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                                             INTRODUCTION 
 
“This “Diary” is dedicated to Lord Ram whom my late father Sri Shankar 
Prasad Chhawchharia worshipped, and is digitalized to make the latter’s 
memory immortal by me, his son Ajai Kumar Chhawchharia, whom he 
had entrusted in the care of the Lord he worshipped.” 
 
 
My late father Sri Shankar Prasad Chhawchharia kept a personal Diary in which he 
had penned his spiritual thoughts and emotions over a long period of time, extending 
to roughly two and a half decades of the last part of his life. The contents of his Diary 
have nothing to do with worldly affairs and mundane things, but in it he had noted 
down his experiences in religious field and his personal spiritual feelings. It was for 
this precise reason that I decided to get them scanned and digitalized so as to make the 
memory of my father and his spiritual journey immortal as well as to pay my respects 
to him as a son.   
 
He was a man of simple habits, pious and god-loving. I do not now remember much 
of my early life, my childhood days as well as adolescence, for the emotional turmoil 
and grief my life underwent during the period when I must have been around 25 to 27 
years of age, had made me voluntarily opt for blanking out much of my memory of 
early life that preceded the time when I finally left my home after my father’s death 
and came to Ayodhya in search of peace and some semblance of bearing, expecting 
love from my beloved Lord Ram in whose care and custody my father had left me, as 
these old memories only gave me pain, and also because I did not wish to remember 
anything of the past once I renounced all ties with my earlier world.  
 
But of the blurred memory I still have in respect of my father during my growing up 
days I recall him getting up early in the morning, say around 4 a.m., and doing his 
Pooja or worship till dawn, when he would enter the phase of the day’s routine work. 
From all external behaviour no one would normally regard him as a religious or 
spiritual man, for he was leading a life like any ordinary householder, but that he was 
indeed a man tuned to the frequency of God is evident from his Diary which I am 
digitalizing now. I stayed with my mother at a rented accommodation throughout my 
school days, and it was once every week or fortnight that father would come to visit 
us for a short duration. We had discipline in our home, so we would be almost silent 
while he was around.     
 
What I recall of the last days I spent with my father before he died, is that he used to 
remain calm and stoic in the face of circumstances that were nothing but hopeless, 
gloomy and dark. When I told my father about my decision not to marry and to 
relinquish all worldly ties, and come to Ayodhya to seek refuge in the loving care of 
Lord Ram once he was no more, he did not become upset, nor showed any emotions 



 

or remorse. As much as I recall, after the initial attempts to change my thinking as any 
father would do in the natural course, he only heart-felt blessed me, and would 
occasionally tell me that I will ‘have access to Ram’ if this is my sincere desire and 
commitment.  
 
Indeed, he left me in the hands of my beloved Lord Ram, and would many a times, 
when I sat alone with him, forlorn and emotionless with a dark and uncertain future 
staring unblinkingly on my face, caress my head and utter some things of which I 
don’t much remember now, except having a faint idea that he told Ram to ‘take care 
of “his” son’, with the “his” having a double meaning to it: (i) it meant both that he 
prayed to my immortal Father Lord Ram to take care of me who was the son of my 
mortal father named Shankar, to put me safely in the hands of the former before the 
latter left me alone behind upon his death, and (ii) also to stress upon Father Ram that 
now onwards he is responsible for the caring of his own son!  
 
My father may have wept many a times silently, he may have felt remorseful and sad 
internally, but he never showed anything outwardly even once as far as I can 
remember, and he never made me feel his sadness, rather only blessed me with hope 
and to tell me to begin asking my true Father Ram for anything I want henceforth, by 
way of preparing the ground for my final departure from home as soon as he died.   
 
During some of those serene moments we had together before he passed away, he 
used to give me many advices about life, many a practical tips that surmised his own 
experiences of life, both bitter and sweet, but which were especially designed and 
tuned to serve me in good stead in life that I was to lead alone henceforth after he was 
no more, with no man to help me or guide me or offer me protection, for he was 
worried for me and my future.  
 
Yes surely, to encourage me and lift my spirits, he would often tell me, when I felt 
depressed, low and gloomy, that I must never feel alone, sad and orphaned, for I had 
my ‘Father’, Lord Ram, with me for ever, the Father who loved me many, many times 
more than my worldly father had ever done, and that I must feel absolutely secure in 
Father Ram’s custody, and I must be absolutely sure of it. He used to assure me that—
‘I will be taken excellent care of by my Father Ram, and my life would be well spent, 
not one of regret but one of cheer and joy, and I will do things no one had done 
before, because it is for this reason my Father Ram wants me to come to him!’  
 
With hindsight I now realize how true his words were, how his advices and guidance 
came true, every bit of them, and his blessings bore fruits that are succulent and sweet 
for me, for I may have lost the love of my ‘worldly father’, but I gained much more of 
it, many times sweeter and deeper than it, from my ‘Father Ram’, the loving, caring, 
compassionate, merciful, benevolent and divine Lord God of this world!!    
 
I also recall that in his last days he had stopped taking his doctor’s prescribed 
medicines, for which I and he often times had a small argument: I would insist he take 
his medicine and he resisting, for he said medicines would prolong his life artificially, 
and the more his death was delayed the more time would slip from under my foot for 
the next phase of life’s journey, for I had promised him that I would not leave him 
during his last days, as this was his wish too. I am just citing this to stress how much 
he loved me, and how practical a view of life he had.  



 

 
My father led a Spartan life, with few basic requirements and possessions, with no 
pretensions, habits I have got in inheritance. He had left his collection of religious and 
devotional books to me, as well as this ‘Diary’. I was very distraught, being mentally 
and emotionally lost during those sad days of my life, so when after my father’s 
passing away I finally packed up to come to Ayodhya, I could bring only a few of his 
many books with me along with my basic things, for the simple reason that I was 
coming to Ayodhya as a Fakir and man who is stepping on the path of the unknown 
destiny, a man uprooted from his habitat with no certainty of where his destiny was 
taking him and what would happen to him in life. Belongings, in these circumstances, 
become too cumbersome.  
 
But howbeit, I managed to carefully bring with me this ‘Diary’ which my father had 
entrusted to me for safe keeping, more to keep some of his memory with me after 
everything was lost in my life than for any other particular reason or purpose. I had 
kept this Diary in the little iron trunk in which I kept my sparse belongs when I left 
home and boarded the train to Ayodhya after the passing away of my father.  
 
Here at Ayodhya, I had a tough testing time that extended for almost a decade and a 
half since I came here in 1985. I had to change my residence as many as six times, till 
I finally settled down in my little home where I stay at present. During all this, I had 
all but forgotten about anything I had brought from home about 30 years back. During 
the last decade however, I got stability and mental peace, and I also began writing 
books. By my eternal Father Lord Ram’s grace and blessings of my father who is no 
more, I penned wonderful collection of books in English that brought to light a 
number of excellent classics of India in the field of metaphysics, religion, spiritualism 
and devotion that were hitherto not accessible to the world because of the language 
barrier, and a reader can have an idea of them by looking up at my website < 
http://www.tulsidas-ram-books.weebly.com > Further, many of these books are now 
available at www.amazon.com in their ‘kindle version’, and at www.createspace.com 
in their ‘printed-book format’.  
 
Meanwhile, one day while looking up my things, I noticed this forgotten Diary. I 
flipped through its pages and found them ripe with the nectar of love and devotion for 
Lord Ram. It immediately appealed to me, not because it was my father’s Diary, but it 
was the outpouring of a heart which believed in Lord God, felt close to him and loved 
him. It also contained references to me during the early days of my life as a child and 
adolescent, and surely my father must have seen some special spiritual spark in me 
early on in my life and deemed them worthy of noting them down for posterity.  
 
Then it dawned upon me now why my father did not resist my decision of renouncing 
the world and its affairs, and instead coming to Ayodhya to take shelter with Lord 
Ram, the loving Lord God, spending the rest of my life with the Lord: for obviously 
he had a premonition of things to come, for I now remember he used to silently 
murmur that he knew I will do what I have declared I would do whenever I told him 
that I have no interest in this world, that I wish to find lasting peace and deliverance, 
and that I wish to leave everything behind like a forgotten past and start life afresh in 
the lap and loving care of Lord Ram, letting my life be a test to see if Ram is really 
caring and loving as the scriptures have made him out to be!   
 



 

Then one day this year (2016), an idea came to me that I should pay my homage to 
my late father and make his memory immortal by getting his spiritual Diary 
digitalized and uploaded on my above website. It is this thought that motivated me to 
upload this Diary in a PDF format for free download by anyone interested and 
wishing to know how spiritual emotions and the spark of love for Lord God can 
unfold in the heart of even a common man. And mark me, such a man never pretends 
that he has closely experienced God—as is evident from the very fact that my father 
preferred to keep his experiences secret by never divulging them to anyone while he 
was alive, and the world thought that he was an ordinary businessman and a 
householder. Instead, he wrote them down in a private Diary. And he had perhaps 
decided that he would silently pass it over to him whom he would think worthy of it 
in due course of time in life.  
 
Finally, one last word. During one of his last days before death, he had given me a 
sealed envelope, with the instruction to open it after his death. When I did open it, I 
was overwhelmed, because in it he has expressed his thanks to me and put me in care 
of Lord Ram—‘in writing’. I am including this particular letter, dated 13th March 
1982, which is about three years before his death, at the very beginning of this Diary.   
 
 
Presented by: Ajai Kumar Chhawchharia;  

In the memory of my late father Sri Shankar Prasad Chhawchharia. 
 
Place: 36-A, Rajghat Colony, Parikrama Marg,  
 P.O. Ayodhya, pin 224123,  
 Dist. Faizabad, UP, India.  
 
Website: < www.tulsidas-ram-books.weebly.com > 
Email: (i) < ajaichhawchharia@gmail.com > 
         (ii) < ajaikumarbooks@gmail.com > 
Facebook ID < www.facebook.com/ajaikumarchhawchharia8 >  
Linkedin: www.linkedin.com/AjaiKumarChhawchharia  
Google+: www.google.com#AjaiKumarChhawchharia  
Twitter < www.twitter.com@AjaiChhawcharia > 
Goodreads: 
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/991710.Ajai_Kumar_Chhawchharia 
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