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A Bomb 
Morning darshan at Sant Bani Ashram, 

New Hampshire, August 16,1977 

UTH WEINSTEIN: I would like to  say something to my brothers R and sisters about an experience that happened last Sunday, the 
morning before Initiation, concerning Sant Ji and meditation. I think 
that I would like to speak with the microphone so that they can all 
hear. May I do  so? 

SANT JI: [Chuckling, after long pause.] Speak. 

RUTH WEINSTEIN: Thank You. This last Sunday, August 14, I was 
thinking thoughts of love for Him moments before the early morning 
meditation was to  begin. Words of a song which had come right out of 
bhajan came into my mind: How the sight of Him gladdens my eyes, 
my heart, and how His departure brings tears and pain. And then He 
came and sat on the dais. I looked at His radiant face and thought, it 
will be dark here after You leave to  go to  India. At that moment, just 
before He put us into meditation everything on the dais went into 
Light, everything went into Pure and Radiant Light. Sant J i  dis- 
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appeared into that Light and He became that Light-completely- 
except for the black coat which He had been wearing and that went all 
together into white; solid and very white, white light: thereby showing 
me the solidity and dimensionality of His Form inside of it, but 
proving at the same time the validity of the Radiant Light of 
everything else all around Him and the radiant Light of all the rest of 
Him plus the dais on which He sat. With that, since we had just been 
put into meditation, I shut my eyes and went into tearful, grateful, 
heartfelt meditation. Master was pulling the strings of my heart out of 
love for me and because H e  wanted to teach me some things I needed 
to know: 

1) Even though our Sant J i  will be in India, though we'll miss His 
radiant, charming, physical self terribly much, as long as we keep the 
Pure Radiant Light alive and in fullness within us, following our Path 
of Love as Master taught us to do; His Light will remain here with us 
always waiting inside to comfort us and lift us up to Him. And, if we 
let it, it will dispel the darkness which will inevitably surround us 
when He leaves for India to return-God knows when. 

2) This gift from Master came to prove to us that there is no 
special place to sit to see such things. Nor is there any special 
technique. The prerequisite is, I think, to feel the tug of love at your 
heart; to feel God's love filling your heart so much that it overflows 
out of your eyes into love for all. Because it is all His. He is all and all 
are in Him. And of Him. Then Master will prove to us that it is so 
and He does it wherever and whenever He wishes. All we have to do  is 
to love like anything. 

3) Lastly, this gift proves again, adding to the already long list, 
that Ajaib, Sant Ji, is Master's successor, and the beloved of God. 
Master showed me that He had put all His Light, His Love and His 
spiritual wealth and treasure into Him. He gave our Sant J i  all that 
Light and Love to manifest, to give to us; so much so that it 
overflowed and so I was able to see it. I thank Master and Sant Ji for 
both the Grace and the Gift. And I just hope to God that He will help 
me to preserve it. 
sANT JI: There was one dear one of Master Sawan Singh whose name 
was Bhai Lena. He was from a low caste and thirty or forty years ago 
in India there was much problem with the caste system. And nobody 
allowed him to come and sit in the front row, because in the front 
row the people of high caste who had very good personalities were 
sitting. So  everybody used to hate him; that is why he would always go 
and sit in the back. But. he was a very good meditator and he was 
advanced very much. And once Master Sawan Singh invited him in 
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The Pain of Separation 
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji 

The separated soul calls: "Listen, 0 
my  Beloved: 

How can a fish live without water? 
Its li&e is the water!" 

T o MEET God, first of all we need to 
create yearning within us. Until we 

have that yearning we can never realize 
God. When the yearning for lust comes 
up within the unchaste man, until he 
satisfies that he has no peace; in that 
condition sleep and rest become illegal. 
In the same way, until the devotee of 
wealth collects that wealth he cannot 
sleep, and he doesn't enjoy anything of 
the world. And those who want to get 
knowledge, they also have the yearning 
within them; that's why they go to schools 
and colleges, because of this yearning 
to get knowledge. 

Naturally the problem of realizing God 
is very difficult, because when we have 
never seen God, to create longing to see 
Him is very difficult. Hazur used to say, 
"You can love only your fellow beings, 
the ones you are seeing." So when many 
souls cry and plead for God, that God 
comes from Sach Khand, and from Sach 
Khand He comes in the world as a human 
body to liberate the souls. He comes here 
after hearing our requests. Guru Nanak 
said, They come for the people's sake, 
and after coming here they impart the 
Life Impulse to us. They have taken up 
the body only to do good,for people and 

'This Satsang was given at the Sha- 
maz Meditation Retreat, Potter Val- 
ley, California, on the evening of 
Ju!v 9, 1977. 
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they give us the donation of their own 
Life 

Kabir Sahib in this hymn says, "The 
soul which is in the pain of separation is 
beseeching and crying for God, and is 
saying, 'Oh God, without You I am 
suffering.' " He gives the example of a 
fish to describe the yearning which the 
disciple is having for the Master. If the 
fish is not in the water, she dies; the fish is 
loving the water, the water is her life; 
that's why, as long as she is in the water 
she lives, and as soon as  she is separated 
from the water she dies. So such a 
yearning or longing should be between 
disciple and Master. 

7ke separated soul's body burns in 
the strong fire; it becomes restless. 

Within she is empty, she is searching 
for her beloved. 

Death also goes back after searching 
for her; she is not there. 

Within that body where the soul is in the 
pain of separation, the fire is burning so 
nluch that you will not find any other fire 
111 this world which can be compared with 
it. Because of that fire of separation, the 
bones are burning like sticks, like fire- 
wood. And even if Death comes to take 
the soul a t  that time, He will not find her 
there; because the soul in the pain of 
separation is searching for her Beloved. 

Seeing the separated soul burning, 
the Lord came. 

Sprinkling a drop of love, He extin- 
guished the fire. 

Beloved Hazur always used to say, "It is 
the law of nature that it supplies the food 



for the hungry and water for the thirsty." 
Whenever soul is burning in the pain of 
separation from God,  and when we re- 
quest to God, that God also cannot bear 
our pain, so that's why He comes; and, 
giving us a drop of His Love, He extin- 
guishes the fire of separation which is 
burning within us. 

Eyes are tired, looking in His direc- 
tion; 

Tongue is blistered repeating His 
name. 

Now Kabir Sahib says, "The soul who is 
in the pain of separation, her eyes get 
tired looking for her Beloved to come on 
the way, and her tongue gets blistered 
because she is always repeating the Name 
of her Beloved." When I was searching 
for God, I made a rosary, and people told 
me to repeat some name for 24,000 times 
a day. But, in the love and the pain of 
separation from God, I did double a-  
mount: I did 48,000 repetitions. And I got 
blisters in my hand, and 1 did many other 
practices to realize God. And when I was 
searching for God in such a difficult way, 
then God Kirpal, He also couldn't bear 
my pain, and that's why He Himself came 
to my ashram and, giving me a drop of 
His Love, He extinguished the fire of 
separation which was burning within me 
right from my childhood. 

Suppose anyone loses a great amount 
of gold and is wandering here and there 
outside of his home like a homeless 
wanderer. getting nothing to eat or  drink. 
But, if someone who knows about his 
wealth, and who knows the secret about 
his hidden treasure, comes and helps him 
to regain that wealth which he had lost, 
and after getting that wealth agaln, if that 
person makes a good residence and if he 
lives h ~ s  life very comfortably, then whom 
d o  you think he should thank? Should he 
thank that gold which was lost? Or  should 
he become thankful to that person who 

helped him to regain that gold? 
In the same way, my Lord was also 

separated from me for ages and ages, and 
that God Kirpal came, and He helped me 
in regaining my God. which was within 
me. So to whom will 1 be grateful? 1 will 
be grateful only to God Kirpal. because 
He came and He made me realize the God 
which was within me. And that's why 1 
a m  always thankful to Hazur Kirpal. 
That's why now I a m  saying that on the 
land there is Kirpal, in the water there is 
Kirpal; there was Kirpal. there is Kirpal 
and there will be Kirpal. Kirpal is the 
creator; Kirpal is the destroyer. Every- 
thing is Kirpal. And those who remember 
Kirpal with love, they will be liberated by 
Him. Hearing our request, that God 
came in the form of Kirpal in this world. 
and He extinguished the fire which was 
burning within us. 

Water is flowing from the eyes as it 
does from a Persian wheel; 

In the hope of meeting her Beloved, 
she repeats His Name like the 
rainbird. 

Now He says, "What is the condition of 
the soul which is in the pangs of separa- 
tion? From her eyes the tears are coming 
out just like the water is coming out 
from a well with a Persian wheel. And. 
as the rainbird is constantly searching 
for rain, and repeating the name of its 
Beloved, in the same way she is also 
repeating His Name and she is waiting 
for Him." 

Separation is verj, pain-giving; 
Heart gets no consolation. 
Until she meets One Who is the.forn7 

of Shabad, the pain c,annot go. 

Now Kabir Sahib says. "Such a soul who 
is in the throes of separation is h a v ~ n g  
much pain. But, until she meets the 
Person Who gives her the Shabad. she 
cannot get any peace of mind." And it 
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is only that Shabad Who comes, taking 
birth among us, and H e  gives us the 
message of Shabad: "I am sitting within 
you in this form." 

Separated soul stands on the path 
and asks the traveler: 

"Tell me, when will my  Beloved 
come and meet meY' 

Now he says, "The soul who is having 
intense longing and yearning, she will 
never go to many people and talk with 
them or chat with them, but she will 
always sacrifice her own being and her 
everything if anyone makes her hear 
anything about her Beloved." One who is 
thirsty will never talk a lot, and will never 
ask whether the water is salty or whether 
the water is sweet or bitter. He knows 
only to  drink the water to quench his 
thirst. But, one who is not thirsty will ask 
many questions about the water: what it 
tastes like, and many things about it. But 
in that way he will never be able to 
quench his thirst. 

In the same way, the persons who are 
yearning to  realize God, and those who 
have real intense longing to see Him, they 
will never have any doubts or suspicions. 
They want only to  realize God and they 
ask to  be shown the Path and that's all; 
and after that they don't have any doubts. 
In our ashram many people asked Master 
many questions, but I didn't ask Him any 
questions. On the contrary, I became 
only grateful to Him. "I a m  thankful to 
You because, from ages and ages-who 
knows from which age?-I was separated 
from You. But, now when I have seen 
You again, my every question is an- 
swered." 

Once a man came to Master and he 
started talking with Him just like he 
would talk with an ordinary man. At one 
time, he said that he wrote Him a letter 
and in the reply Master wrote him, "You 
d o  this and that thing will happen," but 
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that never happened. And then he said 
that he wrote Him a letter about a 
disease, but he was still suffering from 
that disease. And he was talking like he 
would talk with an ordinary man. At that 
time, even though 1 was not initiated, I 
still couldn't bear that. Holding his hand 
1 told him, "You come to  me and 1 will tell 
you all about that letter." And then, 
taking him to the door of the ashram, I 
told him to leave the ashram. I asked him, 
"How d o  you understand Him? D o  you 
understand Him only as a man?" Then he 
realized his mistake, and he fell down a t  
my feet, saying that he didn't understand 
Him. 

So, those who have real longing to  
realize God, they will never ask any 
question to the Master. T o  whom will 
you ask any question? What question will 
you ask of the Master-the Master who 
knows everything of your heart? How 
can you ask anything from Him? 

I have been waiting for you many 
days, repeating your name; 

My soul is longing to meet you; 
there is no rest or peace in my  
mind. 

Now, when such a soul gets the Beloved, 
how can she ask any question of Him? 
She will only say, "I a m  very grateful to  
you because I was burning in the fire of 
separation. Thank God that You have 
come and You have brought peace to  my 
mind." Where is the place for asking Him 
questions? 

Separation bites the body as the 
snake bites; no remedy helps. 

One who is separated from Naam 
doesn't live; if he lives he goes mad. 

Now Kabir Sahib says, "The separation, 
o r  the intense longing, bites a man just as 
a snake or a scorpion bites." The body 
cannot bear that bite. He willjust become 
unconscious. In the same way, the soul 



which is in the pangs of separation or of 
intense longing within him, what will he 
do? No matter what people are saying 
about him, whether people call him mad 
or crazy or a fool, still, wherever he will 
find people talking about his Beloved, he 
will go there and he will sit there. 

The same thing happened with me also. 
People used to call me mad, and some 
people came to me withsympathy for me, 
and they told me that they wanted to take 
me to Amritsar where there is a mental 
hospital and where they treat the mental- 
ly ill people by giving electric shocks. 
So with much sympathy for me they came 
to me and told me to go to that place, but 
I told them, "The One Who is giving me 
electric shocks, the One Who is going to 
treat me, I have Him and I don't need 
your sympathy." Lovingly I used to say, 
Remembering Kirpal Singh, many sin- 
ners have been liberated. That3 why 
Ajaib says, don't give up the company of 
Kirpal Singh. 

Entering the body, thesnake ofsepa- 
ration has made a wound in the 
heart. 

The separated soul doesn't move 
the body; whatever that snake 
wants to eat, he can eat. 

Now, when the pain of separation con- 
trols the heart, the whole being, and after 
that, when it starts eatingup the body, the 
soul which is in that pain will never say 
anything to the Beloved. He will always 
say, "I have surrendered to You com- 
pletely. Now it is up to You: to eat me 
from my feet, or to eat me from my head. 
Whatever You want to do with me, You 
can do with me." After that she doesn't 
mind anything. Whatever her Beloved 
does, she is happy in that. Those who 
have such pangs of separation, they do 
not need to do anything; because for 
them everything is all done. 

Baba Sawan Singh Ji used to say, "A 

wife gives her body to her husband, but 
she never gives the mind; but in Sant Mat, 
one has to give his mind." Between 
disciple and Master there is the wall of 
mind, and when we give up our mind, the 
wall which is between us and the Master 
goes away. 

God says to the Sadhu: "Go andgive 
peace to him cc,ho is remembering 
Me in separation; 

And he who has the yearning within 
him, search for him." 

Now, when we have the yearning within 
us, what happens'? That God comes in the 
form of any Sadhu, and that Sadhu 
comes to such souls which have intense 
longing to realize God. And, giving the 
key to open the door, He takes the soul 
back to  the place from where it was 
separated; to our Beloved. Guru Nanak 
says, "God has taken up the form of 
Sadh." Whenever that God wants to give 
the Light and Life to anybody, He comes 
in the form of a Sadhu. 

0 Kabir, the wife says, "Listen, my  
Beloved Husband, 

Come soon to see me or I will leave 
the body." 

Just as if any wife's husband goes to a 
foreign land, and she is separated from 
him for a while, she writes him a letter; in 
the same way, the soul which is separated 
from God, and which has the longing to 
meet Him, she also writes such letters to 
God. She also requests God: "If You will 
not come back, if You will not take me 
again to You, I will die." 

Hazur Kirpal promised me: "You 
don't need to come in any society or any 
conference or any meeting. Whenever 
you will need, I will come to pay a visit to 
you." And Hazur kept His word, and 
when I was doing meditation, many times 
He would come physically in His private 
time to see me. That was a distance of 
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three hundred miles; but many times in 
His sickness even, He came to see me. He 
used to come there by Himself to take 
care of me, to  see how I was sitting in 
His Remembrance. And in that period of 
seven years when He told me to do 
meditation, 1 left all the world, and 1 was 
not meeting anybody from the world. I 
made an underground room in an or- 
chard to meditate in. 

So this is my personal experience: that 
Master knows everything without re- 
questing. To ask Him anything or to tell 
Him anything is just like showing a little 
lamp to the sun. Guru Nanak says, With- 
out knowing, He knows everything; to 
whom are you praying? If He doesn't 
know anything, then we need to tell Him. 

Either finish this pain of separation, 
or make me see Your face; 

I can't bear this burning 24 hours a 
day. 

The separated soul makes her heart a 
begging bowl; tears come out from 
her eyes- 

She begs for Darshan, which is ev- 
erything for her; she lives on it day 
and night. 

Now what is the separated soul doing? 
She is making her heart as a kamandal or 
Sadhu's begging bowl; and tears are 
constantly coming out of her eyes; and 
what is she begging for? She is asking for 
the Darshan of her Beloved. She says, 
"Your Darshan is everything for me; it is 
my food, it is everything." Very often I 
say this thing: that I never asked any 
outer or worldly thing from my Satguru 
Maharaj. I asked only Love from Him 
and I got only Love from Him. Because, 
except for You, whatever we will ask, 0 
Lord, we are asking for pain. Whatever 
we will ask from the Master, except Him, 
is going to give us suffering. 

I'll make a lamp of my body, and a 
wick o f  my tongue; 

I'll use blood instead of oil, and b.v 
that light I will see my Beloved's 
Face. 

What is the separated soul saying? "I will 
make a lamp of my body, and 1 will put a 
wick made out of my tongue in that." 
Because a lamp needs something in which 
the oil can be stored, and it needs a wick 
also. But she says, "My body will become 
that lamp, and my tongue the wick. And 
instead of oil, I will use my blood, so that 
1 may have the Darshan of Your beautiful 
face in that light." 

0 Kabir, give up laughing, and love 
weeping, 

Because without weeping one can 
neither get love, nor our Beloved 
Friend. 

Now Kabir Sahib says, "Leave laughing 
and take up weeping, because without 
weeping you can never reach God." 
When the baby cries, the milk of the 
mother also starts flowing, and she comes 
after leaving all other work aside, and 
starts nursing the baby. Weeping doesn't 
mean that we should show people how we 
are crying and acting or taking out tears 
from our eyes. "Weeping" here means to  
give up attachment to  worldly plea- 
sures, and to divert your mind, your 
attention, toward God. Only the heart of 
the lover is weeping. What is the use of 
outward weeping? Because the One Who 
is going to see that is within you. 

Truly speaking, one doesn't get any 
interest in weeping if there is nobody 
there who will remove the water of the 
tears coming from the eyes. That's why, 
when we will weep with the inner eye, at 
that time, because Master is sitting there, 
He will come to our comfort, and He will 
remove the water of our tears with His 
handkerchief. 

Laughing doesn't finish pain. Weep- 
ing makes one lose strength: 
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Weep in the mind like ants eat up 
wood,from ~ , i th in .  

So Kabir Sahib says, "Laughing doesn't 
decrease the pain; moreover, if we will 
weep we will lose our strength. So it is 
better to  spend that moment which we 
are going to spend laughing or weeping 
in the remembrance of God." Then he 
says, "The separated soul, within whom 
the pain of separation is going on-if she 
forgets God, forgets the Beloved, even for 
a moment, what happens to that body? 
That body has become eaten up from 
within; just like ants eat up wood from 
inside and make it hollpw. In the same 
way, such a body also becomes hollow 
from inside. Outwardly people see that 
the body is as it was, but from within, it 
has become hollow." 

Nobody saw the ants eating up the 
wood, 

But when the skin of the wood was 
lifted, only sawdust was found. 

Now Kabir Sahib says, "When the insects 
or ants are eating up the wood from 
inside, nobody knows when the ants 
came and when they started eating that. 
But when we are cutting that wood, then 
we find only sawdust there and no wood 
there. In the same way, the soul which is 
having the pangs of separation, outside 
people see that the body is all right, but 
from inside that body is eaten up by that 
separation, and it has become hollow in 
the remembrance of God." 

By enjoying no one has got the Be- 
loved; anyone who got Hzm has 
done so by weeping. 

l f b  y enjoying and playing one could 
get God, then who wouldnot want 
to have Him? 

Now Kabir Sahib says, "Enjoying the 
happiness of the world, nobody has re- 
ceived God. Those who have received 
God have done so only by weeping and 
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staying awake and working hard to meet 
Him. If by only enjoying the worldly 
happiness one could achieve God, in that 
way everybody would have got Him; but 
that is not the way." 

The King of Balkh Bokhara used to 
sleep on a very comfortable bed of flow- 
ers, but he also had a yearning to realize 
God. At that time Kabir Sahib was living 
in Kashi [Benares] in India, and Balkh 
Bokhara is in Central Asia: so Kabir 
Sahib, disguised as a shepherd, was dis- 
covered wandering on the roof of that 
King's palace. When the King asked Him. 
"Who are you? What are you doing 
there?" he said, "I am a shepherd and I 
am searching for my lost camels." So the 
King asked Kabir. "Why are you search- 
ing for the camels here? How d o  you 
expect to find camels on the roof of 
the palace?" Kabir Sahib replied, "In 
the same way that you expect to rea- 
lize God by sleeping on a bed made 
of flowers!" 

The next morning, when the king of 
Balkh Bokhara was sitting in his court, 
one person came in who had such 
a strong personality that not even the 
guards were able to stop him. He came 
right to the King and asked him. "Can 1 
stay one night in this inn?" The King was 
very surprised to  see a person with such a 
strong personality that the guards could 
not stop him, and he was even more 
surprised when he asked if he could stay 
in "this inn." H e  said, "Well, you have 
come here, but you should know that this 
is not an inn. This is the palace of the 
King." So that person asked him. "All 
right, tell me: who was living here before 
you?" He said, "My father used to live 
here." Then he asked. "Who was living 
before him?" The King replied. "My 
grandfather used to live here before him." 
"Who was living before him?" "My 
great-grandfather." And in that way he 
counted many generations. So that man 
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told him. "If the people are coming and 
going from this place, people come, live. 
and then leave this place, then what else is 
it? Is it not a traveler's inn'?" And after 
that, that person, who was Kabir Sahib, 
disappeared. And because, on the pre- 
vious night, somebody had come as a 
shepherd, and he had disappeared, and 
now also the same thing happened, that 
King was very confused; but he realized 
that it was the call of God. 

S o  he left his kingdom, and he started 
searching for a Mahatma who could help 
him to realize God; and after traveling a 
lot in many various countries, he came to 
India. After coming to India, he searched 
for Kabir Sahib. And in Kashi, when he 
met Kabir Sahib, he was satisfied and he 
was convinced that he was the perfect 
Master. S o  the King requested him to  
allow him to stay there and become his 
disciple. But Kabir said, "You are a king 
and 1 am a weaver. How can you stay 
with me? I don't have any good place for 
you to stay. How will you stay here?" But 
the King said, "No, I don't want any 
comfort. If You will tell me to sleep on the 
floor, I'll d o  that. Whatever You will give 
me, 1 will eat that. And, whatever work 
You will tell me to do, 1 will happily d o  
that. But please allow me to stay with 
you." So, Kabir Sahib graciously allowed 
him to stay there with him, and for six 
years he helped him; the King of Balkh 
Bokhara helped Kabir Sahib in the work 
which he was doing: that is, the job of 
weaving. And he was even helping him in 
his household work. 

So, after doing seva of his Master for 
six years, Mother Loi, the wife of Kabir 
Sahib, thought, "This is a great king and 
he left his kingdom and has been living 
here for the last six years, doing whole- 
heartedly the service of the Master, but he 
has got nothing." So she felt pity for him 
and she requested Kabir to give him 
initiation. But Kabir Sahib replied, "He is 

not yet ready." S o  Mother Loi said, 
"How can I believe that he is not ready? 
He is very humble! Even though he was a 
king, still now he has become our  servant 
and he has been serving you for the last 
six years. S o  at  least now you should give 
him something." But Kabir Sahib said, 
"No, he is not ready." But Mother Loi did 
not believe that. S o  Kabir Sahib told her, 
"All right, tomorrow morning, you fill a 
basket with garbage, and 1 will call him to 
my room; a t  that time you should stand 
on the roof and throw that basketful of 
garbage on him, and then we will see what 
happens." 

S o  Kabir Sahib called that King the 
next morning and told him, "Bring my 
coat here." And when he was coming 
there, Mother Loi threw that basketful of 
garbage on  him. And the King became 
very upset, and he said, "If we were 
in Balkh Bokhara, I would show you-I 
would give you punishment." Mother Loi 
was very surprised to  see that, because 
she thought that he had forgotten his 
kingdom, but still he was having the 
proud egoism of being king. When she 
reported this to  Kabir Sahib he said, "I 
told you that he is not ready." So Mother 
Loi was also convinced that he was not 
yet ready to get initiation. 

S o  in the same way, serving Kabir 
Sahib, helping him in his weaving work 
and taking care of his household, six 
more years passed. And one day Kabir 
called Mother Loi and told her, "Now he 
is ready to get initiation." But this time 
Mother Loi did not accept that. She said, 
"How can I believe that? For  me, I see 
him the same as  six years before. I have 
not found any change in him." But Kabir 
said, "No, now he is ready. He has 
changed a lot." But Mother Loi didn't 
believe it. S o  Kabir Sahib said, "All right; 
last time you threw garbage on  his head 
but this time you stand with a basketful of 
the worst type of filth. 1 will call him 
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again to my room, and you throw that 
basket on his head; then you will know 
how much he has changed." 

So, in the same way as before, when 
the King of Balkh Bokhara was called in 
by Kabir Sahib, Mother Loi threw that 
basket of filth on his head. But instead of 
getting angry and upset with Mother 
Loi, the King said, "Thank God! I am 
thankful to  you that you have thrown 
this filth on my head, because I a m  even 
fithier." 

So  Mother Loi was convinced. And 
when Kabir Sahib gave him initiation, 
because Kabir was a great Master, and 
the disciple was also not slow-he was a 
great disciple, because he had done ser- 
vice to his Master for twelve years with- 
out any hesitation, even though he was a 
king; and you know that when one 
serves, the yearning also comes within 
him-because he was having the intense 
longing and yearning to realize God, and 
because he had made his background 
very good by serving his Master, that's 
why, as Kabir Sahib was initiating him 
and telling him about the inner planes, 
his soul was progressing up and up in the 
higher planes, and in that way, right 
from his initiation, he was perfected in 
his meditation. 

So, after getting initiation and the 
knowledge of God, he left Kabir's hut 
and he sat on the bank of a river. At that 
time the Prime Minister of his former 
kingdom was coming hunting. He came 
to that river and he saw his King who 
had left the kingdom twelve years be- 
fore. He told the King, "I took care of 
your family and I brought up your son 
also, and I have taught him how to use 
weapons and how to fight in the battle- 
field, and all the skills which a king 
should have. So now it would be better 
for me also, if you return to the kinguom 
and be the King again as you were 
before, so that I may act as your Prime 

Minister. Because, 1 can't act as the 
King, I can't take up your kingdom." 

At that time, the King was sewing a 
cushion. He threw the needle in the river, 
and said, "All right; I will come with 
you, but first, please take out this needle 
from the water." The Prime Minister 
said, "Give me the time of one hour and 
I will call all my forces, all my soldiers, 
and I will tell them to  build a dam on 
both sides and, removing the water of 
the river, I will get you that same 
needle." But the King said, "No; I want it 
right now." But the Prime Minister 
couldn't do  that. So,  when the King gave 
his attention to the water, a fish came 
out carrying that needle, and the minis- 
ter was very amazed. So the King said, "I 
don't want your false kingdom; because 
I have got the real kingdom of Sach 
Khand, the real kingdom of God, and I 
don't care about your false kingdom. 
You go away; I don't want to return." 

Once the King of Balkh Bokhara was 
taunted by one man who asked him, 
"Have you ever experienced happiness 
since you gave up your kingdom?" The 
King replied, "Yes, twice after giving up 
my kingdom I have felt a lot of happi- 
ness and joy. Once I was traveling on a 
ship, and there was one very wealthy 
merchant who had some servants who. 
in order to please him, were putting on a 
show and doing imitations and different 
kinds of comedy. Because I was the 
lowest person on that ship and I was 
very poor, after doing all types of 
comedy and funny things, they would 
come to me and hit me on the head; and 
a t  that time I was feeling a lot of joy, 
because that gave them pleasure and that 
merchant was pleased when I was hit on 
my head. And later, when the ship was 
having trouble, the captain said, 'The 
load is too heavy and we have to throw 
one man in the ocean if we are to save 
our ship.' So, because 1 was the only 
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For Sant Ji 
The dear skies have become our sisters 
As they weep our tears of separation 

And the weeping tears from us 
But removes not our burden 

Your eyes of mercy have 
Shed tears for our Beloved 
And, miraculous process! 
You have become our Beloved! 

The dear skies have become our sisters 
As they weep our tears of separation 

You have come disguised as one of us 
But our Beloved has revealed to us Your secret 

The dear skies have become our sisters 
As they weep our tears of separation 

The King has come disguised as a beggar 
Accepting the beggar, we have gained the King 

The dear skies have become our sisters 
As they weep our tears of separation 

You have come among the gypsies 
disguised as a gypsy 

To recapture your high-born child 

The dear skies have become our sisters 
As they weep our tears of separation 

Sisters, sisters, weep and weep for us 
That our tears may form lakes, that our 

lakes may form oceans 

The dear skies have become our sisters 
As they weep our tears of separation 

And our brother, the Wind, must 
carry our prayer to You 

That You return to us 
return to  us 
return to us 

The dear skies have become our sisters 
As they weep our tears of separation 

Donna Jewel1 Pollard 



person there who was not having any 
heir or any family, they chose me to  
throw in the water. And at that time I 
remembered my God; and since there was 
no  more danger to  the ship, 1 experienced 
a great happiness. 

"And once, when 1 went into a mosque 
to spend a night there, the Kazi of that 
mosque, looking at me, got very upset 
and thought, 'Who has come in this 
mosque to spend the night?' S o  he pulled 
me by the leg, and threw me out of the 
mosque. And when he was pulling me 
down the stairs, and my head was hitting 
on the steps, at that time my inner vision 
was opening and 1 was getting the secret 
of God from inside. As my head hit one 
step I got one secret, and as it hit another 
one 1 got one more, and in that way, on 
every step I got the knowledge of God. 
But when I reached bottom 1 felt very 

unhappy, because I thought that if there 
had been more steps, I would have got 
more knowledge of God." 

All the people are happy-they eat 
and sleep; 

The servant Kabir is unhappy-he 
weeps and doesn't sleep. 

Now Kabir Sahib says, "The people are 
living easily in this world and they are 
happy, because they eat and they sleep. 
But Kabir is unhappy, because I am 
always staying awake in the night and I 
a m  weeping for God. I am saying, '0 
God, 1 am awake in Your Remembrance. 
Come and meet me.' " 

A healthy man doesn't know what the 
pain of sickness is. Only the sick person 
can know the pain of sickness.. In the 
same way, if you want to know what the 
pain of separation is, you go and ask him 
who is having that pain. 

Mrs. P. S. Nagra presents her grandson to  the Master at the children's darshan at Sri 
Kirpal Ashram, Surrey 



TWO WEEKS 
IN THE 
ANDES 

Sant Ajaib Singh Ji Maharaj spent the period of time from July 18 
through August 1,  1977, in the beautiful country of Colombia; 
most of that time He was in residence at His house (pictured above) 
provided for Him with love and devotion by the Satsangis at Sant 
Bani Ashram/El Bosque de Kirpal at Bogota, the largest city and 
capital of Colombia, 9,500 feet high in the Andes Mountains. 
Three days toward the end of the stay were spent at Sant Bani 
Ashram in the mountains outside the smaller city of Bucaramanga, 
near the Venezuela border. Both cover pictures and the pictures on 
pages 1.20 and 36 were taken at Bucaramanga; the rest were taken 
at Bogota. Satsangis and seekers came from Venezuela, Ecuador, 
Panama, and the Spanish community of Miami as well as from 
Colombia. A full account of the very loving and intoxicating stay 
will appear in a future issue of SANT BANI.  



ABOVE: The entrance to the Ashram in Bogota; BELOW: Sant Ji has a word with 
Pappu behind His house. 



Two remarkable families, all of the members of which are initiated: ABOVE: The 
Garcia family, in whose home Master Kirpal Singh stayed in 1972; BELOW: The 
Gomez family, who live next door to the Ashram in Bogota. 



The Master with devoted sevadars. ABOVE: With Dr. Cristobal Molina, His Latin Americar 
Representative, and Mrs. Alicia de Gomez, the principal Spanish-English translator. B E  LOW 
Sant Ji says goodbye to Don Ignacio Rodriguez, the devoted group leader in Bogota. 





The Colombian Hat Dance. 
Hanging on a peg at the Mas- 
ter's House in the Bucaraman- 
ga ashram was a wonderful 
South American-style hat, 
which Sant Ji felt looked very 
good on Pappu; at His orders, 
he wore it whenever we went 
for walks. The picture on the 
top was taken by Kent Bick- 
nell, one of Sant Ji's faithful 
translators, at His instruc- 
tions, and shows Pappu with 
the hat, as well as Russell Per- 
kins, Pathi Ji, and Chris, Nick 
and Karen Bicknell. Then Sant 
Ji instructed that a picture be 
taken of the Bicknell family 
with Kent wearing the hat; 
Pappu obliged, and that's the 
second picture. Then Sant Ji 
said that Russell's appearance 
would also be improved no end 
by the hat, and a picture 
should be taken of that; hence 
the third picture. Finally at His 
orders, Chris Bicknell wore it; 
that picture is at the bottonr. 
Needless to say, this walk was 
one of the most jolly and light- 
hearted times ever. Later on, 
as the picture on the back cover 
hints, it turned into a very pro- 
found learning experience, and 
will be described in a future 
issue of S A N T  BANI.  



ABOVE: Sant Ji with a group of Ecuadoreans who drove sixty hours non-stop to see 
Him. BELOW: With Maria Victoria Rosales, the Bucaramanga group leader, and 
Alejandro Correales, super sevadar, whose forthcoming marriage He has just blessed. 



ABOVE: Walks were taken every day after morning darshan through !he magnificent 
Andean countryside. BELOW: Pathi Ji works while the city of Bogota lies spread out 
in the distance. 
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The First World Tour of Ajaib Singh, Parf 11 

In The Pacific Northwest 
RUSSELL PERKINS 

SEA TTLE 
We left Boston on the morning of 

Friday, June 10, 1977, on a United Air 
Lines jet for Seattle, where we were 
scheduled to spend one night before 
entering Canada on the following day. 
The plane made one stop-in Denver- 
and to our surprise, we were met at the 
airport by three dear ones-Faye Mather 
and Don and Linda Turnage-who had 
driven many hours from Glenwood 
Springs on the other side of the moun- 
tains just to see Sant J i  for a few 
minutes. (The stay here was very short, 
and we had decided against notifying the 
satsangis generally.) Faye is a stewardess 
for United, and so was able to arrange a 
private room where Sant Ji and those of 
us who were accompanying Him could 
sit quietly together. His body was still 
weak from the malaria it had suffered 
just a few weeks before, and He utilized 
much of the time for resting. We were 
very grateful to Faye, Don and Linda for 
their thoughtful and helpful selfless 
service. 

On the flight to Seattle, I explained 
to Sant Ji that Norma Fraser, the 
dedicated group leader in Nanaimo 
(our first stop in Canada), had ar- 
ranged a charter flight for us direct 
from Seattle to Nanaimo, which would, 
among other things, simplify and make 
easier the Immigration procedure at 
the border. Sant Ji listened very care- 
fully and then He said gravely, "What- 
ever Hazur sends, I accept." It was only 
later that I understood the significance 
of His response. 

At the Seattle Airport, we were met 
by many devoted Satsangis, some of 
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them familiar (one car-load of dear 
ones had driven non-stop from Ver- 
mont and were there at the airport to 
greet us when we arrived) and some 
not so familiar, although they became 
very familiar and very sweet to us all in 
the weeks ahead. The Seattle group 
leader, Helen Perkins (my sister), had 
very kindly turned her house over to 
Sant J i  and His party, and the accommo- 
dations were very comfortable. Sat- 
sang was held that evening at the home 
of Jeannie and Luis Rodriguez, and 
before the Satsang, Sant Ji saw all 
the Seattle satsangis as a group as well 
as giving some private interviews. He 
was very pleased with the love and 
devotion of the Seattle satsang, and He 
told me specifically that another day 
should be allotted for them on the way 
back, which, with His grace, was done. 

The following morning, on the way 
to the airport to get the charter flight 
to Nanaimo, we stopped at the sanc- 
tuary that the Seattle satsangis are build- 
ing on the property of two dear ones 
Al and Ann Sutherlaid, for satsang 
and meditation purposes; Sant Ji held 
satsang there briefly, and blessed the 
building as the satsangis had requested. 
We arrived at the airport in plenty 
of time, but our flight was two hours 
late. Since the little trailer where we 
were waiting (in the small-plane sec- 
tion of the airport) was crammed to 
overflowing with Satsangis, Sant Ji in 
effect held an unscheduled Satsang for 
most of the two hours. He spoke in 
Punjabi for more than half an hour 
with Mr. Yagya Sharma, a long-time 
initiate of Master Kirpal Singh, and at 



the conclusion told Pappu to translate 
it all for everyone else. In one of the 
more impressive (although there were 
many incidents like it on the tour) 
demonstrations of his translator's abil- 
ity, Pappu talked without faltering for 
more than half an  hour, translating 
word for word what Sant J i  had said, 
even though he had not even known 
ahead of time he was supposed to 
translate it! It consisted mostly of stories 
about Mastana Ji, o r  the Baluchistani 
Mastana: the strange, God-intoxicated 
contemporary of Master Kirpal, who 
had enormous influence in the north- 
western part of India and for whom Sant 
Ji has great love and respect.* 

Finally the plane arrived, carrying 
Norma Fraser, the group leader and 
our hostess for the next week, and 
Elliot McLaughlin of Vancouver, who 
did a great deal of selfless service 
during our  stay in Nanaimo; they 
greeted us very lovingly (it was Norma's 
first physical meeting with Sant Ji) 
and we got on board for what most of us 
thought was to  be a routine flight to 
Nanaimo. 

A T THE VICTORIA AIRPORT 
The airplane had two propellers and 

ten seats (nine passengers plus pilot) and 
was a lot of fun. The other-worldly 
beauty of the country over which it flew 
was described very well by Michael 
Raysson in the July/August issue of 
Sant Bani; all of us, including the 
Master, enjoyed looking out the win- 
dow. We weren't flying very high, and it 
was a spectacular view. 

Norma, Elliot and the pilot were all in 
agreement that the simplest and easiest 
way to pass through Immigration and 
Customs would be to stop at  Victoria 
Airport, which we did. I had no thought 

* More about  Mastana J i ,  who left the body In 1960. 
w ~ l l  appear  In next month's issue. 

of any trouble; great pains had been 
taken to insure that the papers were all 
in order, and while I knew that Canada 
had often been difficult for Indians to 
enter in the last few years, I anticipated 
at  the worst some insulting questions. 

The polite young man behind the 
counter was the last person to insult 
anybody. He checked our papers care- 
fully, and agreed that everything ap- 
peared to be perfectly fine; but. since 
he was new on the job, he thought 
he'd better check with his boss. who 
was at  home. In a few minutes he was 
back from the telephone: "The boss 
wants to see you personally, he's com- 
ing right down; he'll be here in fifteen 
minutes." Half a n  hour later, the boss 
walked in: an  elderly, white-haired, 
very tough man with steely eyes that 
glinted all around; he was puffing on  a 
cigarette continuously. The polite young 
man asked him if he would like to see 
our papers; he said gruffly, "What I 
want to see is the captain of the plane." 
And he and the pilot disappeared into 
his office. 

When they came out a long time 
later it was explained to us that the 
problem was not with our papers, which 
ulere in order, but with the airline, 
Pacific Coastal Airways: any carrier 
bringing foreign nationals into Canada 
has to have a large bond posted, ostensi- 
bly to cover the cost of transporting 
them back immediately to their place of 
origin should they be judged unfit. Paci- 
fic Coastal did not have such a bond 
posted, and therefore our party could 
not enter Canada. The pilot, who had 
flown this trip hundreds of times for 
another airline, was on his first flight for 
Pacific Coastal; since his previous em- 
ployers had always taken care of this for 
him, he was not even aware of the 
regulation, and literally didn't know 
what to do.  After long deliberation, the 
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Immigrations man agreed to let us in if 
$1,000 bond was posted on each of the 
three Indians; but where to get $3,000 on 
a Saturday afternoon? Several phone 
conversations took place between the 
pilot and his boss at Nanaimo; at one 
point the boss told him to take us all 
back to Seattle. 

Time was passing by; it would h a v ~  
been easy for us to have become de- 
pressed and nervous, and perhaps we 
did-a little; but we did not, and could 
not, succumb to such feelings because 
Sant J i  wouldn't let us. Despite all that 
was happening, despite our being forced 
to wait all this time in the big hall of the 
airport, on little hard chairs, with no 
food or conveniences, despite the really 
depressing prospect of being sent back to 
Seattle, He never for one second allowed 
us to dwell on any of that. He was 
bubbling over with good humor through- 
out-He told us funny stories and made 
jokes out of everything negative that was 
happening-but he also was very loving 
and compassionate and understanding of 
how we felt. He told Norma on many 
occasions that she had made excellent 
arrangements; that she was not at fault in 
any way; that this was all Master's will; 
that it could not be helped. When we told 
Him that we might have to go back to 
Seattle, He shook His head: "No. We 
will be delayed that's all." 

About halfway through the afternoon 
a commercial jetliner from Seattle flew 
in; among the hundreds of passengers 
who disembarked (and who took prece- 
dence over us, since they absorbed all the 
attention of the Immigrations personnel 
as long as they were there) was David 
Hughes, a satsangi from Ohio, who was 
on his way to Nanaimo to see Sant Ji. He 
was the only satsangi on the plane; all the 
others had gone up by other ways. He 
walked through the door and saw Sant J i  
sitting on a hard chair directly in front of 

him. He immediately sat at His feet, 
speechless with amazement; he eventu- 
ally went through Immigrations, and 
then came back and joined us. Sant J i  
made many jokes (and I'm not at all sure 
they were fully jokes) that the whole thing 
had happened for his sake. 

In the meantime (although we did not 
learn all this until later) there were 
between sixty and seventy satsangis 
gathered at Nanaimo Airport, waiting to 
see Sant Ji. Since Michael Raysson, who 
was one of them, has given us afirst-hand 
account of the events at that end in last 
month's SANT BANI,* 1 need only mention 
that, in Master's great love and incredible 
grace, and with the loving generosity of 
His dear children, the entire sum of 
$3,000 was raised from those sixty-odd 
people, none of whom was wealthy, in the 
space of an hour or so, and another plane, 
this one carrying the airline boss, plus 
Arran Stephens, Mr. P. S. Nagra, and 
other satsangis, flew down to help us 
across the border. Arran had to take 
personal responsibility for each of the 
Indians, and each of them had to 
personally promise the tough Immigra- 
tions man that he would be good. Looking 
through the door while Sant J i  was in 
there, watching the man blow smoke in 
His face, hearing him refer to Him as 
"this fellow," watching Sant Ji's totally 
patient humility, I understood perhaps 
more than ever what exactly is involved 
when the Word becomes flesh; when the 
Emperor of Sach Khand becomes a 
beggar-for our sake. Yet not once, then 
or later, did Sant J i  indicate the slight- 
est unhappiness or displeasure with any- 
thing; He reiterated that it was Master's 
will, and He was obviously happy and 
content with it. (In Nanaimo, He told us 
that there was a secret connected with the 

*Page  25. The money was returned by the 
Canadian Government after we left Canada; a t  
least, it was supposed to have been returned. 

September 1977 



incident, and H e  would tell us later what 
it was; we never remembered to ask Him, 
and up to  now He has not told us. 

Weary but thankful, we climbed back 
onto the plane for the final twenty 
minutes of the flight-almost exactlyfive 
hours after we had arrived. 

NANAIMO 
Nanaimo is a small, beautiful, progres- 

sive city on the east coast of Vancouver 
Island, just across the bay from the city of 
Vancouver. The Nanaimo Satsang con- 
sists of eight persons; and those eight, 
together with some loving assistance 
from a few devotees in Vancouver, 
handled all the arrangements and did all 
the work involved in hosting, not only 
Sant J i  and His party, but approximately 
200 satsangis (mostly from Western 
Canada) who came to be with Him; and 
they did it so well that none of us who 
were there will ever forget the beauty, 
peace and calm of that blessed week. 

We arrived (finally) about 7 p.m. on 
Saturday, June 11, a t  Nanaimo Airport. 
We were driven (by Leo Pilon, our faith- 
ful sevadar chauffeur) to  Yellow Point 
Lodge in nearby Ladysmith; here Sant Ji, 
His party, and many others were accom- 
modated. The Lodge is a beautiful sea- 
side resort; we had it all t o  ourselves, 
and group darshans were held every 
afternoon on the lawn beside the ocean. 
The group here was smaller than a t  many 
other stops, so that by dividing the people 
into four groups of about forty each, every 
person was able to see Him at least once a 
day relatively closely. But many people 
either could not afford to stay at the 
Lodge, or they had small children (chil- 
dren under 15 were not allowed due to 
insurance regulations); they stayed a t  the 
4-All Seasons Campground, a mile or so 
away, and every night Sant J i  went down 
there, gave darshan to the children for fif- 
teen minutes, and then held Satsang at 

the big meeting hall there. (The people 
staying at the campground were bussed 
back and forth to  the Lodge so that they 
could attend the group darshans.) The 
only real hardship the no-children rule 
caused was on two twelve-year old boys 
who were fully initiated and who were 
following Sant J i  on tour; it was hard on 
them not to be able to see Him, and at the 
children's darshan He had them sit near 
Him and gave them special attention. 
One afternoon, toward the end of the 
stay, their temporary guardian rented a 
boat and brought them along the shore- 
line of the Lodge. We noticed them dur- 
ing the group darshans and Sant Ji went 
down to the shore to  greet them. (As long 
as they stayed in the boat, they weren't 
violating the rule.) He was very pleased to 
see them. 

The group darshans on Monday, June 
13, the first day on which they were held. 
struck me as being specially beautiful; at 
Sant Bani Ashram I had not been able to 
attend the group darshans regularly be- 
cause of so many responsibilities; here 
Sant J i  made it plain to me that He not 
only wanted me to attend, but that He 
expected me to do  so; it was part of my 
job. Sitting through all four darshans 
that afternoon, out on the open lawn 
with the ocean not far away and very 
visible, watching Him being so loving 
and jolly and Master-like and wonder- 
ful, left me with an incredible high. 

The following morning I overslept, 
however, and when 1 finally got up and 
sat for meditation, the thought kept 
coming: "Go and see Him!" But I felt 
guilty over having overslept. and 1 did 
not feel I had meditated enough to go see 
Him. I wasn't sure whether it was my 
still somewhat intoxicated mind manu- 
facturing this just to get some more 
darshan, or whether it was really Him 
calling me. But the thought got stronger 
and stronger, and finally it came very 
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clearly that the company of a Saint is 
better than meditation - something 1 
had heard that Sant J i  had said,* and it 
was suddenly self-evident: 1 knew in 
every pore of my body that I was to  go to  
Him. So  I slipped out and went over to 
His cabin; Sant J i  was sitting up in bed 
waiting for me, and He greeted me very 
warmly and invited me in. I told Him 
right off that I had overslept and about 
my call to come and mental struggle; He 
didn't condone the oversleeping, but He 
made it clear that He had indeed called 
me. He gave me tea with His own'hands, 
and we talked for over an hour. One of 
the things that came up (although I am 
not certain that it was this particular 
morning) concerned funeral rites: He 
questioned me closely about Western 
customs in this regard, and I answered to 
the best of my knowledge. Finally He 
said that it would be very good if 
Satsangis led the way in simplifying 
these rites, which were unnecessary and 
based on a wrong understanding of the 
role of the body after the soul has left; 
He said that either simple burial, or 
cremation, or donating one's body to 
medical research, would be good; and 
that if Satsangis began practicing this, 
then not only would it be easier for their 
surviving relatives, who would not have 
the crushing burden of the funeral ex- 
penses to contend with, but it would also 
give other people courage to do  the 
same, and a useful social reform would 
be quietly underway. 

After lunch that day 1 began to feel 
sleepy; I thought, "Well, the group dar- 
shans are starting soon; but I really feel 
sleepy, and after all, I had that beautiful 
hour with Him this morning; He won't 
mind if I just take a nap; I'll go a little 
later." S o  1 lay down and went to sleep 

.An abridgment of Maulana Rumi's famous say- 
ing: "Twenty minutes in the company of a Saint is 
better than a hundred years of meditation." 

and had horrible dreams. Finally 1 woke 
up and realized that it was of the utmost 
importance that I get to those darshans 
immediately. 1 ran out of the Lodge and 
down to the lawn, just as a group was 
breaking up. Sant J i  saw me coming and 
smiled; but when 1 went to Him to 
explain all about my sleepiness, He 
abruptly turned His back and walked ten 
feet away! I gulped, then tried to ma- 
neuver around so that I could see His 
face, but He kept His back to  me until 1 
had finished my piece. He made no 
comment, but He invited me to sit down. 
1 was shaken a bit; I had been through a 
very similar experience with Master Kir- 
pal Singh, and I understood that I had 
displeased Him. Judith told me that He 
had asked her many times why I wasn't 
there; she explained to  Him that 1 was 
sleeping, and finally He said, "He had 
that hour with me this morning, and he 
thinks he doesn't need t o  come noww- 
which of course was exactly what I had 
been thinking. He forgave me; but the 
incident made me realize, and should 
make everyone else realize, that it is no 
small or easy thing to  be a companion of 
a Saint; that a very high standard is 
demanded, and .that which might pass 
without notice in others is commented 
on very sharply in us. Later on the tour 
in California, this was brought home to 
me even more vividly; as we will see. 

The Satsangs in Nanaimo were espe- 
cially beautiful; one night He commented 
on a hymn of Sehjo Bai, a famous 
woman Master of the nineteenth century 
in India, and explained very clearly that 
in the eyes of God there was no differ- 
ence between women and men, and that 
women had been Masters and could be 
Masters. That talk will be published in 
due course. 

On  Friday, June 17, a t  4 a.m., 26 per- 
sons were initiated into Surat Shabd Yo- 
ga-a beautiful, calm and powerful in- 
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itiation in the ambrosial hours. The next 
morning a farewell darshan was held at 
the Campground, so that everyone, in- 
cluding the children, might attend at 
once. Sant J i  asked me to say a few 
words, and 1 voiced what was in every- 
one's heart: "This is a very small Satsang 
and they have done a very big thing." 
Everyone who benefited from that week, 
and there were many, owes the Nanaimo 
Satsang a great debt. 

After the farewell darshan, our dear 
brother Leo drove us to Norma Fraser's 
home, which Sant J i  blessed with a short 
visit, and met her husband, whom He 
loved; then into Leo's car one final time 
and off to  the airport; a different airline 
this time (Air West) but the same type of 
plane, and again a really enjoyable flight 
to Vancouver (this time non-stop). 

VANCOUVER 

At the airport we were met by a small 
group of Satsangis, and we were driven 
to Sri Kirpal Ashram in Surrey, where 
most of the Satsangis were waiting, by 
Rick Grey in his pickup truck. Enroute 
we were greeted by Arran Stephens and 
his family (of course, Arran had been 
present in Nanaimo for the first week- 
end, but had been unable to stay the 
week due. to  the many urgent prepara- 
tions in Vancouver). After the first greet- 
ing darshan, Arran drove us to  his beau- 
tiful home adjoining the Ashram (after 
the first day we always walked back and 
forth) where we were accommodated for 
the week with great love. Arran, his 
lovely wife Ratana, and their two sweet 
daughters Shantih and Gurdip, moved 
down to  the basement apartment, join- 
ing their lodger; Sant J i  and His party 
stayed in the upstairs part of the house. 
Both Arran and Ratana served selflessly 
hundreds of ways during our stay, and 
special mention should also be made of 
Mrs. P. S. Nagra, a long-time initiate of 

Master Kirpal Singh; she moved into a 
little room in the garage and proceeded 
to serve Sant J i  in a very dedicated and 
selfless way all week long and to please 
Him very much. (She had served Master 
Kirpal in the same way, especially in 
1963, when He had stayed in her and her 
husband's home.) But service was char- 
acteristic of both stops in British Colum- 
bia (for that matter, on the whole tour) 
and in Vancouver especially the number 
of people active was unusually large: at 
the sevadars' darshan, held specially for 
those who worked, more than forty 
persons attended. The Vancouver Sat- 
sang of course is, and has been for a long 
time, the largest Satsang in North Amer- 
ica. 

The usual schedule of private inter- 
views, group darshans, and Satsang ev- 
ery evening was followed for the first few 
days, until the demand for private inter- 
views became so  heavy that the group 
darshans had to be canceled to  make 
enough time for them. Here Sant J i  
began seeing people early in the morning 
and it continued all day until Satsang 
time at night with hardly any break; 
there are so many initiates in the area, 
plus a large Indian community, many 
members of which came to see Him. 
Among the visitors were the people who 
interviewed Him for possible publication 
(see the July/August SANT BANI. p. 27); 
listening to  their questions and to Sant 
Ji's patient and beautiful answers, it 
struck me forcibly how basically unspir- 
itual the so-called "spiritual" movement 
in the West really is, and how incredibly 
ignorant most of its members are of the 
fundamental. esoteric ideas. Not one in a 
hundred understands the need to tran- 
scend the ego and to  work hard on one's 
self; and that someone who has done this 
can show others how to d o  it. The 
"movement" is filled with people in love 
with their own ideas who reject all 
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authority the second it tells them some- 
thing that doesn't appeal to them. Many 
good things have been brought about 
because of the renaissance of Eastern 
perspectives in the West; but real growth 
and spiritual progress will not be among 
them as long as this is true. 

One very happy part of the stay in 
British Columbia was the reunion with 
Khulwant and Linda Bagga (who had 
spent most of the week in Nanaimo with 
us also). Khulwant is Pappu's brother 
and Ratana's cousin; and he and his dear 
wife Linda accompanied me on that first 
journey to Rajasthan to find Sant Ji, 
in February 1976, and were present 
throughout the five-hour stay. Without 
them I couldn't have found Him; it 
would have been beyond my capacity. 
They went back to Rajasthan with the 
second group in March 1976 (the oc- 
casion of Pappu's first meeting with his 
Master), and then had to return home to 
Canada; but they remained very dear to 
Sant Ji's heart, and He told me Himself 
on my second visit to Him in May 1976 
that He would very much like to visit 
their home when we went to British 
Columbia. So on Wednesday, June 22, it 
was done: Sant Ji, His party, Arran and 
his family, and several other satsangis 
squeezed into Khulwant and Linda's 
small and simple, but very peaceful and 
love-filled apartment, and a wonderful 
hour and a half or so was spent. Sant J i  
sat in the rocking chair with Gurdip 
Stephens on His lap, laughed and joked 
with us, requested various people to sing 
bhajans, and gave out parshad. He was 
very happy to be there. 

Also on that day (the only day spent 
off the Ashram in Vancouver) we visited 
Lifestream Natural Foods (owned by 
Arran, Peter Harwood, and Louis Kira- 
ly, all satsangis, and employing mostly 
satsangis), a very successful business that 
affects the lives of thousands of people; 

Banyen Books (also satsangi-owned and 
run), one of the largest spiritually- 
oriented bookstores in the world, with 
its tremendously impressive display of 
Sant Mat books; and the homes of Mr. 
and Mrs. P. S. Nagra, where Master 
Kirpal stayed in 1963; Chai Ji, Ratana's 
mother, where Satsang is currently being 
held during the week; and Peter and 
Maureen Harwood. In each place, wheth- 
er business or home, we were inundated 
with love and Sant Ji was very pleased. 

While we were at Banyen, being shown 
around by Elliot McLaughlin and Jim 
Shannon, a young lady approached me 
and said, "In my private interview the 
other day, Sant J i  asked me if I would 
invite Him to my wedding. I was so 
surprised and flustered that I didn't 
respond at all. But now I know what I 
want to say; can I talk to Him now?" 
Truly, I was so involved with keeping 
close to Him and watching what He was 
doing that I hardly heard her, and I 
finally told her she would have to try to 
ask Him herself; so out on the sidewalk, 
as we were leaving, she did. He looked at 
her very lovingly with a twinkle in His eye 
as she invited Him to come to her 
wedding, and He graciously accepted; 
telling her to bear in mind that He was 
leaving in a few days so it couldn't be 
delayed long. He also suggested that if it 
were held at the Ashram it would be 
easier for Him to attend. She was over- 
joyed, and agreed to  everything; and 
this was the kernel that grew into the five- 
couple wedding held at  the Ashram in 
Surrey on Friday, June 24, 1977; the 
beautiful talk that Sant J i  gave on that 
occasion was published in the July/Au- 
gust issue of SANT BANI. 

Also published in that issue was the 
talk the Master gave just an hour or so 
after the wedding on that same night: "0 
Man, Why Are You Afraid?" During this 
exceptionally powerful Satsang, while it 
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was Sant Ajaib Singh J i  Maharaj Whose 
body had climbed up on the dais, and 
Whose voice was heard throughout, the 
visible form the vast majority of the 
sangat was seeing was that of Sant Kir- 
pal Singh J i  Maharaj. At one point in 
the Satsang, Sant J i  uttered the follow- 
ing words: 

". . . Hazur (Kirpal) used to say, 
'When one Saint comes, He makes 
His disciple also of the same state- 
same position-as He is.' He used to 
say, 'When one is having the disease 
of itching he gives that disease of 
itching to other people who come in 
his company.' The Saint who cannot 
make another one as a Saint-it is 
useless to worship him. 

"This is a very bad thing that we 
say that there is no successor of 
Master after He left the body. I 
didn't want to say this thing; but I 
am compelled to; that's why I am 
saying it. If we say that there is no 
successor, we are saying that our 
Master was not perfect and that He 
couldn't do  anything. Because you 
see how Master Sawan Singh show- 
ered grace on Master Kirpal Singh 
and how He made Mastana J i  of 
Baluchistan. Our Hazur was also 
owner of the same status - same 
position. And those who did the 
meditation according to His instruc- 
tions and obeyed His command- 
ment, He made them also as His own 
form. . . ." 

And as He said these words, the level on 
which Master Kirpal was manifesting 
was increased to an  almost unbearable 
point, and more vividly and clearly than 
ever before, surrounded by bright and 
serenely beautiful Light, sat the Form of 
Master Kirpal Singh, proving beyond 
doubt the truth of the words being 
uttered by His beloved spiritual son and 
gurumukh. I wondered if I was the only 

one who had seen this; I did some 
inquiring the next day and discovered 
that many others had indeed seen it. 
Blessed be Master Kirpal Singh Ji ,  Who 
has not left us alone on the physical 
plane and has given us His own Self in 
another form; and blessed are those 
whose eyes are open and can see Him 
working. Thank God for the reality of 
the Path. 

The following morning. Saturday, 
June 25, forty persons were initiated into 
the Mysteries of the Beyond at Arran's 
house. While all initiations on the tour 
were remarkable, this one was especially 
powerful: 14 out of the forty saw the 
Radiant Form of either Master Sawan, 
Kirpal, or Ajaib (or various combina- 
tions) and one of them saw Sant Ji's 
form change into ten different forms of 
different Masters, some of Whom she 
recognized and some not, and in the end 
become pure White Light. The vast 
majority of the others saw very bright 
Light and had strong withdrawal experi- 
ences; the few who did not see were given 
a second sitting. 

That afternoon the new drilled well 
was dedicated a t  the Ashram, and Sant 
J i  spoke on the importance of maintain- 
ing and valuing this blessed place, which 
had been founded by Master Kirpal 
Singh in 1972. H e  gave instructions to  
Arran to  hold Satsang a t  the Ashram 
from now on, and the Vancouver Sat- 
sangis are to take care of it and maintain 
it and develop it; He said that it would 
play an important role in the future. 

On this last day of our stay in Van- 
couver, many satsangis spoke to  me of 
the tremendous revival of spirituality 
Sant J i  had brought there. People who 
had been off the Path for years were 
back on; people whose practice had been 
lukewarm were once again filled with the 
desire to  find God; people who hadn't 
been to Satsang in years attended every 
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A Bomb (Continued frornpage2) 
the Satsang, "Bhai Lena, you come and sit in the front." So  when 
those people who were sitting in the front row saw that Bhai Lena was 
coming there in his dirty clothes, they moved from the first row, 
thinking that if he came and sat with them that will bring the problem 
to them: because he was untouchable. (Now the government has made 
rules so that it is not like that; but still there is some problem.) 

So  when Bhai Lena came and sat in the front row, the other 
people moved from there. S o  Master Sawan Singh asked him, "Do 
you have any bomb to drop on all these people? If you have anything 
to say, stand up and say it." So  he stood up in front of all the Sangat 
and said, "You people are hating this body but you should know that 
your beloved Master Sawan Singh spends all night in this body. He 
loves this body." And when he said that much to all the Sangat, 
Master Sawan Singh said, "Bhai Lena, that's all. That's all for today. 
Now you sit down." 

So, pure souls, or the emotional souls, those who are having very 
pure love, when they have such types of experiences they cannot hold 
them only to themselves. Until they tell all the people, they cannot get 
any satisfaction. 

I have much respect for this elderly lady, because in the 
beginning, when I first came here, she told me of the experiences she 
had with Master Kirpal and Master Sawan Singh. And they were of 
the higher planes; only rare meditators have that type of experience. I 
don't know her language and I don't know what bomb she has 
dropped today. Only you people know. 

There was a king who had two horns on his head, and he had a 
special barber who knew that secret. That barber was a wise man and 
he was told by the King, "You must not tell anyone that I have two 
horns." And he kept that secret only with him. And then by God's will 
he left the body. And the King was worried that if anyone else would 
come, who knows if he will hold that secret to himself or if he will tell 
it to other people? But anyway he called one barber and he asked him, 
"Do you know why 1 have called you alone?" That barber, whose name 
was Vir Babaru, thought, "Maybe I am a competent barber, that's why 
he has called me." He said that he had this type of thoughts. But the 
King said, "No. This is not the reason. I have called you here alone 
so that you may know this." And he took off his hat and he showed 
him the horns. And he said, "Now I have these two horns, and I am 
appointing you as my personal barber. But you should not tell this 
thing to anyone else. If you tell anyone else 1 will give you a very strict 
punishment. Not only you but even your children and your family will 
be punished by me if you tell this secret to other people." 
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meeting. It was very evident to me that 
His coming had brought peace, joy, and 
a renewed sense of purpose to what is 
surely one of the major spiritual centers 
of the New Age, and had brought the 
satsangis face to face with their own 
beings. 

The following morning, Sunday, June 
26, a farewell darshan was held on the 
lawn in back of the Stephens home and 
parshad was distributed; then we drove 
to Seattle for Satsang that afternoon 
and a night's rest before flying to  San 
Francisco on Monday. The Seattle Sat- 
sang had sent two cars, driven by Ed and 
Ingrid Gray, to bring us back. I was 

apprehensive a t  the border, but this time 
everything went smoothly and we were 
through in ten minutes. The caravan of 
cars driving from Vancouver to Seattle 
was very large, and Sant J i  gave darshan 
many times on the road through the car 
window. Satsang was held that afternoon 
a t  the home of Gene and Laraine Fra- 
zier, and we returned to Helen Perkins' 
home for the night. Pappu was by this 
time on the edge of complete exhaustion, 
and he was in bed by 7 p.m. The next 
morning, Monday, June 27, we were 
driven to  the airport to board the plane 
for San Francisco. 

T O  BE CONTINUED 

Khulwant Bagga, Arran Stephens and Peter Harwood with the Master 



But Vir Babaru was not very good at holding things to himself. So 
when he went back home he was very nervous because that was a 
secret and he wanted to tell it to other people. On one side, he was 
afraid of the punishment because the King had told him in very strict 
words. But on the other side, he couldn't hold that thing to himself. So 
the size of his stomach went on increasing and increasing because that 
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thing was in his stomach, in his within. Many doctors were invited and 
everybody examined him but nobody knew about his disease, because 
it was a mental disease and not physical. But it was having a very bad 
effect on his stomach. 

Anyway, in the end one psychologist came and he knew that it was 
some problem of mind. So he asked him, "You tell me: what is the 
thing which is bothering you?' S o  he said. "All right, you bring your 
ear to me and I will tell you something. But don't tell this thing to 
anybody else." That psychologist brought his ear near to Vir Babaru. 
who at once remembered that the King had told him, "I will punish 
you." S o  he said, "No, no, I don't want to  tell you." S o  the psycholo- 
gist knew there was something bothering him and that he had to tell 
this thing to  somebody else-otherwise he would not survive. He 
could not hold this thing within. S o  he said, "All right: you tell some 
people to  carry your bed to the forest where there is nobody. And you 
should tell your secret to  one tree; and in that way you will be free 
from this disease." S o  Vir Babaru told some people to  carry his bed 
into the forest and he told them to go away. Because his stomach was 
very much increased, he couldn't walk a long distance; so he stood in 
front of the first tree he came to and said, "I am Vir Babaru telling 
you, and you should not tell this thing to  anyone else: our King has 
two horns on his head." And after that, because he had told this 
thing to  the tree he became free from the disease and he became all 
right. 

It so happened that that tree was a very good tree of the kind 
used in making musical intruments. Eventually it was cut down and 
harmoniums and drums and other musical intruments were made out 
of that wood. And because any sound which we are making in this 
creation is not spoiled-it flows from one place to  another and is 
never destroyed-in the same way, that tree had absorbed that sound: 
"Vir Babaru says this, the King has two horns on his head and you 
should not tell this thing to  anybody else." 

After a few years a son was born to the King and all the 
musicians and dancers were invited to play music and dance because 
they were very happy. And before starting that music. when they were 
tuning the instruments, the first note that came out was, "The King 
has two horns on his head." S o  everybody was surprised and asked. 
"Who is saying th is? 'So the drummers started tuning their drums, 
which said. "Vir Babaru says this. but don't tell this thing to  anybody 
else." Everybody started laughing and when the King saw that no 
matter what he had told him, still he couldn't keep this thing to 
himself, he admitted it, and took off his hat and showed. "Yes. really 1 
have two horns on my head." 
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So in the same way, it is very difficult t o  hold anything t o  
ourselves. This happens even with the Param Sants.  They cannot even 
hold things within them. Kabir says, "How can I remain quiet when I 
am  knowing all Your glory? 'And Bulleh Shah  says, "If I keep quiet it 
is very difficult for me. But if 1 tell the Truth,  it is just like a very great 
fire is created. S o  neither keeping quiet is good for  me, nor  telling ou t  
the Truth is good for  me, because when I a m  presenting the  Tru th  not  
everybody likes it." Only the Param Sants  can hold that  thing t o  
themselves a n d  sometimes they also fail, because it is very difficult t o  
hold things t o  ourselves if we know the Tru th  o r  if we have any 
experiences like that.  

The Cause of Not Obeying 
Maharaj Kirpal Singh Ji 

The cause of not following the in- 
structions is just laziness and concern 
for bodily comfort. Remember that 
this is the path of inner intoxication, 
so why worry about the body's com- 
fort? Do not drift away on the waves 
of the mind: do the work which you 
have to do. When the lion wants to 
quench his thirst, he goes straight to 
the river. Become lion-like-you are 
soul, the entity of the Lord. Make the 
keen aspiration you had in the begin- 
ning into a reality. Leave the con- 
sideration of bodily comforts and the 
demands of the mind for the sake of 
that aim. Instead of obeying the 

mind, place the Master's commands 
on the altar of the Lord. If ye love 
me, keep my commandments. Would 
you not wish to obey the one you 
love? A true lover is more afraid of 
disapproval than he has consideration 
for body and mind. Go all out for 
your goal. Listen to the Satguru's 
Sound-by rising above. Put all your 
attention, in full consciousness, upon 
that inner place, upon the Naam. The 
intoxications of the senses will start 
wearing off, and you.wil1 awaken to a 
new life. 

SAT SANDESH, November 1973, 
pages 14-15. 

Sant Bani Tape Service 
A catalog of tapes of Sant Ajaib Singh currently available is now being printed. If you 
would like a copy, please write: Tape Service, Sant Bani Ashram, Franklin, N. H. 03235, 
U.S.A. Eventually tapes of Sant Kirpal Singh will also be offered. 

The catalog lists tapes available in categories, e.g., Discourses, Question & Answer Ses- 
sions, and Bhajans. A brief description of the date, place and subject matter is given and a 
code number. All tapes are produced upon receipt of order from master copies; please do 
not order any tapes without using this catalog and its enclosed order form. Also, money 
must accompany all orders since we do not have a very large supply of blank tapes. Please 
allow reasonable time for the tapes to be custom made and delivered. For further infor- 
mation see catalog. 





. . . and a little child shaN lead them - 




