Holiness, it is not a question of repentance
but of the safety of the union, It is you who taught us
that discipline and administration are never governed by
the heart but by wisdom."”

“I know the values of Shrutsagar's life better,”

“None is so valuable as to sacrifice the union for his
own sake. How could we overlook your maxim that a
Judge. while meting out punishment should not consider
the qualities and usefulness of the guilty.”

“Do you know that persons like Shrutsagar are very
rare in this world? Society must assess his value.”

“Monks are beyond the limitations of society. An
ascetic should acquire an ocean of restraint from the ocean
of scriptures. I have broken the restraint of speech. The
talkative can never achieve the greatness achieved by the
observers of silence. 1 have broken your order. Mine is an
unforgivable offence.”

“But my order was not known to you.”

“But the ocean of scriptures should have possessed,
at least, this much wisdom that he should have restrained
from getting entangled in futile debate with the people on
the way. My act of indiscretion will be remembered until
the end of the era but it is beyond my flesh and blood
that history should point out the fact that the strong

“
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attachment for his dearest disciple made Acharya
Akampan shaky as well.

Whatever | have done I have done it, but I would
never let one belittle even a little bit of magnanimity of
my teacher.

The Acharya will have to fulfil my obstinate
demand.”

Acharya Akampan grew still thoughtful. Taking his
seriousness and silence as a sign of acceptance,
Shrutsagar offered his salutations at his feet and in an
unspoken way started begging the blessings of his
teacher.

Blessing Shrutsagar with his trembling hand, he
said -

“It never crossed my mind that upon whom once I
conferred the title “Shrutsagar”, one day I would have to
grant him such a severe repentance.

Dear Shrutsagar ! you have emerged successful in
the test of knowledge more often than not. Today it is the
test of your meditation. Although continuance and
discontinuance of life are controlled by the series-
bound-modifications yet I wish you stability of meditation.

You have conquered the others so many times, go.
and conquer your own self, at least, once.”

As he was uttering these words he became graver.
He kept looking at Shrutsagar who was going away
obeying his command until he disappeared from his
sight. .

<
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WakeruL Wispom

The event had taken place two thousand years ago
when Acharya Dharasen deeply engrossed in his soul in
the deep caves of the Girnar Hills found his meditation
broken. It was the last phase of the night and he became
worried about the preservation of the tradition of the
scriptures. He started thinking -

“Now I have grown very old, but so far no competent
disciple has turned up who has the ability to acquire the
entire tradition of the scriptures of Lord Mahaveer which
I myself have learnt from my teachers. On account of the
marked deterioration in the cognitive skills of men, the
scriptures can no more be preserved just by committing
them to memory. Now the only way to preserve them is
to commit them to writing; but I don’t know how all this
can be brought about. How much of my life is left now ?
I will be free from worries, if I happen to find a competent
disciple whom I will order to commit the scriptures to
writing, How can my thinking alter things ? What is to
happen will happen.*

As he was pondering over the matter, he went to
sleep, and dreamt of two strong, active, young white
oxen which approached him and were bowing at his feet.

At once he awoke. Acharyashree, who knew the
meaninglessness of ‘Vikalpas'*, thought that his dream
had struck the keynote of the imminent realization of his
Vikalp.

When Acharya Dharasen in the state of deep
meditation raised his eyelids, he beheld two young and

* Temporal, unformed ideas.

m
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enthusiastic monks bowing at his feet. They were saying
humbly -

“May the salutations from monks thirsty to drink
the scriptural nectar at the lotus feet of Acharya
Dharasen, the master of the second ‘Shrutskandh’, be
accepted.”

The Acharya though rigid from without but soft
from within began to say -

“Nothing goes unattained provided one has the
necessary competence and the perseverance to reach their
goals, but all this comes from inner devotion.”

Having understood what the Acharya had obliquely
pointed at, they said -

“On their part, the introverts will not lack in devotion
and have no disregard for supreme efforts, but it is up to
the Acharya to measure their competence.”

“This was the response | expected from you".

“These followers are obliged to the compassion of
the Acharya”.

Offering mantras to both he said-

“Go, accomplish these mantras in the cave situated
on the summit of the hill opposite me. When they are

accomplished, two celestial goddesses with
proportionately beautiful parts will appear.

Both monks were non-plussed. They began to think-

“Appearance of celestial goddesses with
proportionately beautiful parts ? What have we to do
with them ? What Acharyashree . . . .. e

The Acharyashree who knew their mind said -

“Don't be trapped in the Vikalpas and don’t squander
away your time, Do what has been told to. Go...”

e 2 e S S S [ S e S SR
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“Stop, stop for a while, listen to one thing attentively.
Don’t rush to me if you happen to entertain any doubt.
Your soul is your true teacher. Don't forget this great
contrivance. Now go, don’t be late...”

The ascetics who were well-versed in
accomplishment soon saw the two goddesses appear.
But they ceased to be proportionately beautiful; one of
them had her tooth projecting outwards and the other
had only one eye. At this, both plunged into anxiety.
They started thinking -

“The Acharyashree told us that goddesses with
proportionately beautiful parts would spring into
existence. There is something wrong, why should we not
go to the Acharya and know it from him ? No, no, while
we were leaving he directed us not to rush to him if there
was some doubt or the other. He also advised us to keep
it in mind that ‘the self was one's true teacher'. So we
have to find out the cause on our own.”

After close scrutiny of the hymns they came to
know that while one hymn had fallen short of one letter,
the other had one additional letter,

“Should we correct the hymns according to our own
wisdom? Might this boldness not be a rash act of
youthfulness to correct the hymns offered by the Acharya
who is rich in the tradition of scriptures; who had received
them from the tradition of his teachers that had enjoyed
superiority in age, knowledge and experience as well ?”

After a lot of deliberation, the ascetics came to the
conclusion that they would correct the hymns according
to their wisdom and got engrossed in meditation.

Success touches the feet of the diligent as well as the
intelligent. The beautiful goddesses appeared and began
asking ‘Can we help you ?’
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"No, the possession of servant and service are not
desirable to us. The purpose of our accomplishment was
just to carry out the orders of Acharyashree."

Both the young ascetics were present at the feet of
Acharyashree. Blessing the bowing young ascetics, the
Acharyashree said -

“] am blessed to have Pushpadant who has teeth
like flowers and Bhootbali who possesses unprecedented
power.”

They were surprised to hear their novel names, but
seeing the change in their bodies they understood
everything. They wanted to narrate everything that had
happened, and to forgive them for their offence of
correcting the hymns. The Acharyashree said with
seriousness -

“You need not narrate everything; nothing is beyond

me. [ needed talented introverts that were polite, rich in
wisdom and to whom the scriptural wealth received from
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forefathers can be offered. Wisdom can never be attained
without politeness, but thoughtfulness and talent cannot
be dispensed with either; without them acquisition of
knowledge becomes impossible. The firm faith in a teacher
has also a significant role to play, but it ought not to reach
the level of fear, otherwise it would contort wisdom.

Solutions to problems should be sought from one’s
own wisdom, for a teacher will not be available at all
times and all places. Even traditions cannot provide
solutions to each and every problem because the problems
would not prop up in keeping with traditions. Over and
above, social values keep constantly changing.

Wakeful wisdom is above all, but it should not cross
the watermarks of politeness and propriety; it is a deadly
sin to do anything in the name of wisdom, for unrestrained
thoughtfulness proves pernicious to the tradition of the
scriptures of our forefathers.

It is a duty of wakeful thoughtfulness to rule out ills
that come into being under the influence of temporal and
spatial factors, but it must be dovetailed with full
awareness. '

The reason of my happiness is that you have
corrected the hymns from your wisdom but did not
transgress propriety and politeness. You thought a great
deal before correcting the hymns. You were not dismayed
under my influence, and you were not egoistical when
you successfully accomplished your task. I had expected
disciples that were simple, rich in decorum, polite and of
balanced wisdom.

Now, I have made up my mind not only to offer you
. the knowledge of the entire scriptures but also confer on
you the title of Acharya, and get rid of my worries.”

£+
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HAPLESS BHARAT

After receiving three auspicious messages in a row,
the entire Court was thrown into ecstacy, but Emperor
Bharat kept himself isolated like a leaf of lotus from the
water.

It was not that the achievement of omniscience by
Rishabha Deo had not filled his soul with joy; certainly
it had; he was sublimely ecstatic.

But the fact was that the message of the birth of his
son went without bringing any reactions on his face. The
moment he got the message of the emergence of the
Emperor's Wheel he looked very thoughtful and solemn;
all his joy vanished like camphor.

The entire Durbar, not familiar with the heart of
Bharat which was reflected on his face, was deeply
immersed in happiness. But nothing went unnoticed
from the Minister-in-Chief who was gifted with the faculty
of keen observance. There is nothing that is beyond the
realm of cautious wisdom.

After the dispersement of the Durbar the Minister-
in-Chief meeting Bharat in seclusion said -

“Can this petty servant know the mystery behind
the gravity of the Emperor on this rapturous occasion ?"

“Does the Minister-in-Chief need the mystery of
heart to be expressed through speech?”

“This servant considers such a strong confidence in
him to be an incomparable treasure, but who has the
capability to avert the process of the series-bound-
modifications. The emperor ought to ponder over this
greatest reality. It is a duty on the part of a man of right

R T S gl PSR o M DS [ F i et SemSESeSMTeams pomy
25



vision to accept the happenings dispassionately that come
about in the fixed series.”

“Attachment is not bound to accept the reality that
belongs to the arena’ of belief — the reality about
modifications can never be averted either. This hapless
Bharat is fed up with the congratulations constantly
trickling in on his good fortune.”

“Fortunes look like misfortunes {f they are not
congenial to one's interest. The fact of the emergence of
the Emperor’s Wheel which the world thinks the greatest
rise of fortune has rocked the Emperor who considered
it as a hindrance in listening to the voice of Jina. [ know
that better, but the ocean should recognise its immense
seriousness. To say anything in addition to this, this
servant thinks unbecoming for he is well aware of his
limitations"”.

“Bharat is thankful to the Minister-in-Chief for his
timely advice.”

After the ritual of Mangal-tilak and before setting
out to accomplish the victory, he touched the feet of his
royal mother, Yashaswati Nanda. A stream of tears wet
her feet.

She noticed premonition in the tears shed on the
auspicious occasion of setting out to accomplish victory.

Sustaining herself, she said in a high pitched voice-

“The royal mother desires to get at the cause of the
weakness of the would-be architect of the Bharat
Continent, the fortunate son of Rishabh, because she
finds it inauspicious.”

“Call Bharat whatever you like, but don't call him
‘fortunate’. This hapless Bharat is envious of those
hundred brothers and the citizens who will have the luck
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of listening to the divine voice of Rishabh Deo three times
a day (and each time of 1.5 hours). But at the same time
your hapless son would be involving himself in the politics
of appeasement, payment, punishment and division and
leading the operations of the war.”

His inner conflict rocked her from within. She at
once became very grave but spoke no word. Bharat replied
to what her sincere silence pointed at -

"My explanation might not be acceptable to the
glory of the royal mother, but it must be acceptable to
the affectionate mother of Bharat...”

No sooner did he finish his words than the royal
mother's courage was augmented and she said, "Dear
somn, | do understand your agony but the Bharat Continent
of Bharat should be one and should not be disintegrated
into six parts.”

“Bharat recognizes, what is worth doing. It is
wisdom, not heart, that has the ability to bear the buffets
of duty.”

“It is beneath the dignity and grace of the Emperor
to bring tears to his eyes.”

“Even in the presence of his mother ?”

“It isn't a matter of a mother, but of the royal
mother 1"

The spies set by Bharat had been active every
moment to capture the mood of the public in Aryavrat.
Wherever the military encamped, top level diplomatic
discussions on the information obtained by the spies,
would take place at night.

Presenting the report of that day, the head of the
bureau of spies said “Yesterday's event has made possible
what was not possible even after heavy battles over the
years. Today the entire Aryavrat is praising the fortune
of Bharat; all are full of joy at his fortune.”
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“What came about yesterday ?"

“Your Majesty went to Rishabha Deo to offer
salutations at midnight. It was on account of you that
there was an untimely emission of the divine voice of the
God.”

“How is it related to politicking. It is a purely
personal matter of my own interest.”

“Politics seeks its spirit from every sphere. It is not
all in all just to win a piece of land but the heart of the
people for the integrity of the country. The Emperor
ought not to overlook the fact that the people who have
absolute commitment to religion give in under religious
opportunities.”

“No, | don't want to seek political advantage out of
my personal devotion.”

“This is your greatness; whether you like it or not,
it scarcely matters. The rise of fortune always flows.
good.”

“I don't want to be accused by history that even
Bharat's act of worship was a political gimmick.

“No body has his desire fulfilled up to this day.
Today everything is echoing the glory of your fortune.”

*Mob psychology is very strange. Those who are
fortunate enough to listen to the divine voice of the God
three times a day think themselves deprived of fortune
and a person like me who has, so far, only once listened
to it is fortunate ? Very surprising.

Change the topic, merely dwelling on it agitates me.
It escalates the pangs of deprivation of the voice of God.

Whenever the people offer me congratulations on
my being fortunate this hapless Bharat can not receive
them delightfully. Is this all what fortune means ?

No, no, never, let the world think whatever, but
Bharat ceases to be fortunate, and hapless he is I" €@
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THE EATER OF THE LEFPT-OVERS

Today. Yashaswati Nanda was thrown into excess
of ecstacy, why not ? When her son was returning with
the achievement of victory over the six continents, the
slogans in praise of Emperor Bharat, the world conqueror
and the king of kings, rent the sky. Although Bharat with
his army had made no entry into the city, the slogans in
praise of his victory could be distinctly heard in the

- upper stories of the palace.

Though the royal mother occasionally got
information about the victory, no mother can be satisfied
with mere information.

When Bharat, revered by thirty-two thousand
crowned kings feeling a sense of responsibility, made his
way into the palace, he eyed his mother who was
accompanied by family members at the main gate with
a blissful pot.

No sooner had Bharat bent to touch her feet than
she embraced him; but she hardly noticed any anticipated
glory on his face and zeal and enthusiasm in the activity
of the victorious Bharat. Rather, there was gravity caused
by the burden of responsibility.

The royal mother was a little dispirited. But
sustaining herself, she said -

“Bharat, what is the matter ? *

“Nothing. The royal mother’'s order has been carried
out. Now Bharat's Bharat is integrated.”
“But your heart . . . .. -4

“Heart is not a piece of land that can be won by
power, glory and under the effect of the virtuous deeds.
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A winner of mind assumes not divided continent but the
undivided soul.”

“What is the matter with you ? Why are you talking
incoherently ? "

“What is wrong with me ? Nothing, they are no mere
incoherent utterances but the supreme truth ? It is the
assumption of the soul in an integrated form that makes
life meaningful.”

“Do you know, you are the first emperor to enjoy
the power of six continents.”

“No, mother, | had also been under delusion on the
occasion of my victory. When | went to have my name
written on the popular rock it was full of names of other
emperors on it who had enjoyed rule over the six
continents. | had my name written on it by dint of
erasing one of the names; only then the fact dawned
upon me that the land that I took to be fresh is left-over.
I am not an eater of untouched food but of the left-overs.

It was then that I realized the mortality of name. I
thought, ‘Will my name be there for ever ?

Na, never, in future some emperor will erase my
name and will have his name written in its place.

Mother, [ am an eater of the left-overs.”
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The royal mother said with firmness "No, never. My
Bharat can never be an eater of the left-overs.”

Bharat said in an effort to make her understand -

“Mother, facts cannot be fabricated by emotions.
Your heart which is brimming with affection for me is
unable to accept the truth; Reality and appearance are
Judged not by passion but by thought.”

“The Mother of Bharat can become emotional but
not the royal mother. The royal mother knows the
meaning of left-overs.”

“Can Bharat also know that ?”

“Why not ? Left-overs are acquired by begging, not
by strength. He has not got the empire in alms. This can
never be called the left-over.

“Animals quarrel over left-over food. Eventually he
who wins it, wins it with his might.”

“No, it is a harvest of your virtuous deeds ? "

“Left-over food is also a harvest of virtuous deeds.
It is not easily available to everyone.”

“You are arguing ?"

“Mother, it is hardly a question of argument, but of
understanding. Moreover this is not the achievement of
my might either; justifiably the empire belongs to
Bahubali who had forsaken this land after winning it,
and it is me who is prepared to enjoy the empire
abandoned by him. There is no match between us.

Am | not still an eater of the left-overs according to
your definition ?”

“Blessed are you | Dear son blessed is your
detachment, so long as the sun and the moon continue
to exist the world will praise your detachment.”

“But, mother, can this also be the truth ? "
#
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“Why not ?”

“Is it detachment ? Can the detachment of Bharat
match with that of the sons of Vrishabh like Bahubali
and Vrishabhsen ? Please tell me mother | Please Il Is
Vrishabhsen born of you, and who accepted an ascetic
life from revered father Vrishabh Deo and became his
first Ganadhar ? Is he less fortunate and detached than
this Bharat ?

Can this Bharat, an eater of the left-overs, match
the detachment and fortune of Vrishabhsen and Bahubali
born of Yashaswati Nanda and Sunanda respectively.”

Son.. 7"

“Mother, your Bharat might not have hold over his
attachment, but his knowledge and wisdom can never
hoodwink him. Bharat might not be able to give up the
emperorhood but he will not feel proud of it and nor will
he enjoy it.

Emperorhood is not his glory ; it is his helplessness,
mere helplessness.”

]
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THE CONVERSION

“Although man enjoys special privileges over animals,
he is not completely free from adversities; although animals
are bereft of parental property, they have not been
subjected to the slavery of traditions. Man known to be
civilized, inherits property but he also inherits slavery to
conventions.

When [ have forsaken the property | inherited and
developed no attachment to it, how long can I be fastened
in the sectarian shackles ? I should have broken them
with the dawn of supreme truth upon me, but strange is
the attachment for one’'s fellow beings that has kept me
shackled till today.

Being a member of a particular sect, it is easy to
impart knowledge of truth but a revolutionary change in
its members cannot be brought about. How complex
sectarian feeling is | Having accepted the fact that they
are treading the wrong track, the mere idea of forsaking
it shakes their very being. Though finding the boundaries
of an enclosure unbearable, the idea of transgressing
them makes the ordinary people tremble.

I have squandered away so much of my time in
dreaming about changing with herds. A lion-like boldness
seems graceful on the part of revolutionary truth seekers.
Thinking about his fellow beings strait-jackets his
boldness.

The followers never stand by; their task is to follow
him. | mistook the followers for companions. That is why
I have been kept trapped by them against my conscience
so far. None is a companion; when | set out alone on my
path, the followers will stand out, the true followers will
definitely follow me.




Why should I be entangled even by a subtle thread
of attachment ? Those that want to follow me let them
follow, those that do not let them not. What have I got
to lose thus ? I am different from the others and am
unique element of consciousness. What have I got to do
with foreign matters ?

Today I will tell them everything clearly. There is no
need of even telling them. The same old persuasions
again; ‘Please put off your programme for a few more
days.' The list of imaginary adversities will be reeled off
— all these things have exhausted me., The valuable
moments of manly life have been atrophied in such an
entanglement. Now | can no longer bear the burden of
these things.

When I need no companion, then why should I tell
it to anybody ? Fortunately enough, tomorrow is the
auspicious birth anniversary of Lord Mahaveer and
luckily 1 have a picture of Lord Parswanath. So I will
throw away the mouth-cover before the picture and
declare myself a vowless lay follower of the Digamber
Jain Religion.

If I reveal my heart to the people, first of all, they
will not be prepared to accept it; and even if they are
prepared they will stray into chalking out a long list of
programmes ? Religion of soul should not be displayed
but realized.

This place being sombre, lonely and peaceful
matches with my ideas. It seems that the five factors
responsible for causing a change are present. The high
intensity of passions bespeaks that the time is ripe. The
substantively, spatially, temporally and qualitatively
convenient affairs reveal the fixed orderliness of change.”

The mind of Kanji Swami, a spiritual and effective
speaker belonging to the Kohinoor Sthanakvasi
Community hailing from Kathiyawad had been constantly
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flooded with these ideas. As a result, he did not have a
wink of sleep till morning.

Although he did not have a wink of sleep, weariness
on account of not sleeping could not be seen on his face;
rather there was a special glow. His glowing face distinctly
revealed that already some marvellous thing had taken
place and was due to take place. Everyone cannot read
the face for it requires a keen intellect to do so.

The ideas were translated into action and ‘Saint
Kanji’ was converted to “Adhyatmik Satpurush Shree
Kanji Swami‘. The news of conversion spread like forest
fire throughout the length and breadth of Kathiyawad
and caused commotion in the Sthanakvasi community.

The matter became the talk of the town everywhere,
in villages and in cities. Hectic activities began to bring
him back by hook or by crook. The entire atmosphere
had been terribly charged with excitement. The strokes
of tempestuous excitement were at work to violate
decorum.

People would come to him in droves: they would
preach to him, urge him and threaten him; but they did
not affect him because he had not chosen this path
without thinking; he had speculated over years and stuck
to this track. So far as threats are concerned, they
further fortify the decision of great men. As he was
prepared to risk his life, who could destabilize him ?
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A group of powerful and reputed persons came to
him. It comprised all types of people that had the ability
to bring him under their influence or make him deviate
in some way or the other. There were some to appease
him and also some to threaten him; there were polite as
well as arrogant people, there were hardliners as well as
softliners.

One of them said “You have not done the right
thing. The result would be very serious.”

Swamiji said calmly -
“I know better what is right and what is wrong.

As far as the result is concerned, 1 am no longer
unfamiliar with it. I never bother about the result you
are talking of; the result of what I have undertaken to do
would be the destruction of infinite transmigration. This
birth of mine is meant to destroy the births and not to

support any community or faction.”
Making a dig at it another person said -

“The birth will definitely be destroyed. After all,
without food, how can this life subsist ? "

“I have not forsaken my home for the sake of food.
At least, I need not mention it to you that there was no
dearth of food in my home. You are talking about food !
For the sake of the elixir I have now received, I can throw
away the wealth of an emperor and the magnanimity of
the Tirthankar like a piece of straw, not to mention of the
community and its greatness | I have found a way to
assume a state of bodilessness; why should I bother
about this body ? * :

Threatening him the third one said -

“"We will see, you cannot live on mere talks, we will
see who comes to you, weshallneverletourconnnumty
go to pleces.”
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Swamiji's grave and sincere personality was not
used to such a language for, so far, he had listened only
to his praise but his seriousness assumed the form of
overlooking silence and turning the leaves of the
Samayasar he was lost in its introspection.

Thinking that the matter had nearly concluded, the
fourth one said - ,

“No. My Lord. They have no knowledge, so they are
talking nonsense. Please, don’t take it seriously. The
matter of changing the community has wildly excited
them. So they have lost control over themselves. Don't be
offended at what they have said. We shall do exactly
what you ask us to do. Read the Samayasar as much as
you can and read it out to us too. We shall listen to it and
understand it, but don’t cast off the mouth-cover. The
rest of the clothes have been still retained as they were.
Now it is just the question of the mouth-cover.”

Kanji Swami, an ocean of kindness, became
compassionate at this polite language and in a choked
voice said -

“This is not a matter of little significance but it is
something very grave. This is a symbol of adopted perverse
belief . If you want to understand reality, and if you want
to destroy the births in this life, you have to give up the
insistence on this. It ceases to be a mere question of a
mouth-cover but that of the perverse belief beneath it.”

Feeling happy, the fifth one said -

"My Lord ! It is right. This is exactly what we are
urging you; give up the belief and retain the mouth-
cover. This is only a compromise.”

Swamiji said to them firmly -

“There is no such way out. When the belief has been
eradicated, the mouth-cover cannot be retained for a
limitless period ? Such is the nature of things. What can
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