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The Message to the Graduates

of The Sant Bani School
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

\.

- Sant Ji holding Satsang, March 1976

April 7, 1986

Dear Ones,

May the love and blessings of the Almighty Lord be with you always.
I would like to congratulate you all on graduating from Sant Bani School.
I hope that you will always become successful in your life. Now when
you are going to a more open world, where there will be more free-
dom, I hope that you will not ruin your lives. Freedom doesn't mean
that you should let yourselves be misled by bad elements. Always
remember that he who gives you good advice is your friend, and he
who puts you in bad company and bad things is your greatest enemy.
So keep yourselves in the discipline. My love and best wishes are al-
ways with you. Wishing you all the best,

With all His love,
Yours affectionately,

AT ol ik

AJAIB SINGH




Letter from the Editor

EN YEARS have passed since Sant Ajaib

Singh Ji had mercy on us all and
agreed to take on our responsibility. It
seems an appropriate time to begin look-
ing back at the astonishing events of the
decade and to reflect on the ways in which
those events have become—or not be-
come —woven into the web of our life.
Since Sant Ji’s coming out was in no real
sense a beginning, but a continuation and
fulfillment, it seems appropriate to con-
sider the missions of Masters Sawan and
Kirpal as well.

One hundred twenty-eight years ago,
on July 27, 1858, Baba Sawan Singh was
born; twelve years ago, on August 21,
1974, Master Kirpal left the body for the
final time. Despite the fact that Masters
do not die in any real sense, despite the
continuity of the Master both within each
initiate and in the form of His successor,
the passing of the Master is a terrible, ter-
rible time. The Gospels make that plain
enough; as Sant Ji has said, “The going
away of a Perfect Master from the world
is the greatest catastrophe which can be-
fall the disciples and admirers. When vio-
lent thunderstorms and hurricanes blow,
even the heaviest trees are sometimes up-
rooted.” The violence of the storm is ag-
gravated by the fact that the form of the
Master’s death, determined by the Nega-
tive Power in accordance with the karmas
of the disciples that the Master has taken
on Himself out of His mercy towards us,
reveals the pain and terror underlying the
fallen universe, the lower three worlds of
Kal, as nothing else can. Master Kirpal,
in His account of the passing of His Mas-
ter Sawan Singh, in The Way of the
Saints, wrote, “Saints take the burden of
misdeeds of their followers on their own
body to keep those initiated by them clean

and thus save them from pangs and anxi-
ety of the day of judgment. This is, how-
ever, a poor estimate of the gigantic trea-
sure of love they have for their disciples,
regardless of reciprocity.” Or, in the
words of the prophet: “But he was
wounded for our transgressions, he was
bruised for our inequities: with his stripes
we are healed. All we like sheep have gone
astray; and the Lord hath laid on him the
iniquity of us all.” (Isaiah 53:5-6).

But after the descent into hell comes the
Resurrection, and that is the tenth an-
niversary we are celebrating: the discov-
ery that the Master’s successor is, in some
tremendous marvelous way that is totally
beyond our ability to grasp, the Master
Himself. The Master in fact exists only
in the present tense: He is. There is no
“was” about it. From the point of view
of the disciple, Sawan is Kirpal is Ajaib.
The Master is the Master. There is no one
else. As Master Kirpal wrote in The Jap
Ji: “Guru Nanak was Shabd personified.
He changed His form and came as Guru
Angad, who transformed Himself into
Guru Amardas, who, in turn, rose into
Guru Ramdas and passed into Guru Ar-
jan Dev” (p. 80). When Baba Jaimal
Singh was asked how it was possible for
a Saint to come into the physical self of
His successor, He replied, “Like sugar in
a glass of water. The color of the water
does not change, but the taste is definitely
improved.” (Spiritual Letters, pp. 130-31)
From the point of view of the Master, of
course, it may look different.

This issue is a celebration of that on-
going Resurrection which holds the world
together, and a recognition of the sadness
of separation which accompanies it.

RUSSELL PERKINS
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Sant Ji at the 16PS Ashram, May 1976



The Enemy Within
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

WAMI JI MAHARAT says, “How can I tell

you all the tricks of the mind? The
mind has so many ways in which he can
deceive us that we cannot describe all his
tricks.” What does he do? He destroys the
love in the Satsangis, and instead of that
love, he fills them from within with jeal-
ousy, with duality, and people start hat-
ing each other.

What does Maya do? Maya brings il-
lusion within us, and Kal colors that with
the color of dirt. And then, we also be-
have like ordinary worldly people, after
giving up our meditations.

What does Kal do with us? Whatever
good thoughts we have had by attending
the Satsang, whatever meditation we have
done, whatever knowledge we have
achieved through the Satsang —when the
time comes, the Negative Power tries his
level best and plays all his tricks to take
those things away from us.

If someone has achieved a little bit of
love, and the Will of the Master or Saint,
the Negative Power tries to take that away
from him also in due course of time.

Swami Ji Maharaj says that it is a sur-
prising thing that when the Negative
Power attacks us, we forget the forgive-
ness which we have received after attend-
ing some of the Satsangs.

This talk, never before published, was
given by Sant Ji fo the sevadars of Sant
Bani Ashram, Sanbornton, New Hamp-
Shire, in the Master’s House at that
ashram, in a meeting called specially by
Him sometime during the last two weeks
of May 1977.
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How does Kal or the Negative Power
affect us? We are called Satsangis and we
are Satsangis, and we are all brothers and
sisters in Master. But he sits in us and
makes us fight among our brothers and
sisters. He creates dryness within us and
tells us, “What is in meditation?” Com-
ing into the Satsang also he disturbs us.
He does not leave us even for a minute.

Once the Negative Power came to Guru
Nanak and said, “You are giving grace to
many people and liberating them. So give
me some room in your Sangat so that I
can also get something from you.” Guru
Nanak said, “No, there is no room for
you. But if you still want, you can sit in
the place where the shoes of all the people
are kept.” That is why, you see, when we
are sitting in Satsang, after hearing the
talk of the Master, we make up our mind
that now we will do whatever Master has
told us to do. But as soon as we come to
the place where the shoes are kept and we
put on our shoes, the Negative Power
starts affecting us, and we forget every-
thing we have learned in Satsang.

If the Satsangis are loving and respect-
ing each other and doing their meditation,
then the Negative Power, if he cannot do
anything to the meditators, goes to the
sevadars. And sitting in the sevadars, he
will pull their minds in different direc-
tions. He will tear apart the sevadars, and
he will not allow them to make their seva
successful. If he is not successful in us-
ing any of his tricks on us, then what does
he do? He takes whatever seva we have
done. Guru Nanak says, “It is easy to do
seva, but it is difficult to maintain it.”
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How does he dwell in the sevadars? He
comes and sits in the minds of the seva-
dars, and that’s why some of them think
that they are very good sevadars, they are
doing very good seva, and nobody else is
competent like them. And some people
think that they are very good at or-
ganizing.

So sitting in their mind he creates this
type of thing within the sevadars. Because
if a few people start praising us and fold-
ing hands to us, then we do not want to
stay on the ground; we start flying. We
think, “We are also something.”

Now when the sevadars go in different
directions and start fighting with one an-
other, Master warns us and rebukes us,
“What have you done? You should not
do that.” And then the Satsangis realize
and they repent. But they do not under-
stand the tricks of the Negative Power.

And when the sevadars start fighting
with each other and becoming angry with
each other, Master rebukes us and tells
us, “Your work is to do seva and you have
to set an example for other people.” And
when Master is telling us that, then our
mind starts making excuses to the Mas-
ter and people start arguing and explain-
ing to the Master, “No, this is right,” or
“this is wrong.”

This is the Law of Nature: that the soul
which is affected by the tricks of the
Negative Power, and who starts finding
faults in Master, goes back into the cycle
of eighty-four lakhs births and deaths.

Swami Ji Maharaji says, “It is a pity
that ten years, five years, twenty years
have passed by doing Satsang, but we
have never recognized our Master as the
Form of God; and we have never had love
and respect for each other, and we have
never had any effect from the Satsangs
which we have been doing. We were sup-
posed to make our minds humble by do-
ing seva; but instead of that we have got
egoism in our minds.”
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If you cannot do anything, at least re-
quest your Master, “O Master, we are
helpless in front of Negative Power, but
the Negative Power is not stronger than
You. You help us, and save us from the
effect of the Negative Power.” Do the
Simran which he has given to you, take
the medicine which he tells you to take,
and keep the abstinence which he is tell-
ing you to keep. And the disease will go
away.

When we call our Master, what does
Master do? He purifies the minds of the
Satsangis who are torn apart and are
fighting with each other. And when Mas-
ter makes their minds pure, they start lov-
ing each other, and everything becomes
as it was before. And when we do medi-
tation, we again get the same love for
each other; and we again start living in
love as we were doing before.

Swami Ji Maharaj says, “What is the
duty of Satsangis? To live in love for each
other, and to always maintain that love.
This is the order for all Satsangis: to love
each other, to be united, and to meditate.
If the Satsangis are not loving each other,
if they are not remaining united, if they
are not meditating, that means that they
are surrendering to the Negative Power.”

So Swami Ji Maharaj says, “If, obey-
ing our requests, all the Satsangis could
love other Satsangis and meditate, they
will go to the court of the Sat Purush, and
there is no obstacle which will come in
their way from going to the court. So
don’t let your intellect come between you
and God, do the devotion of Satguru, and
don’t keep any worries in your mind: Be-
cause now you have the Naam initiation
and Satguru has given you the opportu-
nity to do the seva, meditate and earn that
Naam; so do the seva, and always remem-
ber Satguru with each and every breath.”

But, if you are doing seva, or if you
have any skill with which you can do seva,
don’t let egoism come in your mind.

SANT BANI



When you do any seva, always under-
stand yourself as the low one, and always
understand another as the higher person.
Don’t expect that after doing seva, people
should pay you. And you should never
think about praise from people. You
should never go on repeating your own
praise to the people about your seva, that
you have done this seva; but always keep
humility in your mind. Many people have
this habit: that unless they repeat their
own praise, it goes on increasing in their
stomach and they can’t digest it.

Baba Bishan Das used to tell this story:
There was one king and he had two horns
on his head. He had one special barber
who did not tell anyone that he had two
horns, because that was the question of
his trust. But when that barber left the
body, the king was very concerned. He
thought: “Now another barber will not be
able to digest this information; he will tell
other people, and that is not good.” So
he called another barber, whose name was
Vir Barbaru. He asked him, “Do you
know why I have called you?” Vir Bar-
baru replied, “Yes. Because I am a very
good barber and I can cut your hair beau-
tifully; that’s why you have called me.”
The King said, “Well, that is one thing,
but there is one more reason why I have
called you here.” Vir Barbaru replied, “I
don’t know that other reason.” So the
King took off his cap and showed him:
“You see, I have two horns; but you
should not tell this to anyone. If you tell
it to anyone, I will kill you, also your
family, plus the person to whom you tell
this secret. So mind you don’t tell this to
anyone.” So he said, “Okay, I will do
that.”

But that man had the habit that, if he
could not tell something to others, he
would not feel good and he could not
hold anything else in his stomach. So
when he went back to his home, and he
was not allowed to tell this thing to
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others, his stomach went on increasing
and increasing because that thing was still
in his stomach. Eventually he became
sick, because he could not tell it to any-
one. Many doctors were called, but that
was not a disease that any doctor could
cure. So some wise people were called;
and they thought that it had something
to do with his mind. So they told him,
“You tell us the truth. Why is this?” He
said, “I have one thing; but if 1 tell this
thing to anyone, then 1 will be killed, and
my family will also die. But if I don’t tell
it, then you see my condition, and I will
die in either case.”

So one of the wise men told him (he
was lying on a bed, he could not walk)
to tell four people to take his bed into the
forest and then go away from him; and,
facing any tree, he could tell it whatever
he had on his mind. In that way he could
get rid of it, and his stomach would be-
come all right.

So he went there and facing toward one
tree he said, in a very impressive chant,
“Vir Barbaru says this: The king has two
horns.” It so happened that later that tree
was cut down, and the wood was used in
making a harmonium and tabla. Then the
king’s wife gave birth to a son, so the king
called all the musicians to celebrate. It so
happened that they were using the same
harmonium and tabla. Before starting a
program, they tuned their instruments,
and when he started tuning the harmo-
nium, the first note he pressed, the sound
came — “The king has two horns!” The
people were amazed, and asked, “Who
says this?” And when the tabla player
started tuning, it said, “Vir Barbaru.” The
harmonium was sounding like, “The king
has two horns!” And the people would
say, “Who is saying this?” And the tabla
would sound like “Vir Barbaru.” So then
the king took off his hat and said, “It is
true, I have two horns.” So people like Vir
Barbaru cannot hold anything in their
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stomachs, and this thing happened.

If we people get the opportunity from
God to do the seva, we should hold every-
thing within us, but not like Vir Barbaru,
and let our stomach go on increasing and
increasing; we should digest it.

Swami Ji Maharaj says, “Why are you
proud? Who knows at what moment
death will come? Whatever seva we do,
only that is counted in our devotion. You
see the beggar, how much people are
taunting him and giving him a very hard
time. But still, he is so humble that he
never replies to that treatment. No mat-
ter what anybody says, the beggar will not
give any place to that bad feeling in his
mind.”

Without Satguru’s grace, a soul cannot
be successful. That’s why we should al-
ways remember that it is Satguru’s grace
which is working and helping us in our
every single work.

One other thing also comes up here:
Some people show love and humility from
outside, but from within they are jealous
and hate others. For them, purification
is almost impossible.

Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say that
it is not a good thing to remove one veil,
and hide in another veil. It is not good
to purify from outside, but from inside
leave all the dirt uncleared.

That beggar has not attended any Sat-
sangs but still he is pure. But you have
attended many Satsangs, you have done
many things, but still you have not given
up your egoism, still you have not de-
veloped humility. Then what have you
done after attending so many Satsangs?

First of all, develop humility, and keep
that humility within you. And if anybody
commits any mistake, others should try
to forgive him, and the person who is do-
ing the mistake should repent. If anyone
is doing something wrong—talking or
saying bitter words towards others —it is
the work of the one who has done that
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to go and ask for forgiveness from the
others.

Any heart in which jealousy and enmity
is there, when looking at other people’s
seva and meditation, is very difficult to
purify. That heart himself feels that pain,
and it is very difficult to get rid of that
pain.

He who has jealousy in him, he should
understand that he is losing too much.
And if he himself cannot do anything
about that, he should ask for Satguru's
help, and only with the Satguru’s help and
grace, he can resolve that problem. But
he who has this thing in his heart, he him-
self should give some attention to purifi-
cation. And we can purify ourselves from
within only with the help of Simran; Sim-
ran can do that.

If the Satsangi cannot be successful by
using his own efforts, he should start re-
questing Satguru: “I am helpless, I am
powerless; help me.” And He is your eter-
nal grace; He definitely helps us.

You should not hide any faults from
the Satguru, because He is all-conscious
and knows everything. Whatever faults
you have you should tell Satguru, and you
should always feel the presence of the Sat-
guru around you, and when you confess
in front of Satguru, make up your mind
that you will not repeat those faults again.
It’s not good to request from one side,
and then keep repeating the same thing
on the other side.

Request to Satguru in this way: “O Sat-
guru, Swami, I am blessed in front of
you, and you are Light; you help me, and
you enlighten me. O Satguru, when you
shower grace on me, only then I can be
successful.” There is no other remedy for
this: without Satguru’s grace no soul can
become successful.

Swami Ji Maharaj says that you don’t
understand that no enemy is coming from
outside; our enemy is residing within us.
Mind is within everyone. You should not
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think that only the other person has the
enemy, the mind, and that you don’t.
Everybody has the mind, everybody has
his enemy within. And that enemy is the
agent of Kal, and he has the duty from
Kal not to allow any soul to do Satguru’s
work. That’s why he is holding us.

So what is the medicine for this? Do
Satsang and get the earnings of the medi-
tation of Naam, and receive the grace of
Master. With the help of and grace of the
Master, all our bad deeds and thoughts
will go away from us, and we will become
pure. But those who hide everything from
their Satguru, and after going to the Sat-
guru, even if they have many faults, still
say, “I have not done any mistake and I
am doing so much meditation,” for such
people, what can be done?

Such a person never understands that
Master is looking at his every thought, his
every action. He always takes the Master
as an ordinary human being, and that is
why he goes on committing mistakes, un-
der the impression that nobody is there
to see them.

Swami Ji Maharaj says that those who
understand Master as an ordinary human
being and do not understand Him as
God, and those who always think that
Master is not looking at their bad deeds,
for them there is no remedy. They have
that kind of disease that is incurable.

Truly speaking, such people are not
able to attend Satsang. And those who
have the Perfect Master, and after attend-
ing their Satsang, if they understand the
reality of the Master, and if they obey the
commandments of the Master, and copy
the example or the life of the Masters —
then one day they will also become pure,
and will also be able to get rid of all the
evils which they have within them at
present.

Satsang is very pure water, and one
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who bathes in this water will get rid of all
the filth he has within him. That’s why
Master Kirpal always used to say, “Give
up a hundred urgent works to attend Sat-
sang.” Guru Nanak says, “Without Sat-
sang, whatever effort we are doing is like
taking the pure water from one side and
putting in dirt from the other.” Swami Ji
Mabharaj says, “We cannot praise Satsang;
there is no other means to purify our
mind except Satsang. God says, ‘no one
can attain me through japa, tapa or any
other practice; He can realize me only
with the help of Satsang.” ” There is no
other way for the liberation of the soul.
You cannot be liberated if you will not
attend Satsang. Swami Ji Maharaj says,
“In the Kali Yuga there are only three
means for liberation: Satsang, Naam and
Perfect Master. Those who have the Per-
fect Master, and those who are meditat-
ing on Naam, and those who have made
their Satsang, they should understand
that now they are redeemed.” But if we
are doing any japa, tapa, or any other
practice, instead of making our minds
small and thin, we make our minds
stronger; because after doing all those
things, we become full of ego.

It is true that in the previous yugas or
ages, the japas, tapas, and austerities were
the worship of the time, and the Rishis
and Munis performed them. But we can-
not do them because now we don’t live
long enough; if we somehow manage to
do a little bit of them, then we cannot get
the real truth. The scriptures say the
austerities and the worship of the Rishis
and Munis were meant for the Golden
Age, and if, in this Iron Age, we practice
them, they won’t work for us because we
have less life and less health.

That’s why, in this Age, Saints came;
and they discovered Satsang, and set up
Satsang, for the benefit of the souls.



Kirpal, In Memoriam

Heavy traffic

and to my left

the last light draining
into the hole

the sun fell through

and then the rain came

as I always feared it would
on my way from nowhere
to nowhere

in no light

no one ever told me
I’'d be waiting for your letter
when news of your death arrived

my eyes were like knives
cutting the world

into here

and hereafter

myself caught somewhere between
on a highway nowhere

and the windshield wipers
scraping bright water

from the blackness

my car plunged through

and I prayed: Father,
the spirit of sickness
has entered my soul

but could pray no further
and pulled off the road
where the leaves of a poplar
lay on the ground

like a yellow robe

a woman had stepped from
into the freezing rain

and no one ever told me

I'd sit with the certainty of death
watching my breath disappear

in clouds that night

till T was filled

with a cold yellow risen light

STEPHEN TOSKAR
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TWELVE MONTHS OF
SEPARATION

The Bara Maha of Kirpal Singh

Poems addressed to Baba Sawan Singh
reprinted from the July 1976 Sat Sandesh




TRANSLATOR'S NOTE: Following his initiation in 1924, Sant Kirpal
Singh Ji made rapid inner progress. In 1927—twenty-one years be-
fore the actual event—he had a vision of the passing away of his
Master. This anguished experience inspired the twelve eclogues in
Punjabi translated here. From that day on the thought of impending
separation was like iron in the soul. When he sent the poem to his
Beloved, Hazur Baba Sawan Singh Ji Maharaj is reported to have
remarked, “So he has already come to know what is to happen.” In
private, on more than one occasion the disciple begged his Guru to
let him go first, only to be told, “Such is the Will of God—you have
work to do.”

The twelve months mentioned in these eclogues follow the Indian
Calendar. Chet, the first of the months listed, concludes on 12th April
—the month in which Hazur was to go. In reading these verses,
we are put in mind of the intense love of the true disciple for his
Master. We also find in them an image of our own sorrow at the
loss on the physical plane of our Beloved Master.

I

With the dawn of Chet, my heart grows sad,

It is so since I lost my Beloved;

I prayed and prayed, but to no effect,

And all my efforts were in vain;

The Beautiful One did not turn back but went away,
He did not listen to all my entreaties and persuasions.
Woe betide the day I loved You, O Beloved,

The day when our eyes met.

II

Vaisakh has come and You are not with me.
The fire of separation is all-consuming,

Love has only brought travail

And no happiness for me.

As a separated dove cries in pain,

So do I over my lot.

Without You the homestead has grown desolate,
And fear stalks me within and without.

III

With Jeth the separation has been quite long;

The eyes grow weary looking for You.

O give me a glance of grace

And bless my humble dwelling with Your presence;
Or else send word when You would come,

For day and night I keep a vigil for You;



Without You there is none to befriend me
And I have no other support or anchor.

v

With the coming of Haar, the world looks dreary
And my heart is ravaged with anguish.

Meet me but once, O Beloved!

I have long been suffering from separation

Had I known I would be cheated thus

I would have kept away from love.

You have made me desolate, O Love!

Such is the cruel decree of God.

\Y

Sawan has come, and the separation is unbearable—
In anguish, I perpetually call on You;

Restless like a fish 1 suffer day and night.

My life has been a prey to Sorrows—

Will no one suggest a cure?

As I lie desolate on your threshold,

O Beloved, I vainly call on death

To free me from the tyranny of separation.

VI

With Bhadon, providence continues me on evil days

And I can find no cure or remedy.

All my hopes remain unfructified.

My fate is cruel and it has not befriended me.

Living in bliss, My Beloved has been taken away from me,
And none has found for me a remedy.

I have tried a thousand ways, O Love,

But there is no escape from the chains of sorrow.

VII

In Asuj, 1 live yearning for You

And I burn in the fire of separation.

Having enmeshed me in Your love, wherefore have you gone?
O my Beloved, You have proved a great cheat.

I am restless like a half burnt thing

Consumed thus with the flames of separation.

Who can alter the Writ of God, O Beloved?

I am stricken with the pen of Fate.

VIII

In Katik, I spin out my days wailing in sorrow.
None have I to befriend me in this plight.



When my Friend has left for His Eternal Home
Life for me has become a great burden.

I find my life beguiled into sorrow

And I am as one who is neither living nor dead.
I wander asking of You, Beloved,

And they treat me as one who is crazed.

IX

In Maghar, my life is in torment

For my Beloved has gone, leaving no clue.

All my hopes being singed, I know not where to go.

I seek for one who can give me His address.

You have left me a cripple, a prey to all torments.

I couldly hardly dream that I would be a wretch like this.
Attend to my condition at once, O Beloved,

For my life now hovers on the brink.

X

Poh has brought in its own misfortunes.

In deep sorrow I am crying in separation.
Whosoever has lost his all

He bewails his loss continually.

Those who weep away all the time,

Restlessly they wander the world over.

O my Lord, wistfully I wait for You

And sitting with my sorrowing fellows look for You.

XI

In Magh, 1 painfully await You, O Beloved!
Broken, I have lost all hope of meeting You.

Day and night I yearn to see You—

Why don’t you call me unto You?

In utter despair, I pray for death.

Yet through these tortures I see death nowhere.
With whom can I share what I suffer, O my love,
Now that You are no longer with me?

XII

Phagan has bled me white

And there is no hope for me to survive.

I still dwell on You—O come but once

For life now seems bereft from the body.

When the angel of death comes to take his toll

He would not grant a moment’s respite!

When dying, let me behold You but once, O Beloved,

Let me see Your radiant face, whether I am deserving or not.



The Beauty of Master Sawan
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

OU HAVE OFTEN READ about this place
Yin the SANT BaNI Magazine. | have
said many times how a soul was longing
and was thirsty in this desert and how that
abode of grace, that ocean of grace, Al-
mighty Lord Kirpal, came into this desert,
and quenched the thirst of this suffering
and thirsty soul. He made this soul drink
that nectar. He made this soul drink so
much nectar that He intoxicated her; and
by closing her eyes from the outside world
He opened her eyes within and in His
Love, He intoxicated her. How can I
thank that Ocean of Nectar, that Ocean
of Grace, for all that He has done for me?
Outwardly we need words to thank Him.
But we can thank Him in the true sense
only by going within; only when we see
Him within can we express our gratitude
and thanks to Him in the real sense.

This place was not made to fullfill my
own desire. It is true that right from my
childhood I always had this habit of stay-
ing alone and apart from people, I often
made underground places to sit in. But
this place was not made because of that
habit or desire of mine. This place was
made with the instructions and with the
orders of Great Master Kirpal, and many
times He came here and put His Blessed
Feet on this place — His Blessed Feet for
which many people yearn; even the gods
and goddesses long for those Blessed Feet.
People have done so much, they have

This talk was given at the entrance to the
Underground Room, Sant Bani Ashram,
Village 16PS, Rajasthan, just prior to the
group’s descent into it, March 1, 1986.
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tried so many ways, to manifest those
Blessed Feet within, but they have not be-
come successful. So He came with those
Blessed Feet here many times and within
only those souls do those Blessed Feet get
manifested who mould their lives accord-
ing to His instructions.

Graciously, Baba Sawan Singh had
also made a similar kind of underground
room for Mastana Ji of Baluchistan, and
when He made that cave for Him, He
asked Mastana Ji, “Mastana, should I
make you the pir, the owner, of
Baluchistan?” Baluchistan was the place
from where Mastana Ji came; but Mas-
tana Ji said, “What do I have to do with
becoming the owner of Baluchistan? I
need only Sawan and I have asked only
for You; I don’t want to become the
owner or king of any place.” Then
Mastana Ji was given some instructions
when Master Sawan Singh made the un-
derground room for Him. He told him
that He would make him the Emperor of
Baggar —that is, the area in which we are
now living, this area. There are many
farmers here and this place is where
Mastana Ji did His job. So when Master
Sawan Singh told Mastana Ji that He
would make Him the Emperor of Baggar
the people who were there could not be-
lieve what He was saying; often when the
Masters say anything people do not un-
derstand it and do not believe that what
He is saying is going to come true. They
started saying, “How is it possible that
Master Sawan Singh can make Mastana
Ji the king of this area of Baggar?” But
Saints have their own ways of working,
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s0 when Master Sawan Singh made that
underground room for Mastana Ji and
told Him that He should go underground
and do the meditation, He also told Him
that He should not come out, not even to
attend the funeral of Master Sawan, and
“all these people who do not believe in
what 1 am saying will repent when the
time comes.” So when Mastana Ji went
underground and did meditation, He did
not even come out for Master Sawan
Singh’s cremation and afterwards the
words of Master Sawan Singh came true,
and He became the king of this area of
Baggar: everyone knows that He went on
distributing riches and giving money to
people day and night. People were sur-
prised and they could not find out where
Mastana Ji was gettting the money and
how He was giving it to the people. Even
the government of India tried many times
to search the premises of Mastana Ji, but
they could not find anything except peb-
bles and stones. But still He was giving
money and gifts to people, and He was
showing the grace of Master Sawan
Singh.

Mastana Ji showered grace on this poor
soul also. Mastana Ji had a lot of love and
respect and appreciation for Master Kir-
pal Singh. He often used to say, “Master
Sawan Singh is God and Kirpal Singh is
the Son of God.” He also used to say,
“Master Sawan Singh has showered grace
on me and whatever I am it is all because
of His grace and blessings. But those who
want to see the fruit of meditation should
go and see Master Kirpal Singh.” He used
to call Master Kirpal Singh “the great
meditator.” So Mastana Ji showered
grace on this poor soul also, because
when I went to see Him I wanted to con-
firm from Him what Master Sawan Singh
had told me when I had gone to see Him
with My Master Baba Bishan Das. Mas-
ter Sawan Singh had told me that the
Power who was going to give me the in-
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itiation would come to me by Himself. So
[ wanted to know from Mastana Ji
whether He was the one who would come
and give me the initiation. When I asked
Him that, He told me, “No, I am not the
one who will come to give you the initia-
tion. He is a very powerful being, more
powerful than me; He is so powerful that
if two cannons were firing and He held
out His hand, both cannons would stop
firing. He will come to give you the Naam
initiation by Himself.”

So because of the best wishes and the
blessings of those great Masters, when
Master Kirpal Himself came here to
shower His grace on me, I understood
that that day was very fortunate for me;
and I thank Almighty Kirpal for all the
grace which He showered upon me, and
because of which I was able to do what
my Master told me to do. Because we can-
not do anything unless it is the grace of
the Master. Master Kirpal Singh show-
ered a lot of grace on me. He Himself
came to see me and He Himself showered
grace on this poor thirsty soul who was
suffering for Him.

In my childhood when I would read
about the great Masters and the disciples,
the yearning would come within me: “Will
I ever meet such a Master who showers
so much grace on His disciples?” And 1
used to wonder what kind of people they
were who came in the contact of a per-
fect Master; and I also used to read about
those disciples who took initiation from
a perfect Master and then later on would
leave Him. I would wonder how those
people could do that when they had the
perfect Master: How could they not be-
lieve in what the Masters say? How could
they not obey the commandments of the
Master?

At that time I had made up my mind
that if, with the grace of God, I would
come across a perfect Master, and if [ got
initiation from Him, I would do what the
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Master told me to do. So I am very grate-
ful to my beloved Master Who came and
Who found me and Who gave me the in-
itiation and because of Whose Grace I
was able to do what He ordered me to do.

We know that when someone criticizes
a dear soul he will tolerate it and bear the
criticism when they are doing it of him;
but when it comes to the criticism of his
Master, he will never tolerate it. When
Master Sawan Singh was doing His work,
at that time there was a sect which used
to oppose Him a lot. They even published
a book against Master Sawan Singh in
which they said that He had bought per-
sonal property with the money of the San-
gat. So when those people wrote things
like that, Mastana Ji of Baluchistan could
not bear that; and it was only to show
them the truth He started giving out the
money. He used to say, “You people say
that Master Sawan Singh has bought
property with the money of the Sangat,
but I will show you how that happens. 1
am not even capable of calling myself a
dog of Master Sawan Singh, even His
dogs are better than me. [ am just a lowly
being of His, but you people don’t know
what Sawan Singh is and how He works.
I will show you what He is and how He
works.” Only to respond to the people’s
criticism of Master Sawan Singh, Mas-
tana Ji used to give out money, and
people could not find out how He was do-
ing it; there was no estimate of how much
money He had given out. He did that only
to tell them what Master Sawan Singh
was. He used to say, “You people do not
know what power Master Sawan Singh
brought into this world; you have only
seen Him outwardly, you do not know
how He works.”

18

In the Sangat also, He used to talk
about Master Sawan Singh and since I
had had many opportunities to go to the
Feet of Master Sawan Singh, whenever I
went to see Mastana Ji (since His Sangat
had not seen Master Sawan Singh), He
would always ask me to stand up and tell
the people what Master Sawan Singh was
like. So I would describe the form of the
Master as I had seen it; how attractive His
form was, how beautiful, how radiant;
how, when He used to talk, even the birds
and animals would stand still, and would
melt like wax melts; how both the sun and
moon were under His control, even the
clouds were under His control. Whenever
He wanted the clouds would go and cover
the sun.

So I would describe Master Sawan
Singh’s form and His glory as I had seen
it and many times in the Sangat in front
of all the people, He would make me de-
scribe the glory of Master Sawan Singh.
And He always said that when a person
who is not even capable of calling Him-
self a dog of Master Sawan Singh, when
he can give out so much money, when He
can distribute so many riches, you can
very well imagine what power Master Sa-
wan Singh was.

I have often said that not everyone is
allowed to go into this Underground
Room. Only those who come here for
meditation for eight to ten days are al-
lowed to go into this room. This is ac-
cording to the instructions of Master Kir-
pal. He used to say that no one should
sleep here, or do any other bad thing here.
This is the place of God and only God
should be remembered here; no one
should have any bad thought while visit-
ing this place.
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Sant Ji holds Julictte Gelbard, Dr. Molina’s granddaughter, while her
parents and others look on.

Journal of Love

DONALD MACKEN

ORNING OF THE DAY WE ARRIVED—
M()N THE TRAIN: Oh how my heart is
drawn. This is the dawn of the mom-
ing when I will see Him again . . . to
be in His presence after thinking for so
long: . . . "Never again. We have lost
Him, He has gone.” And how when
something is taken away from you do

ﬁ‘h(’ author, who lives in Santa Rosa,
Calif., has been Master Kirpal Singh's
group leader there for many yecars.
This journal, which describes the au-
thor’s trip to sce Sant Ji in February
1977, was written on the spot and is
published as the author wrote it.
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you come to appreciate it so much
more. And the secds planted in me by
others relating their experiences of first
being with Him again, of recognizing
Him and giving themselves to Him
again; all these things come alive this
morning. For having become all the
more thoughtful and appreciative (of
the pain of separation) the cruel bliss
of separation is soon to end.

(Written while sitting on the Porter's
seat at the end of the aisle) Oh sun,
vou have risen to shine on a day like
no other. Your rays fall on many, but
today there are few whose hearts are
bursting with the bliss of anticipation.
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As T sat for meditation early this
morning, the beauty of the moment un-
folded before me. May the Infinite Lord
give to all His children some share
of this morning. May all come to ex-
perience such a dawn. Oh True Morn-
ing, Oh True Light, may this moment
be forever in my heart.

I must stop, for now Pappu has just
come to tell us we are almost here. As
I write these last words the train is
coming to its final stop and our des-
tination . . . so it slows . . . we have
arrived. . . . Rajasthan . . . now He is
but hours away.

TWENTY-FOUR HOURS LATER—SECOND DAY

What wondrous things to tell. Our
first day with Him.

The silent reality of being in His
presence. As said before, the person
to person relationship established with
Master Kirpal has been re-established,
and continuing from this point I am so
much more appreciative of Him now
for having undergone this temporary
physical loss.

Of the five jeeps, ours was the first to
arrive. All that has been said of the re-
moteness . . . the roads . . . the re-
markable physical setting, is true and
more. Within five minutes the last jeeps
arrived. We were just all standing
around . . . drenching in the charging
of that small ashram . . . feeling the
majesty of His presence. It was very,
very intoxicating. Suddenly I realized
He had come out and was standing in
our midst.

Such kindness and peace pervade His
Presence. Pappu was introducing each
of us to Him. He would point to each
individual and then tell Him our name
and He in turn would look so lovingly,
deep into the eyes of each one. What
can one say of looking into the eyes of
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a Saint? . . . It is all in His eyes. All
the grace, all the answers, all the love.
It is the same as before. Those same
eyes that three years ago were saying
goodbye to me without my knowing
it . .. were now dancing and spark-
ling, blessing us all and the occasion of
our reunion. And so were our first sweet
minutes with Him.*

This occasion was then followed by
“settling in.” Actually since ours was
the first jeep in, we were able to go
into the room with the bunks and have
first choice of beds. At Sawan Ashram I
had last choice and I ended up with
the bunk by the door and every time
someone came in or out there would be
a big thump where the door would
open and hit my bed. I'd be sitting on
my bed trying to meditate or trying to
go to sleep at night . . . it got so that
I'd hear the footsteps coming from the
outside and my mind would say, “Oh,
oh, here it comes.” The door would
creek open and thump right against the
bed . . . almost every time ... and
there were a lot of people staying in
that room. So here it was that I had my
full choice of any bed in the whole
room to choose. There were some in
remote corners, some in a long line,
some in the middle and there was one
that stuck out just a little bit right by
the door . . . And I said to myself,
“Oh, the poor person who gets that
bed.” Well, as soon as that thought
came [ knew there was no choice but
to pick it. Actually I wasn’t sure if the

* During these precious few moments, the
mind was continually butting in . . . for this
I am ashamed . . . the magnitude and beauty
of the occasion was continually being inter-
rupted for me by unwanted thoughts. When
I first saw Master Kirpal at Sawan Ashram
I was so emotionally overtaken . . . yet it
was not so this time. . . . “What is wrong?”
“Why isn't it like that this time?” etc. Yet in
truth it was the same.
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door was going to thump into it or not
. . . but it looked like an opportunity
to be of service to some other member
of the February group, so I took it.

And you know what?P—the door
hardly thumps into it at all. In fact it
is somewhat of a prime location for I
can let my suitcase stick out a little bit
more than would otherwise be possible

. and I can sit on the edge and have
sunlight from the doorway as I write
in my Journal. This is just a small thing
but it has reminded me so much of how
Master tells us that you never lose any-
thing when you give.

After a beautifully prepared lunch
we had a chance to rest and clean up
and meditate. At four p.m. we had
a beautiful courtyard meditation and
question and answer darshan. So this
was our first sitting with him. All the
members of our group were no doubt
well aware far in advance of the im-
portance that He places on constant
Simran, not moving during meditation,
and rising above physical discomfort.
So here we all were coming into this
first meditation. After meditation He
asked all how they did. And some did
well and some were needing more help.
This talk was taped and I will not go
into it too far . . . in general however,
the tone was strict, interspersed with
love and understanding. The goal was
set before us: that we have come here
to meditate and should leave as “per-
fect” disciples. He said that nothing in
nature is born without some pain .
and we should not let the mind play
tricks regarding physical discomfort.
But this time my mind was getting very
restless, the meditation period was very
difficult for me. Although I did not
move I was in extreme physical unrest
from sitting cross-legged for one hour

. . the last fifteen to twenty minutes
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had little to do with withdrawing but
much to do with self discipline. One
half of me was yelling, “Your legs are
going to fall off . .. you've got to
move!” and the other half was saying,
“Be brave, be brave, just one more min-
ute, do Simran.” And the one thing
I have come to know is that when
the Simran is at all formed, all else
does go away. Thoughts of the out-
side, thoughts of screaming legs, all
thoughts. They cannot come in when
we do as He says. The trick is, of
course, to develop it so the duration
of the repetition and the accuracy of
the gaze are both increased, more and
more with each sitting. And for this He
has repeatedly said that you should
develop doing Simran all the day . . .
eating, talking, working . . . and in
this way our effort will be little, we
will sit and we will be focused from the
start.

So this is how it’s to be done: If we
become more disciplined in Simran
during the day, and more sensually
withdrawn avoiding needless sights,
sounds and social experiences in gen-
eral, then the majority of our work will
be already done. When we go to sit
we will have done our work already and
the effort will be effortless . . . the
Master will pull us up. As one initiate
says, “He will meditate us.” So 1 de-
cided this would be a good thing to
develop.

MORNING OF THE THIRD DAY

T'm still not sure what day itis . . .
what a pleasant thing to be free from.
Although T have a clock by my bed it
has been set using the three o’clock
wake up gong which He personally
rings as the basis from which it was set.
It is interesting to note that all the
day’s activities are referenced from that
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point.

So much has happened since the first
day that I can’t think Tl ever get
caught up. . . , After our Meditation
and darshan we were served a meal,
and given more free time to relax
and/or meditate. This was followed by
an evening darshan by lantern light in
the courtyard. The small girls from the
ashram sang bhajans and there was a
talk given in Punjabi. By this time sleep
was catching hold of me and I felt
helpless . . . it had been a long day

. most of the previous night T had
stayed up sitting in the hallway of the
train writing in my journal, then the
jeep ride, and a painful meditation sit-
ting. This combined with tumultuous
mental chatterings: how our group had
grown to over twenty people and it was
too many to have meditation sittings in
His room as the other groups had done;
and how I was really expecting Him to
emotionally zonk me, but it didn’t hap-
pen; and on and on. And so with the
assignment to get up with the gong at
three and not to go back to bed we all
promptly retired, about nine-thirty.

Well, the Second Day was much dif-
ferent. Much, much different. Tt started
very early. ... We are all in one
room, Our instructions are to meditate
in place, on our cots in the early morn-
ing hours. So I knew He was going to
be ringing the bell at three, and when
I woke up the bell had not yet been
rung. I was amazed, for as tired as I
was I couldn’t imagine that it could
be before three. I was both surprised
and thankful to be so awake. 1 quietly
got up and went out into the court-
vard. The night air was very mild . . .
almost balmy . . . and the crystal clear
sky glimmered overhead with countless
stars, coming down over the ashram
walls in all directions.
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And T thought, if T wait out here Tl
be able to see the outline of His form
ringing the gong. After five minutes it
became apparent to me He would much
rather have me waiting at the tenth
door, so I returned to my cot. Although
my mind was restless, I was very thank-
ful for two things: 1) I did not fall
asleep during my sitting/meditation
and 2) the overwhelming urge to curl
up and snuggle off into sleep was very
subdued to the point of control.

At seven breakfast was served. and
at nine we were assembled for our
morning meditation with Him. Now all
during these times various members of
the group were making serious efforts
to remain in the Holy Simran. It is easy
to know that it can be done at all times
but remembering to lovingly do it . . .
that's where the challenge lies. And
mealtimes are real training grounds.
The food is so beautifully prepared and
served, and in such vast quantities. The
tendency to want to converse is also
there.

As we passed through the small
courtyard where we had had our first
two meetings with Him, the words from
Pappu told us, “Go upstairs, please. You
are to meditate in His room with Him.”
What excitement and joy as we climbed
the steps leading to His room. And
what a beautiful, simple room, approxi-
mately 12 feet square with two small
windows, a very low ceiling and very.
very low little door. And there’s nothing
in it except for a little bench thing for
Himself and a cushion type affair over
the majority of the floor for us to sit
on. On the walls are pictures of Sawan
Singh, Kirpal Singh, and a small group
picture of the residents of Sant Bani
Ashram in New Hampshire. So we
went in to sit . . . and He was very,
very jolly in spirit and He was very,
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very charged. It was like seeing an old
friend and there was such warmth on
both sides. He greeted us and asked
regarding our accommodations, food,
ete. With just a few words He sug-
gested we should sit in the remem-
brance of Kirpal and proceed with our
true work: meditation.

Now this day I had decided that I
was not going to try and sit cross-
legged but rather sit in the Bhajan po-
sition with my arms folded on my
knees. It was like T was going to by-
pass the whole pain challenge or at
least reduce it. And although I had
never sat in that exact position for
an hour, I had in the regular Bhajan
position and in general found it com-
fortable for prolonged periods. Well,
this time it was not so comfortable . . .
but I had chosen it, so I did not move.

After meditation He asked us each
how we did. And then there were ques-
tions and answers. This also was taped.
He was so loving and so encouraging
in His words. What sweetness flows
from Him. Then He told us that today
was the monthly Satsang and that we
were to attend, and that if we wanted
to we could bring our cameras and take
pictures. So at three we were all ready.
As it turned out the Satsang was held
about two hundred yards away from
the Ashram under a group of mango
trees. What a beautiful setting it was

. . the young Indian girls were sing-
ing Bhajans and He was sitting there
with the same majesty I had remem-
bered so well from before.

Now all this time I had not taken my
camera out . . . I had forced myself
not to even think about it. I had told
myself, no tourist shots this time .
just the real thing. So I got it all
checked out; light level, F number, ASA

.. all that, Then I would look through
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to focus. And His face would be right
in the center of the ground glass focus-
ing circle. And there was such beauty.
After waiting for some other fellows to
move out of the background I did take
a couple of pictures. Although it would
have heen all right for me to get up
and walk around to get pictures from
different angles (others were doing it)
I decided that if T could just end up
with one good picture from this angle
that would be enough. So I put my
attention more on when to take the
picture, since there was plenty of time
available, rather than from where. Tt
reminded me of when I was taking
Master Kirpal pictures at the Unity of
Man Conference. Then I was taking
movies and not stills. And there was
one time I was standing right up front
of the big dais . . . with my camera
resting right on the edge and the zoom
was all the way zoomed in .
Master’s Face .
gestures,

. . just on
. . just a study in His
expression, eye movements
... like that mostly while other peo-
ple were talking and singing . . . He
would portray such subtle Majesty at
those moments . . . so this was going
to be something like that. And I was
looking very, very closely. Mastana Ji
was singing a hymn and T was just
studying His movements and His eyes
... like that . . . single pointed at-
tention, when to shoot.

And in these precious moments I
came to see that Friend Whom I
thought I'd never see again. Now I
have heard much of one Saint chang-
ing form and another Saint appearing.
I remember what a deep impression
this made upon me the first time I
heard it. That experience is now per-
sonal and the impression is much more
profound. As of this writing T don’t
know what the camera saw, maybe
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something, maybe not. But the memory
of those moments burns clearer than
any outer picture.

THIRD DAY—EVENING

We have just returned from afternoon
darshan and I am writing this as we
are sitting at the table having tea. For
the most part the talk was taped, but
only the part after the meditation.
There was a beautiful, brief exchange
prior to meditation where the recorders
were not on. One story was about His
foster-father who was very rich and
how he was always trying to pull him
into being worldly by giving him
things that in turn would be given
away . . . and that with all his wealth
he never saw his father be happy; he
was always concerned about his pos-
sessions and wanting more.

He also told how Master Kirpal came
to Kunichuk Ashram. And Master Kir-
pal was sleeping on the cot. And the
disciple was allowed to sleep in the
same room on the floor next to the
Master . . . and at twelve-thirty Mas-
ter Kirpal said, “Sant Ji, are you
asleep?” And He replied, “Yes, Master,
for ages and ages I have been asleep.”
And He said at that point Master took
Him up, staring into His eyes for five
minutes. And in that look was every-
thing and that words could never even
capture or convey what that was.

He started by asking us if everything
was all right with the food . . . any-
thing to be added or taken away. Then
He said, “You see, we are all illiterate
people here and you are all very edu-
cated, so you must tell us if something
is not right.” And one girl replied, that
it was indeed we who were uneducated
and the people here who had the true
knowledge.

Then there was a beautiful exchange

24

about how Babu Ji says that now the
Westerners are coming here and soon
there will be electricity and telephones.
And that some of the people here at
the Ashram think that would be very
nice. But He said, “Don’t worry, that
won’t happen.”

The evening darshan was very, very
sweet. Mostly it consisted of Western-
ers singing hymns. There was a variety
of Bhajans sung. He was very jolly and
pleased with the whole thing. There
was no talk. He would just keep look-
ing at us with such sweetness and
majesty.

Upon returning to our room there
was much socializing going on. The
tendency started perhaps a day earlier
and this evening it is at a very bad
state. How much we are forgetting! At
lunch a few people noticed that this
was starting to happen. And one girl
from Sant Bani Ashram in the States
mentioned that most all the groups
came back saying that they didn’t real-
ize it while it was happening . . . but
they were doing much too much talk-
ing among themselves. And that it
wasn't until the last day and a half that
they realized how wasteful such things
had been. And that soft little talk was
nice because it was helpful and it cre-
ated an awareness. And I thought, what
if today was the day the jeeps were
coming? . . . would our hearts be up-
lifted and happy because we have done
our best or would they be sad because
we did not use our time wisely? In one
way I think I should say something,
yet I am just as guilty as any, and so
perhaps must make a firm resolve to be
more in remembrance for the remaining
six days and to use my attention wisely.
For like attracts like at the level of the
soul and example is better than precept.

Naturally the tendency to flitter away
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Sant Ji in Rajasthan, August 1976








