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The Fire is Burning 
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji 

I am waiting for you, come visit me. 
I have told you; send me some 

message. 

M A J N U  and Layla were in love with 
each other. Layla was a Princess, 

and her father, who was the King of that 
place, announced in the town that if any- 
one came calling himself Majnu, they 
should give him whatever he wanted 
without asking for payment. The King 
would be responsible for it. So when this 
was announced, many people came to 
ask for things, calling themselves "Maj- 
nu." Millions of Majnus were born in 
that town. But in fact there was only one 
real Majnu, who was in love with Layla; 
and he never came to ask for anything in 
the name of his beloved. So when mil- 
lions of Majnus were born in that town, 
all the merchants of the town were sur- 
prised and they came to the King to find 
out whether there was one Majnu or 
many. The King told them, "All right. 
Tomorrow I will tell you exactly how 
many Majnus there are." He asked 
Layla, "How many Majnus are there?" 
She said, "There is only one Majnu. 
Tomorrow I will d o  something so that 
only the real one will come and the so- 
called Majnus will go away." Layla put 
one knife and one small bowl at all the 
shops in town saying: "Layla wants one 
piece of flesh from the heart of Majnu." 
When the people calling themselves 
"Majnu" were told, "Layla wants a 

This Satsang, on a hymn of Bulleh Shah, 
was given at Sant Bani Ashram, New 
Hampshire, A ugust 3, 1977. 

piece of flesh from your heart, and she 
has sent this knife and bowl," they all 
ran away, and nobody came to  fake any- 
thing. 

When the real Majnu came to know 
that in his name many so-called Majnus 
were born, and they were cheating the 
shopkeepers and taking things because 
of what the King had announced, he was 
very surprised. He was the only Majnu 
who came in the evening and was ready 
to give his flesh. He  said, "If Majnu had 
known this earlier, what is the question 
of only a piece of flesh from his heart? 
He would have given all his body." 

Similarly in the court of our Master we 
are all becoming the so-called Majnus, 
drinking milk and other things. But the 
real Majnu who gives pain to  the body is 
only one. 

Once Guru Gobind Singh Ji was giving 
Satsang before five thousand people. 
From that gathering he wanted to  test 
how many real disciples were there. S o  
He came out and set up  a tent on  one 
side, and nobody knew what was going 
to happen. He  stood there with a naked 
sword and said, "I need one man. I want 
to kill him." Nobody stood up; every- 
body was thinking: the previous Masters 
took care of their disciples, but this 
Master has changed; has H e  gone mad? 
But nobody knew His real will. When 
Guru Gobind Singh said this, that H e  
needed one head, only one stood up, and 
said, "Yes, my head is ready." H e  was 
taken into the tent, and he saw that five 
goats were kept there. Guru Gobind 
Singh killed one of the goats and with the 
blood-stained sword he came out and 
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said, "I  need one more head." When the 
people saw the blood on the sword, they 
were fully convinced that He was killing 
disciples; and nobody stood up. But one 
man who had completely surrendered to  
Guru Gobind Singh stood up and said, 
"My head is ready." H e  was also 
taken into the tent, and another goat was 
killed. In this way the Master found five 
people in that gathering of five thousand 
who were ready, who had completely 
surrendered themselves to  Him. The 
Master gave them His full attention and 
made them perfect disciples. When they 
were brought out  alive, people saw that 
this was a test and that they had failed 
and they started defending themselves, 
saying, "If we had known this before, we 
all would have been ready to go to Guru 
Gobind Singh." 

Similarly, Guru Nanak tested His dis- 
ciples to  find out  how many in His sangat 
knew the inner secret. He showed them a 
dead body and said, "Who is ready to  eat 
this?" Now even to  touch a dead body is 
understood as inauspicious, so what is 
the question of eating? How could we eat 
a dead body? But when Guru Nanak 
asked Bhai Lena, who was later on called 
Guru Angad, His spiritual successor, he 
accepted it and he said, "All right, I will 
eat it." H e  started looking a t  that dead 
body. Guru Nanak asked him, "Bhai 
Lena, what are you doing?" He an- 
swered Him,  "I am wondering from 
which side I should start eating." And in 
that way he passed the test which was put 
u p  by Guru Nanak;* and after that he be- 
came the successor of Guru Nanak 
Sahib. And when Guru Nanak left the 
body, in intense longing and pain of sep- 
aration, Guru Angad said, " I t  is better 
to  die before our Beloved leaves, because 
whatever life we live after him is all i l -  

* According to the story, as Bhai Lena took the 
first bite, the corpre changed into sweet\, which 
had been its real form.  

legal; it is a sin to  live after our Beloved 
dies." 

When Hazrat Bahu's Master left the 
body, in the same way He also sighed and 
wept, and he said, "Oh, Bahu, I will 
always have this pain and with this pain I 
will leave the body. Whatever life I have 
to live without my Master will always be 
spent in the pain of separation." When 
Master Sawan Singh left the body, 
Hazur Maharaj  Kirpal Singh had his 
own house in the Dera. What was the 
question of taking the property of the 
Dera? But He even left His own house in 
the Dera and H e  went into the forest of 
Rishikesh t o  spend His life there. 

The disciple who has perfected his 
meditation will not see anything except 
his Master. H e  will not look at the prop- 
erty of His Master because he is in the 
pain of separation. When Master Sau.an 
Singh left the body, at that time our 
troup was stationed at Beas. And I saw 
this with my own eyes: there were ap- 
proximately two hundred people-some 
of them jumped from the walls, some of 
them jumped into the river-who left the 
body, because when they heard that their 
Master had left they could not bear the 
pain of separation. 

Similarly in this hymn, Bulleh Shah 
pleads with His Master, in the separa- 
tion and love for Him. When Hazur 
Kirpal left the body, the dear ones \vho 
came from the West know what my con- 
dition was at that time. 1 also have the 
same thought: 0 Kirpal, I am waiting 
for you, I am hoping that one day You 
will again come to my house, You will 
come to  me. Whenever we were sitting in 
His remembrance, ~ v h e n  anyone was 
talking about Him, I had this in my 
mind: I am begging You so much, I am 
sending You so many messages-but You 
are not sending me anything. At least 
send me the message to tell me where 
You are now." 
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I have made bedding of my eyes and 
have made my heart a courtyard 

0, my Shah Inayat* come to me 
soon. 

I have only one request to Hazur Kirpal: 
that just as You were coming before, 
now also You come into my ashram. I 
have laid down my life as Your bedding. 
For the road 1 have laid down my life so 
that you may walk on that and I have 
made a courtyard of my heart for You to 
come and dwell there. You are my God, 
my Master, my everything. 

Who is like Him, who can tell me 
about Him? 

What fault do I have? I am your 
servant. 

Now how can we find anyone like Sant 
Kirpal, Who could give us so much love 
and could assure us? We received only 
love from our Sant Kirpal. When I came 
to know that Master Kirpal had left the 
body, one police inspector was sitting 
with me. All thoughts were gone and 
only this thing came out of my mouth: 
"What fault did I have that you have left 
me? I was your servant and I did not ask 
any worldly thing of you. So why did you 
leave me?" 

Without You, who is mine? 
Do not break my heart. 

Only this sigh was coming out of me: 
"Who is there except You for me in this 
world? Don't stab my heart. And again 
come into this world for me." Only for 
this poor one Hazur called the president 
(of a community) of Rajasthan, and only 
for this poor one He ate a lunch with him 
and said, "This is my task, to take your 
care." There was no Satsangi in Ra- 
jasthan who went to visit Master without 
Master first of all asking them, "Have 
you seen him before coming here?" 
Master was concerned about me from 
* Hullch Shah'? Ma\ter 
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within, but outwardly also He  was con- 
cerned about me, very much. That's why 
when Master left the body, all the world 
became empty for me, and only this 
thought came: Now who is there who will 
ask about my happiness or  pain in this 
world? 

In India it is the custom that when any 
girl is going to get married she will accept 
food and fine clothes. I told Hazur, "My 
condition is like the bride and I am 
also wearing the ornaments, the jewels 
of Shabd Naam. I have not even satisfied 
my desire for this and You have left me 
in between." 

My husband has left me weeping. 

From within, so  many times this sigh was 
coming out: my husband has left me and 
all my ornaments are dead. If any 
woman's husband leaves the body, how 
the wife weeps, carrying the vessels and 
the jewels. My condition was like that 
wife whose husband has died. 

I've wept a lot for You, but (itseems) 
your heart is made of stone. 

At that time there were many people who 
were reasoning with me, and they were 
saying, "Once you were telling us it is not 
a wise thing to  weep after anyone leaves 
you, and now what is happening to  you? 
Why are you weeping so  much?" S o  I 
told them, "I know that my Master has 
not left me; but physically H e  has put a 
veil between Him and me and now I can- 
not talk to Him with my physical tongue. 
His heart has become stone; that's why I 
cannot see Him physically." 

Didn't you put the red powder on 
my forehead? 

Didn't you give me the red wedding 
garment? 

Only this voice was coming from the 
heart, "Didn't you marry me? Didn't 
you become my husband? Am I not your 
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wife? Now you have left me, making me 
a widow. " 

I weep like Sussi wept, saying, 
"Beloved! Beloved! ' ' 

The voice was coming from the heart. 
Just as Sussi was repeating the name of 
Poono while waiting for him, in the same 
way, I am also weeping and repeating the 
name, "Kirpal, Kirpal." 

Sussi was a Princess. The astrologer of 
her father, the King, told him, "This girl 
is going to  be a great lover, and she will 
defame you: she is going to  be in love 
with someone you will not like." The 
King did not want his name to be de- 
famed, so on the advice of the 
astrologer, he put Sussi in a box, along 
with the money that would have been her 
dowry, and a locket with his picture; and 
he put it in the river. The astrologers had 
thought that they would go and remove 
that money (because astrologers have 
this in mind: how t o  deceive people) but 
unfortunately for them they weren't able 
to  get that box, and it was found by one 
washerman. H e  found the small girl, and 
using that money he raised her; and she 
was very beautiful. 

Years later the King, Sussi's father, 
came t o  the same place. When he saw 
that girl he fell in love with her, and he 
told the washerman to  give the girl t o  him 
because he wanted t o  marry her. The 
washerman said, "All right, we will ask 
her, and then we will tell you." When the 
washerman told Sussi, "That King wants 
to  marry you," Sussi answered, "Father, 
whatever you tell me to  do ,  I will d o  it; 
wherever you send me, I will go." (In In- 
dia, whatever the parents say, the 
children do .  Wherever the father wants 
the girl t o  go  t o  get married, she will not 
have any objections.) When Sussi was 
brought back t o  the palace by the King, 
he went t o  enjoy with her; but he recog- 
nized her necklace and locket which had 

his picture. He realized that this Sus5i 
was his daughter, and he realized his 
mistake. To repent for that, he gabe a big 
garden to Sussi, and from that time on he 
treated her like his daughter-because 
she was his daughter. 

Once Sussi saw the picture of Poono- 
Poono was a young man from a tonn  
named Kisham-and he was very 
beautiful. When Sussi saw the portrait of 
Poono she fell in love with him. She had 
never met him physically, but she \ \as 
always dreaming of Poono and for 
twelve years she \vaited for him to come 
even though she did not know who or 
where he was. Even so, she did not sleep 
for twelve years because she was al~vays 
waiting for Poono to come. 

On  the other side, because heart talks 
to heart, Poono had started having 
dreams of Sussi and he also had fallen in 
love with Sussi. In both their hearts the 
fire of love was burning. At last, one 
day, after waiting twelve years, Poono 
came to  Sussi. And when Poono came 
into the garden of Sussi, someone went 
and told Sussi that Poono was here. 
When the lovers met, Sussi, who had not 
slept for twelve years, when she found 
the lap of her beloved, she fell into a deep 
sleep; she didn't remember ~ v h a t  was go- 
ing on and she slept for a long time. 

Now when the parents of Poono came 
to  know that he was mad in the love of 
one girl, they thought, "He won't d o  any 
work, and he won't come back." They 
were afraid they would lose him. So  they 
sent for some people to  bring Poono 
back. When they arrived, both the lovers 
were sleeping in deep love. When Poono 
awoke, they gave him wine; and,  in the 
intoxication of that wine, Poono  was 
brought back on a camel to  his home. 

When Sussi awoke the next morning 
and did not find Poono there, she went 
mad and started weeping and pulling out  
her hair. Her father, her mother, 
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everyone came to reason with her, but 
she said, "Don't try to make me under- 
stand because I am separated from my 
beloved." She started searching for 
Poono, following the footsteps of the 
camel across the desert. The sand was 
burning, and in the burning sand she 
followed those footsteps. She became 
very thirsty but she kept repeating, 
"Poono, Poono," calling to him. She 
yaw that there was an oasis nearby, and 
one shepherd was there. But she was 
afraid that i f  she left the footsteps to go 
and drink the water, the footsteps would 
be blown away and she would not be able 
to follow them. So she said to the foot- 
steps, "You are afraid that if a storm 
comes, you will cease to exist. And I am 
afraid that if you no longer exist, 1 will 
not be able to continue my search. So 
give me your promise: if you go away, 
you will have committed a crime and you 
will have to pay for that in the court of 
God. But if I go away from this path 
which is leading me to my beloved, then I 
will pay for this in the court of God; 
because it will mean that my love was not 
true." 

She went to the shepherd to ask him 
for water. But he wouldn't give her any 
water because of her condition. She did 
not look like a woman, but like a witch. 
The shepherd, who was very afraid, 
refused her water and also ran away. 
When Sussi got back she found no 
footsteps there; because of the wind 
blowing all the footsteps were gone. She 
was stunned-now where should she go? 
She had lost her path, and she started 
weeping. And repeating the name, 
"Poono, Poono," she left her body in 
the pain of separation of her beloved. 

Meanwhile, when the intoxication of 
the wine had passed and Poono realized 
that he had left his beloved there, he 
started back on the same camel to  meet 
Sussi. On the way he also came to that 
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oasis, and he saw a fresh grave-because 
when the shepherd came back, he saw 
Sussi as a woman (not a witch) and he 
dug the grave and placed her in it. S o  
when Poono saw this grave, he asked the 
shepherd, "Who has died here? Whose 
grave is there?" He  answered, "I don't 
know who she was. It was some woman 
who was repeating the name, 'Poono, 
Poono,' and she was weeping like mad, 
and she left the body." 

So when Poono knew that it was Sussi, 
his beloved, and she had left the body for 
him, he got down from his camel. 
Because his love was real and he also was 
in the pain of separation, the grave was 
torn apart and the earth gave way so that 
he could join Sussi, his beloved. 

So, in the same way, I was always 
weeping for my Poono, for my Kirpal, 
since 1 was six years old. For thirty-five 
years my search for Him was always go- 
ing on. Just as Poono came by himself to  
quench the thirst of Sussi, that God Kir- 
pal came to  me by Himself, t o  quench my 
thirst. But when H e  left the body, when 
He left me alone in this world, at  that 
time not even this earth gave way to let 
me go and dwell in it. 

S o  all the disciples of Kirpal-every- 
one-should have such a love for the 
Master as Sussi had for Poono. Without 
love for the Master one cannot progress. 

Sussi and Poono, Layla and Majnu- 
all these lovers-their love was not full of 
lust, it was chaste. Their love was not like 
the worldly people's love, and that's why 
the Saints and Mahatmas very often 
speak of Layla and Majnu and Sussi and 
Poono. In Gurmat Siddhant, Master has 
frequently used stories of Layla and 
Majnu to  demonstrate real love. 

Numerous wounds have come to me 
and I'm surrounded by those who 
have wounds. 

This is why, when Master leaves the 



body, numerous problems come up for 
the disciple. H e  cannot sleep. Whether 
he is sleeping on the ground or on a com- 
fortable bed, he always feels that he is on  
a bed of rocks. No bed is comfortable for 
him. 

The disciple who has realized that his 
Master is the All-Owner, will not accept 
any kingdom of this world, and he will 
not accept any worldly wealth from the 
Master-the disciple who knows that his 
Master is Almighty. 

When Hazur came to  our ashram [in 
Kunichuk], a t  that time I owned that 
property. I offered Him all that property 
and land, and told Him, "Please accept 
this." H e  told me, "No. I have come 
here only for you and not for all these 
things." And that property is now de- 
serted; nobody goes there. Now I am liv- 
ing in one small hut. Those people who 
have visited me in India know what kind 
of place I am living in now. That  other 
property was a three-storey building, and 
when Master left the body I started 
destroying it. When I'd destroyed only 
one storey, people said I was mad. 

I thought that only I had this pain, 
but there is pain everywhere. 

Everywhere the fire is burning and 
all are weeping. 

Now when I was weeping in the pain of 
separation for my Master, I was under- 
standing myself as the only one whose 
condition was like this, as the only one 
weeping in the pain of separation. But 
my Master had told me that when His 
Master left the body, H e  left his own 
house in the ashram, and how H e  was 
weeping; and when 1 remembered this, I 
realized that everyone in this world 
whose Master leaves the body has the 
same condition. 

Bulleh Shah says, "I thought that only 
I had this pain, but when I looked, I saw 
that in every house the same fire is burn- 

ing; the same fire o f  separation." 

When I had to suffer the pain, then 
I realized how difficult i f  was. 

Hazur took two hours to  tell me about 
His condition when His Master, Sawan 
Singh, left the body. And at that time, I 
felt that what H e  was telling me was or- 
dinary; I didn't understand its real mean- 
ing. But when the same thing happened 
to  me, and I went through the separation 
and all the t.hings He had told me about 
when His Master left the body, then I 
realized how difficult it becomes for the 
disciple when his Master leaves this 
world; how difficult it becomes for him 
to  bear the pain of separation. 

O n  the day when Master told me about 
the pain of separation which H e  had 
when His Master left the body, I had this 
in my mind: that I should not go with 
Master at that time because H e  had given 
Satsang and time to  many people and H e  
had worked hard all day. I thought that 
maybe Master should go alone in the car 
so that H e  could rest on the back seat. I 
could go in some other car. But Master 
called me and said, "I want to  talk with 
you about something important." I told 
Him, "Master, please rest because You 
have given so much time t o  other people 
for these two hours. You should rest." 
But H e  said, "No, you come. I want to  
talk with you about something impor- 
tant." What was the important thing H e  
talked about with me? For the whole two 
hours H e  talked about separation and 
what His condition was when His Master 
left the body. And when H e  left the 
body, I realized that 1 was experiencing 
that and that Master wanted t o  tell me 
then, "This will come on you also and 
you will also have to  bear this pain." 

Those who enjoy in their in-laws' 
house, enjoy in their parents' 
house too. 

SANT BAN1 



Those with whom their Beloved is 
pleased, sleep on com fortable 
beds. 

Those who have real love for the Master 
here, only they will be able to  have real 
love for the Master in the beyond. Those 
with whom Master is pleased, only they 
can enter This Kingdom; only they can 
enter Sach Khand; only those souls can 
be happy. 

The house where the owner doesn't 
speak is an empty place. 

The body in which the Master is not talk- 
ing with the soul-in which Master is not 
manifested-is empty, because the 
owner of the body is not there. 

I have searched for you in all the 
cities. 

Where should I send you the letter? 

Now from inside the voice is coming: "I 
have searched for you in all the cities, in 
all the towns. T o  what address should I 
send your letter? You have not even told 
me where you have gone." 

Many dear ones come to  me and say 
they have some difficulty in loving and in 
thinking of me. But I tell them, "I don't 
have any difficulty in loving you or in 
thinking about you. Within all of you, 
even in the animals, the birds, the trees 
and the leaves, within everything in this 
world, I am seeing my beloved Kirpal 
everywhere. So I don't have any problem 
in loving all of you." 

In the time of Master Sawan Singh 
there was one disciple named Wazira. 
Whenever he walked, if he found any 
animal or  anything, he would embrace i t  
saying, "Sawan Shah lives in this." 

M y  heart throbs restlessly as if 
climbs the cart of love. 

When the soul is climbing on the cart of 
love, i t  has to experience a lot of pain. 
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Only those can climb on the cart who are 
able to undergo this pain and bear it. 
Those who say they have sat for so many 
hours, or have pain in their knees, or  
pain in their legs-they cannot climb on 
the cart of love. 

0 Mohammed, Gracious One, hold 
my  hand. 

This is a request in front of Hazur Kir- 
pal: "0 Almighty Kirpal, owner of all 
this world, all this creation, don't leave 
hold of  our hand-catch our hand and 
save us." 

Taking the first step is like crossing 
a bridge over a river of fire. 

I am telling you daily that the practices of  
Sant Mat are difficult in the beginning. 
At first it is just like crossing a river of  
fire. But for a lover there is no  difficulty, 
no  pain, no  problem, nothing. 

A Haji does the pilgrimage to Mec- 
ca, whereas I see Your Face. 

Now people say they have difficulty in 
doing Simran, they have difficulty in fix- 
ing their attention, they have difficulty in 
one thing or  another. But for the com- 
plete lover there is no difficulty. He  says, 
"There is no need for me to d o  Simran, 
because 1 am seeing Your beautiful face 
and all my meditations are done. My 
meditation is only to look at Your 
beautiful face." Only Master has seen 
and manifested Naam, and those who 
become in love with the Master, they get 
everything; because in Master there i s  
Naam. 

Mastana Ji of Baluchistan told Master 
Sawan Singh: "For me AkalGuru, Wahi 
Guru, Radhasoami, * are all dead. Only 
You are life for me." But Sawan Singh 
said, "Mastana, don't talk like that." 
But he replied, "No; I have seen You and 

* Vartou\ narlic\ ol Coorl. 
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only You, and Radhasoami and all of 
them are dead. Only You are for me." 

Come. 0, merciful Inayat, as You 
have attracted my  heart. 

The timeless Lord came in the body of 
Kirpal and He quenched the intense 
longing which I had had from my child- 
hood. 

I am not like Him-the veil of ego- 
ism is there. 

But the love which my Master gave me- 
1 was not able to love Him in the same 
way. I had the veil of egotism in me. 
When Hazur first came t o  my ashram H e  
planned t o  stay only a few minutes 
because H e  had to  go  further. But He 
was there five o r  six hours. When Master 
told me He had to  go, I told him, "You 
have pulled me using the hook of love. 
Now where are You going to  go?" I told 
Master, "Just look out there." There 
were 20,000 people waiting for Him, not 
one of whom was initiated. When Hazur 
saw the yearning of those souls sitting 
there, He felt very gracious and he 
showered much grace on them, so that 
everybody saw Light instead of Hazur 
there, and everybody said that it seemed 
to  them that Master was talking only 
with them. That was very great Grace 
that Master showered on them all. 

Look at the condition of my poor 
soul-I'm drowning. 

I'm afraid in this first night in Your 
union. 

Now in the beginning, when we are start- 
ing our meditations, if our body becomes 
numb, we feel we are going to  die and we 
are afraid of death. We feel that one 
night is one year. But later, when our 
Surut is connected inside, we start getting 
interest in our meditations. I f  we are 
awake at night, we request the night, 

"Please grow longer and don' t  end: 
because i f  day comes my love with my 
Beloved will become disconnected. So  
grow longer, please." 

Going within, the glory of Master is 
reached. 

Removing the first cover, my  face is 
diverted towards Master. 

When the disciple is meditating accord- 
ing to  the instructions of the Master, and 
keeping the commandments of the 
Master, and practicing whatever the 
Master has told him to  do ,  when he 
reaches the first plane, what happens to  
him? His face is diverted toward the face 
of the Master. 

I've received the Sound of God, and 
so the flower of my  heart has blos- 
somed. 

In the beginning we hear the Shabd,  but 
it doesn't pull us up.  But when we forget 
our mind openings and come to  the eye 
center, we hear the voice of God Kirpal. 
Then our hearts blossom like flowers, 
because we hear the Sound of Kirpal. 
Then the dear one doesn't even know 
Who  is calling him and Who  is sounding 
the Sound within him; he only under- 
stands that the Master is there Who  is 
pulling him up. 

Only to  make us understand that 
Sound is there, the sound of bell o r  conch 
will come. The big bell will come. But 
when he goes within, the thing which he 
experiences cannot be described. His 
condition becomes different. Outwardly 
Saints say, "God is within you," but 
when one goes within, he sees only 
Master there. Then H e  realizes that 
nobody is God except his Master. 

When Kabir Sahib took lndra Mati 
within and she saw that Sat Purush and 
Kabir Sahib were the same, Indra Mati 
said, "Why didn't you tell me before 
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that you were Sat Purush?" And Kabir 
Sahib said, " I f  I had told you this 
before, you would not have believed me. 
You would have said, 'How can this or-  
dinary man be theowner of Sach Khand? 
How can he be Sat Purush?' " 

I am your servant. I am at Your ser- 
vice, whenever You call me. 

When he goes within and listens to Kirpal 
there, after that he says to  Kirpal, " I  am 
always at your disposal. Whatever work 
You tell me to d o  in this world, I will d o  
it. I see only You everywhere." 

To be present always in your court is 
my prayer. 

0 Almighty Kirpal, I am always present 
in Your court and this is my only prayer: 
Whether I am asleep or  awake, let me be 
always in Your court. 

0 Bulleh, the heart is burning with 
the fire of separation from the 
Master. 
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In thc heart of Ajaib the fire was burn- 
ing, of the separation froni Kirpal. You 
know that i f  by mistake we step on  a 
small spark of fire, how much pain we 
feel. In the same way, s o  much fire, s o  
much heat, was burning in the heart of 
Ajaib for his beloved Kirpal. 

When Hazur left the body, people 
were very concerned, not about His 
death, but about His property. Every- 
body was asking, who is going to be the 
successor? Whose name has Master 
nominated? But the real lovers are not 
concerned about wealth or  successors; 
they are in the love of their Master, and 
they only sigh and weep because they 
have been separated from their Master. 

The path of love is very difficult; 
it does not decrease. 

The path o f  Love is very difficult; i t  
never decreases, i t  always increases. 
Everybody calls himself a lover, but we 
don't know that lovers can cross the 
ocean in the wink of an eye, but we are 
not even ready to cross a small stream. 

I I 



William Blake and Sant Mat 
with comments on Kabir's Anurag Sagar 

RUSSELL PERKINS 

Hear the voice of the Bard! 
Who Present, Past & Future sees 
Whose ears have heard, 
The Holy Word, 
That walked among the ancient 

trees. 

Calling the lapsed Soul 
And weeping in the evening dew; 
That might con troll, 
The starry pole; 
And fallen fallen light renew!' 

S ANT KlRPAL SlNGH JI used to  say that 
"Poets are half Saints." I think it is 

significant that H e  is the only Master I 
know of with a working knowledge of 
English literature, and that His writings 
are studded with references to  the poets 
who wrote in that language: Shake- 
speare, Quarles, Donne, Milton, Pope, 
Dryden, Blake, Wordsworth, Coleridge, 
Shelley, Keats, Emerson, Thoreau, 
Whitman, Tennyson, Yeats, Eliot, de  la 
Mare, and probably others, are all 
quoted by Him more o r  less often to  sup- 
port, add strength to,  or  shed additional 
light upon,  some aspect of the Path.  We 
need not deduce from this that these 
poets were Masters. The very statement, 
"Poets are half Saints," implies that 
they are far from being whole Saints, and 
consequently can be relied upon to  make 
mistakes and t o  draw false conclusions 
from valid evidence, just as we all do.  
But it also implies something else: that 
the faculty which poets use to  create gen- 
uine poetry is not different from that 
which the Saints use to  find God. Baba 
Sawan Singh identifies this completely 
with the Third or Inner Eye (the Sixth 
Chakra of the yogis) which He refers to  
as the "eye center" o r  "focus": 
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"Let us appreciate the situation. Ever 
since our birth, at which time we left the 
eye focus and came out of it and estab- 
lished our  connections with this world, 
we have not gone inside of it. Sometimes, 
when we have a deep intricate problem to 
solve, we close our  eyes and try to  think 
by holding our attention in the eye 
center. We d o  it for a short time, but 
soon run out  again because we have ac- 
quired the bad habit of always remaining 
away from the focus. 

"Poets, painters and musicians receive 
inspiration from this point. All great 
thinkers get their ideas clarified here. 
Whatever scientific progress the world 
has made has all been derived from this 
source. This focus, back of the eyes, is 
the fountain of all inspiration which has 
produced the world's masterpieces. . . . 
Here is where Divinity comes down to  
meet the struggling man."2 

The implication of this-that genuine 
creative art  and genuine mysticism are 
not only not incompatible but are actual- 
ly connected-is borne out by Master 
Kirpal Singh when, in deploring the pres- 
ent depths of irresponsibility to  which 
"art" has sunk, He mentions that "in 
former years" i t  was "a means to  
educate people to  a nobler way of life."3 
It is further borne out by the lives of the 
Eastern Masters, the overwhelming ma- 
jority of whom have been poets-great 
poets, in fact-and who seem to delight 
in expressing their experience and under- 
standing through bewitchingly beautiful 
lyrics known as bhajans which have 
become part of the folk tradition of I n -  
dia and the Middle East. Of these lyrics 
Kirpal Singh has said: 
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"As the true saints are imbued with the 
intoxication of the inner unstruck divine 
Music (Anahat), the spontaneous songs 
welling out of the depths of their souls 
bring about a tremendous impact on the 
listeners which at times transforms their 
very being instantaneously leading them 
to full spiritual efflore~cence."~ 

It would seem to follow from this that 
the greatest poets would always be the 
greatest mystics, and vice versa; and in the 
Eastern traditions this has certainly been 
true. From Tibet to Arabia, the great 
poets of the various cultures have been 
great prophets and saints. Who is the 
great Tibetan poet? The yogi Milarepa, 
author of a collection of lyrics called 
"The Hundred Thousand Songs." Who 
is the great Arabic poet? The Prophet 
Mohammed, whose Koran is not only a 
scripture but a poem of great beauty and 
power. The same is true of Israel: the 
Book of Job, the Book of Isaiah, and 
many other parts of the Bible are not only 
prophecies, but first-class poems as well. 
And in Iran and India, the great poets are 
not only prophets and mystics, they are 
Masters of Sant Mat, some of them in 
the direct spiritual ancestry of our own 
Masters Kirpal Singh and Ajaib Singh. 
Jal-alud-din Rumi wrote the supreme Per- 
sian epic, the Masnavi, and a beautiful 
collection of lyrics called, in honor of his 
Master, the Divan of Shams-i-Tabriz; 
these poems are held in such high honor in 
Sant Mat that Kirpal Singh learned Per- 
sian specifically to be able to read them in 
the original. Second only to Rumi in Per- 
sian literature are the odes of Hafiz; and 
readers of this magazine know well that 
Hafiz, like Rumi, was a Master of Sant 
Mat. 

In India the Masters have almost totally 
dominated the poetic landscape. The 
great names of Indian vernacular poetry 
are Tulsidas, Kabir, Mirabai and Nanak 
-all of whom were Masters in the Sant 
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Mat tradition. And they are only the ones 
who are considered to be the greatest: the 
Granth Sahib, the scripture of the Sikhs, 
comprising more than "fourteen hundred 
pages, big size," (as Master Kirpal used to  
say), is made up entirely of lyrics of more 
than two dozen Masters-all of which 
were intended to be sung, and are sung. 
The musical connection of the Granth is 
shown vividly by the fact that its songs are 
not arranged by either subject or author 
-as we would expect-but by the kind of 
music they are meant to be sung to 
(ragas). And this is not a past 
phenomenon either: Sant Kirpal Singh, it 
is said, wrote more than a thousand songs 
(although I have not personally heard 
more than forty or so): and Sant Ajaib 
Singh has written many lyrics and con- 
tinues to d o  so. 

This is the situation in the East. In the 
West it has been different. Northrup 
Frye, writing in the very beginning of his 
marvelous book on William Blake, sums 
up the Western viewpoint very well: 

"It (mysticism) is a form of spiritual 
communion with God which is by its 
nature incommunicable to  anyone else, 
and which soars beyond faith into direct 
apprehension. But to the artist . . . this 
apprehension is not an end in itself but a 
means to another end, the end of produc- 
ing his poem. The mystical experience for 
him is poetic material. . . . From the 
point of view of any genuine mystic this 
would be somewhat inadequate, and one 
who was both mystic and poet, never fi- 
nally deciding which was to be the adjec- 
tive and which the noun, might be rather 
badly off. . . . 

"I do  not say that . . . there are no such 
things as mystical poets. But they are very 
rare birds . . . " 5  

Not, however, as we have seen, in the 
East. Why? 1 think there are two basic 
reasons: 1)  Western mystics, to a much 
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greater degree than Eastern ones, tend to 
be incomplete: they are most often on the 
way to something, whereas their Eastern 
counterparts have usually arrived. Frye's 
observation loses its point if the mystic's 
art, as Kirpal Singh expressed it above, 
comes from one who is "imbued with the 
intoxication of the inner unstruck divine 
Music" and whose poetry consists of 
"songs welling out of the depths of their 
soul." I mentioned above that Kirpal 
Singh quotes from many English poets; in 
fact, He quotes from more Western poets 
than Western mystics. I think this has 
some connection with the poverty of the 
Western mystical tradition (almost always 
bound up with a more-or-less rigid ecclesi- 
astical establishment which has often not 
treated its individual spiritual practition- 
ers very lovingly), and with the compara- 
tive richness of the Western poetic tradi- 
tion. 2) Western society, since the unrav- 
eling of the Middle Ages, has become in- 
creasingly polarized and fragmented in a 
way that Eastern society (until at least 
very recently) has not. It is interesting that 
the two consummate poetic masterworks 
of the High Middle Ages-Parzival and 
The Divine Comedy-are far more com- 
parable to Tulsidas's Rarnayana and 
Rumi's Masnavi respectively than to 
anything that followed them in European 
literature. This does not necessarily mean 
that Wolfram and Dante were mystics, al- 
though they might have been; but their 
poems deal with the wholeness of life in 
which a spiritual base is taken for granted 
and which is defined in spiritual terms. As 
the modern world developed, this became 
more and more difficult t o  do: the great- 
est English poet, Shakespeare, is full of 
spiritual ideas and references, so much so 
that they tumble over each other in their 
eagerness to be expressed; yet his plays 
seem uncompromisingly secular. It is only 
in the twentieth century that the medieval 
vision of life as a spiritual unity has 
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become again current, and this is largely 
due to the culminative efforts of the great 
poets, beginning with the Romantics and 
continuing in the works of Tolstoy, Ibsen. 
Shaw, Eliot, Tolkien and others. As long 
as that fragmentation lasts, "poet" and 
"mystic" bill of necessity remain c p a r -  
ate categories. 

The East, as we have said. has a\,oided 
this up t i l l  now. And there have been ex- 
ceptions in the West. The towering excep- 
tion, of course, is the greatest of Western 
mystics, the only one of whom i t  can be 
said that he may have been a Sanr in the 
full meaning of the word, the one who is 
closer to Sant Mat than any other-Jacob 
~ o e h m e . ~  Eoehme was not a poet, but he 
wrote volunlinously, and i t  was a very ini- 
porant part of his mission to communi- 
cate his understanding of the universe. 
His writings are difficult to read and have 
not usually been considered great art; but 
there have always been those who felt dif- 
ferently.' Among them was the English 
poet-painter-prophet William Blake. 

2 

To see a U'orld in a Grain of Sand 
A n d  a Heaven in a Wild Flower 
Hold Infinity in the paltrl of ),our. 

hand 
A n d  Eternity in un hour8 

If the doors of perception \$.ere 
cleansed every thing ~ w r l d  appear 
to man as  it is, infinite. 

For  man has closed hinlself up, till 
he sees all things thro'narrorr, chinks 
of his cavern. 9 

Blake was born in 1757; he married an il- 
literate woman whom he deeply loved 
and to whom he was always faithful; he 
learned the trade of an engraver and 
earned his living that way throughout his 
life; he painted many pictures and wrote 
many poems, and combined these two 
arts with his knowledge of engraving to 
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produce a series of plates (what he calls 
"illuminated" works) which are aston- 
ishingly unique; he lived all his life in 
London, with the exception of  a three- 
year sojourn by the sea which ended un- 
happily; he died in 1827 after having had 
no discernable impact whatever on his 
contemporaries. I t  is safe to say that no 
great artist has ever been more thunder- 
ously ignored by the world he lived in; 
yet today there are almost more books on 
Blake than one person can read in a life- 
time, and editions of his poems and 
paintings are issued (it seems) daily. Why 
is ;his? 

Basically i t  is because Blake was a per- 
son born with his inner eye partially open 
into a society which valued all sorts of 
things-intellectual facility, cleverness, 
decorum, the "right way" of doing 
things-higher than the enormous over- 
powering energy-the "intoxication"- 
that proceeded from his mystical capaci- 
ty. The comment of Kirpal Singh quoted 
above on "the spontaneous songs well- 
ing out of the depth of their soul" would 
have sent chills through almost any eigh- 
teenth-century connoisseur of the arts; 
and that definition fits Blake's poetry to 
an astonishing degree. Ironically, his 
younger contemporaries, the great 

10 Romantics, were in his lifetime in- 
itiating the process of change which led 
ultimately to an almost total revolution 
o f  attitudes; but it had no effect on 
Blake's immediate existence. So Western 
Europe's greatest recent prophet lived 
and created art which would have fit 
easily and perfectly into society in, say, 
the India of his day but which made no 
sense at all to his countrymen. 

I t  is not only that Blake's inner eye was 
open. His actual inner attainment, by the 
standards of Sant Mat, was probably not 
high. Judging from his references to his 
experiences, and recognizing the difficul- 
ty o f  assessing these things, i t  is probable 
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that he did not penetrate higher than the 
astral plane-the first and lowest level of 
inner experience, according to  Sant Mat. 
The amazing thing is what he did with 
those experiences: proceeding from 
them, he constructed a highly personal 
mythopoeic system in which all the basic 
elements of Sant Mat are present, and in 
the process created poems-both songs 
and epics-which find their closest 
analogues in the poetry of the great 
Eastern Masters. 

How did he d o  this? I t  seems to  be a n  
organic growth with several com- 
ponents, including his own visions, his 
reading of other poets (particularly 
Milton), his study of the great spiritual 
painters (Michelangelo and Raphael), his 
reading of other mystics (in the Bible and 
the writings of Boehme), and-very pos- 
sibly-the instruction of a guru. While 
the possibility of this has not often been 
raised, very little is really known about 
Blake's early life; and there exists a 
drawing of someone Blake called his 
"spiritual preceptor," whom Frye de- 
scribes as "vaguely Oriental-looking . . . 
with an expression of baffling in- 
scrutability." " This may have been, 
probably was, a picture of someone 
whom Blake had met inside; yet we know 
from William Law's account of Jacob 
Boehme's life that he had had a remark- 
able meeting with a stranger which had 

12 resulted in his initiation, and it is ex- 
citing to speculate on who that "Orien- 
tal-looking spiritual preceptor" might 
have been. 

Therefore God becomes as we 
are, that we may be as he is. 13 

The very first work that Blake issued in 
the unique process of engraving that he 

(Continued on page 18) 
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And Mercy Pity Peace and Love, 
Is Man his child and care. 

For Mercy has a human heart 
Pity, a human face: 
And Love, the human form divine, 
And Peace, the human dress. 

Then every man of every clime, 
That prays in his distress, 
Prays to the human form divine 
Love Mercy Pity Peace. 

And all must love the human form, 
In heathen, turk or jew. 





William Blake and Sant Mat  
(Continued from page 15) 
called "Illuminated printing," was a lit- 
tle tract in ten tiny plates with a title 
guaranteed to  provoke a response of 
recognition in any reader of  Kirpal 
Singh's works: "All Religions are 
One." l 4  It lays down some very essential 
groundwork for understanding Blake, 
and is worth quoting in full (with some 
very slight editing for easier reading): 

ALL RELIGIONS ARE ONE 
The Voice of one crying in the Wilderness 

THE ARGUMENT. AS the true method of 
knowledge is experiment the true faculty 
of knowing must be the faculty which ex- 
periences. This faculty I treat of. 

PRINCIPLE 1st. That the Poetic Genius is 
the true Man, and that the body or out- 
ward form of Man is derived from the 
Poetic Genius. Likewise that the forms 
of all things are derived from their 
Genius, which by the A ncients was called 
Angel & Spirit & Demon. 

PRINCIPLE 2d AS all men are alike in 
outward form, So (and with the same in- 
finite variety) all are alike in the Poetic 
Genius. 

PRINCIPLE 3d NO man can think write 
or speak from his heart but he must in- 
tend truth. Thus all sects of Philosophy 
are from the Poetic Genius adapted to 
the weaknesses of every individual. 

PRINCIPLE 4 AS  none by traveling over 
known lands can find out the unknown, 
So from already acquired knowledge 
Man could not acquire more. Therefore 
an universal Poetic Genius exists. 

PRINCIPLE 5 The Religims of all Na- 
tions are derived from each Nation S dif- 
ferent reception of the Poetic Genius 
which is everywhere call'd the Spirit of 
Prophecy. 

PRINCIPLE 6 The Jewish & Christian 
Testaments are An original derivation 
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from the Poetic Genius. . . 
PRINCIPLE 7 t h  AS all men are alike 

(tho' infinitely various) So all Religions 
. . . have one source. 

The true Man is the source, he being 
the Poetic Genius. 1 5  

And who the "True Man" is, is ex- 
plained by the quote a t  the head of this 
section, w h ~ c h  is taken from another 
tract issued just a little later. 

No reader familiar with Kirpal Singh's 
or  Sawan Singh's writings needs to be 
told how much this little manifesto an- 
ticipates them. "The Argument" is the 
theme of Kirpal Singh's early work 
"Man! Know Thyself"16 and of Sawan 
Singh's "The Science of the ~ a s t e r s . " "  
The various principles identifying the 
poetic and prophetic faculties with the 
Godman Who  is the originator of all 
religions have been dealt with in the 
quotations from Kirpal Singh and Sawan 
Singh that began this essay; it is a very 
basic principle of Sant Mat and is found 
all through the writings of the Masters- 
indeed there is hardly a page on which 
some variation of this principle cannot 
be located. "The Essence of Relgion" I s  

and "On the Unity of  an"'^ are 
perhaps the definitive statements, but 
there are many others. 

In another early work, The Marriage 
of Heaven and Hell, Blake confronts the 
orthodoxy of his day, which tended to  
equate energy with evil, by adopting its 
terminology and labeling spiritual en- 
tities manifesting Energy as "devils" and 
those manifesting Reason as "angels." 
This is a truly remarkable work, quoted 
at least twice by Kirpal Singh in His 
writings, and contains some very bold 
assertions: 

1 Man has no Body distinct from 
his Soul for that called Body is apor- 
tion of Soul discerned by the five 
Senses. . . 
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2 Energy is the only life . . . and 
Reason is the bound or out ward cir- 
cumference of Energy. 
3 Energy is Eternal Delight.20 

At first glance, this appears to  contradict 
rhe teachings of the Masters, for their 
writings are full of references to  the soul 
as separate from the body. But this is 
only a kind of verbal shorthand, as when 
\ve speak of the sun "rising" and "set- 
ting," as the following extract from Kir- 
pal Singh shows: 

"Any attempt to  consider the two- 
nature and its essence-as separate, even 
if only in imagination, is bound to bring 
in the idea of duality. I t  is only in terms 
of this duality that one can conceive of 
the creation as distinct from the creative 
principle as being the result of the outer 
play of the twin forces of spirit, called 
matter and soul. The scientific investiga- 
tions too have now come to the irresist- 
ible conclusion that all life is one contin- 
uous existence at different levels and 
what we call inert matter is nothing but 
energy at its lowest stage."21 

If the reader finds i t  difficult to grasp 
this in terms of our own existence, he 
may find it easier to  contemplate the 
form of the Master-which ultimately is 
our own form. I t  is a commonplace in 
Sant Mat that the body of the Godman is 
the tip of the iceberg-that part of Him 
which our senses can grasp. And that is 
precisely the point. 

Other selections from The Marriage 
that hold special significance for the in- 
itiate of Sant Mat,  and that require no 
comment, include the following so-called 
"Proverbs of Hell" (in the ironic sense 
explained above): 

The cut worm forgives the plow. 
A fool sees not the same tree that 

a wise man sees. 
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Eternity is in love with the pro- 
ductions of time. 

All wholsom food is caught with- 
out a net or trap. 

The most sublime act is to set an- 
other before you. 

The cistern contains; the fountain 
overflows. 

One thought fills immensity. 
Exuberance is beauty.22 

and this rousing declaration close to  its 
end: 

The worship of God is: Honoring 
his gifts in other men each according 
to his genius, and loving the greatest 
men best. Those who envy or calum- 
niate great men hate God, for there 
is no other God. 23  

Of the Sleep of Ulro! and of thepas- 
sage through Eternal Death! and 
of the awakening to Eternal Life. 

This theme calls me in sleep night 
after night, & ev'ry morn 

A wakes me  at sun-rise, then Isee the 
Saviour over me 

Spreading his beams of love, & dic- 
tating the words of this mild song. 

A wake! awake 0 sleeper of the land 
of shado ws, wake! expand! 

I am in you andyou in me, mutual in 
love divine: . . . 

I am not a God afar of f ,  I am a 
brother and friend; 

Within your bosoms I reside, and 
you reside in me: 

Lo! We are One; forgiving all Evil; 
Not seeking recompense! 

Ye are my members 0 ye sleepers of 
Beulah, land of shades! 

But the perturbed Man away turns 
down the valleys dark; 
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[Saying, We are not One: we are 
Many, thou most simulative] 

Phantom of the over heated brain! 
shadow of immortality! 

Seeking to keep my  soul a victim to 
thy Love! which binds 

Man the enemy of man into deceit- 
ful friendships: 

Jerusalem is not! her daughter are 
indefinite: 

By demonstration, man alone can 
live, and not by faith. 

My mountains are my own, and I 
will keep them to myself: 

. . . here will I build my  Laws of 
Moral Virtue! 

Humanity shall be no more: but war 
& princedom & victory!24 

This is the tremendous beginning of 
Blake's third and culminating epic 
prophecy, Jerusalem (the other two are 
The Four Zoas and Milton). These 
prophecies are his major works, 
although ignored by most of his readers, 
and it is in them that his myth is fully 
developed. These poems are really like 
nothing else in English, although they d o  
have analogues in India, as we shall see. 

While a detailed, o r  even cursory, 
description of Blake's myth is far far 
beyond the scope of this article, o r  the 
competency of its writer, the briefest of 
outlines will have to  be attempted in 
order to  get some idea, maybe the tiniest, 
of the scope of Blake's vision, and the ex- 
tent to  which it conforms with that of the 
Masters of the East. 

Blake held that the entire creation, in- 
sofar as we are able to  perceive it, is 
"fallen," that is, has become separated 
from God by virtue of its existence, and 
that humanity, which is essentially One, 
and identical with God,  is asleep, and 
dominated by a false God called Urizen 
who is in fact the Mind of the sleeping 
humanity (called "Albion" by Blake) 
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and was once, in his unfallen state, one 
of the aspects of God.  The chief charac- 
teristic of the fallen universe is its frag- 
mentation, its refusal to  see that it is 
separate from its Source and that this 
binds i t  terribly. There are four possible 
states of consciousness and/or existence, 
which Blake called (from the bottom up) 
Ulro, Generation, Beulah, and Eden. 
The first three, while each is more ful- 
filling than the ones preceding it, are 
three aspects of a sleep state and 
ultimately form a cycle to  which Blake 
has given supreme poetic expression in 
one of his most terrible poems, "The 
Mental Traveler." The fourth state, 
Eden, represents waking up,  and is fun- 
damentally different from the other 
three. If enough individuals succeed in 
staying awake long enough, then there 
may be a possibility that Albion, that is, 
the personified Unity of Man, will 
awake, and the cycle as we know i t  will 
come t o  an  end. This is an embarrassing- 
ly sketchy description, and if any Blake 
scholars are by chance reading this, I beg 
their forgiveness. 

Now the parallels with Sant Mat are 
again obvious, and don't need to  be ex- 
plained to  the alert reader. The two-fold 
image of the Unity of Man and the sleep- 
ing state of fallen humanity are found 
throughout the writings of the Masters. 
as is the necessity of the individual's 
waking up.  Ulro, Generation, and 
Beulah, all under the control of Urizen, 
on one level are analgous to the physical. 
astral, and causal or  "seed" planes. all 
under the control of Kal; on another 
level they refer to  different ways of ex- 
periencing the physical plane. Eden is 
Sach Khand; and just as Blake, fo l low 
ing the Bible, identifies the manifestation 
of Eden in the lower world as "Jeru- 
salem," so does Kirpal ~ i n ~ h . ~ '  Eden is 
a state of unity; the sexes d o  not exis1 
there, and rnale and female are one, 
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which is the natural state of unfallen 
humanity. Beulah, which derives from 
the Hebrew word for "married," repre- 
sents, on the one hand, Trikuti or the 
causal plane, where male and female first 
come into existence as such, and on the 
other hand, the bliss that can come on 
the physical plane from making the cor- 
rect use of sexual energy. While Beulah is 
very pleasant, it is not a permanent state 
and cannot be maintained forever; unless 
Eden is reached, one eventually drops 
back into Generation (astral existence or,  
on the physical plane, the state of being 
obsessed with members of the opposite 
sex as separate entities from ourselves or 
"objects") or into Ulro, strictly physical 
existence in which the entity is totally 
obsessed with his/her own ego-in other 
words, Hell. Most human beings travel 
round these three states in a great cycle 
(physical, astral, causal, in what the 
Masters call the Wheel of Eighty-four) 
and in a lesser cycle (in which we may ex- 
perience each of these states several times 
in one day, for example). But both cycles 
are a concomitant of our sleeping and 
fragmented condition. 

Now Blake's epics or prophecies, in 
which these ideas are set forth and the 
origin of the Fallen Universe is ex- 
plained, are difficult books. They are 
very dense, for one thing; they are full of 
characters who from our point of view 
seem to be personified abstractions with 
difficult names-sometimes more than 
one name, so that i t  gets very confusing. 
And they contain more than their share 
of violent sexual imagery-the Creation 
of the fallen world is explained largely in 
sexual terms-which has alienated some 
readers and caused others (along with 
their reading of some of the lyrics) to 
have a distorted idea of Blake's views on 
sexual matters. Therefore it is indeed 
very interesting that we have an epic 
poem by a Master of Sant Mat to which 

every one of the above comments could 
be applied. 

Kabir ( 1  398- 15 18) was a low-caste 
Muslim weaver whose life had some 
parallels with Blake's but many more 
differences. Like Blake, Kabir was an  ar- 
tisan of humble origins who lived a 
householder's life while practicing 
mysticism and writing poetry. But unlike 
Blake, Kabir was a complete mystic- 
a fully realized Master, possibly the 
greatest who ever lived. Also unlike him, 
he was recognized and adored by the 
people of his time (the humble people, 
anyway; as a Muslim artisan with a Hin- 
du guru and a largely Hindu following, 
he was a source of great annoyance to  the 
religious establishments of both Hindu- 
ism and Islam) and his songs were then, 
and are now, enormously popular. And 
in addition to his songs, he wrote at  least 
one epic, Anurag Sagar, which translates 
as The Ocean of Love. 

Anurag Sagar enjoys a very high repu- 
tation among the Masters. This is Baba 
Sawan Singh explaining how he came to 
his Master, Baba Jaimal Singh, and re- 
ceived initiation: 

"Now he [Baba Jaimal Singh] wanted 
to point out the way, but I had read 
Vedanta. When I read Gurbani, my opi- 
nion was different; when I read Gita my 
opinion was again different, and I was 
unable to come to a decision. . . . He ad- 
vised me to read Kabir Sahib's Anurag 
Sagar. I immediately ordered eight 
copies of this book from Bombay so that 
I could also give some to  my friends . . . 
to read and comment on it. 

"After several conferences with Baba 
Ji, I was thoroughly convinced and re- 
ceived initiation from him on  the 15th 
day of October in 1 8 9 4 . " ~ ~  

Needless to add,  all of the recent 
Masters have made great use of this 
book, quoting i t  and using i t  as  the basis 
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for discourses; but it has remained large- 
ly unknown to the general public, 
especially in the West. In the past year, 
however, Sant Ajaib Singh has been 
supervising the translation of this extra- 
ordinary epic poem into English. It is a 
very difficult job, and the translation is 
far from complete; but a few excerpts 
from it may, in addition to increasing 
our knowledge of Sant Mat ,  help us to  
understand and appreciate Blake a little 
more. 

The  poem is in the form of a dialogue 
between Kabir and his disciple Dharam 
Das, whose questions frame the book.  
Among other things, he asks about the 
origin of the Creation, and Kabir ex- 
plains how Sat Purush (the Primal Being 
or God) creates by means of Shabda (His 
own Self manifested) the purely spiritual 
creation, Sach Khand or Sat Lok (or 
Eden or Jerusalem) and then His sixteen 
sons (interestingly, the numerical pattern 
which applies four or its multiples t o  the 
highest region and three to  the lower is 
the same here as in Blake) among whom, 
in addition t o  personified abstractions 
such as Cyan (Knowledge), Vivek 
(Discrimination), Love, etc., and figures 
out of Indian mythology such as Koorm 
the three-headed (but benevolent) tor- 
toise, includes the ill-fated and ominous 
Kal Niranjan o r  Dharam Rai (he is called 
by both names indiscriminately in the 
poem). The etymology is significant: Kal 
means both Darkness and Time, and 
Dharatn Rai means the Lord of Law. 
The unfallen Kal does not seem to fit 
these names, but their application to him 
at this stage may imply an  inevitability to  
his fate. Certainly he is very different 
from the other sons of Sat Purush even in 
his unfallen state. 

After a very beautiful lyrical descrip- 
tion of the spiritual creation and its unity 
in Sat Purush, Kabir describes the extra- 
ordinary austerities performed by Kal: 
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Standing on onefoor  he did the de- 
votion of Sat Pzrrush for seventy 
ages and pleased Him. 

When Sat Purush offers Kal a boon in 
return for this devotion, Kal requests 
"some place where 1 can live"; although 
i t  is not explained why in the text, i t  is 
clear that Kal is dissatisfied with Sach 
Khand. Sat Purush. Who  continues to  
love him and to appreciate him, gives 
him permission to live in Mansarovar in 
Dasam Dwar-in other words, the ex- 
treme outer limits of the original 
spiritual universe. Kal is pleased, goes 
there, and repeats his previous feat: for 
seventy more ages he stands on one foot ,  
and this time he requests a creation of his 
own. The text seems to  be in a confused 
state at this point, but it seems likely that 
this is the irrevocable moment at which 
Kal's doom is sealed. Sat Purush grants 
his wish; He still loves him; speaking to 
Sahaj, another o f  His sons, He tells him: 

I am pleased with Dharanl Rai, rake 
this to  your heart: 

I have given hitn the three ~ ~ o r l d s ,  
now tell hitn to develop the void 
plane. 

0 Sahaj, go and tell hitn to /?lake the 
crea tioti there. 

Now the three worlds d o  not exict as such 
at this point; so what is _given to  Kal is ap- 
parently their potential existence, togeth- 
er with the stuff of \vhich they are to be 
made-the void (and here the first faint 
Biblical echoes may be heard)-which 
ultimately is also part of Sat Purush. 
since there is nothing else but Him. Kal 
accepts this gift happily, but there is a 
problem: 

Dhuratn Kai said, "Listen, dear Sa- 
haj, how d o  I creare the creation? 

The gracioirs Lord has gi\,et~ me  the 
Kingdom, but I don ' t  k t i o ~ ,  lion' 
to develop ir . . . 
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0 my God, give me that with which I 
can create the creation. " 

Kal, in other words, has over-reached 
himself, like Lucifer in the famous 
passage in Isaiah drawn on by Milton, 
and his fall is picking up momentum. 
When his message is conveyed to Sat 
Purush, He replies that what he needs is 
in the stomach of Koorm, His eldest son, 
who is represented as a tortoise. Why he 
is a tortoise is not explained; but Koorm 
is loving and gentle, and Sat Purush says, 

Dharam Rai should go to him and 
bow his head and ask him for all 
things. 

When Kal reaches Koorm, however, he 
has "happiness in his heart" but "pride 
in his mind": 

. . . He didn't greet him or salute 
him. 

Koorm is like nectar and is happi- 
ness giving. He had no anger in 
him. 

He was cool, devoid of passion. 
With very much pride within him, 

Kal saw that Koorm was patient 
and mighty. 

Then, ignoring the orders of Sat Purush, 

Kal attacked the three heads of 
Koorm with his nails, and break- 
ing his stomach, air came otrt . . . 

Five elements came out, including 
the sky of the moon, sun, and 
stars. 

. . . the pillars to support the earth 
came out, and the creation of 
earth thus started. 

When Kal pulled the head of Koorm, 
sweat came out. 

When the drop of sweat spread, the 
earth started.floating on it. 
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As the cream lives on the milk, in the 
same way, the earth rested on the 
water. 

The Blakean parallels here are striking, 
and the next verse is strongly reminiscent 
of his Mundane Shell: 

Understand the sky as an egg in 
which you should consider the ex- 
istence of the earth. 

In other words, the lower creation, 
which is sharply limited in scope (the im- 
ages of the drop of sweat and the egg are 
indications of its size in relation to  the 
original spiritual universe) is not really 
created as such by Kal a t  all, who didn't 
know how; it was precipitated by his vio- 
lence out of materials he had no control 
over. His role as Creator then, which we 
know from Blake and the Bible that he 
dearly loves, is ultimately illusory. 

Again Kal does his austerity, this t i d e  
for sixty-four ages, because although 
"his creation" now exists, he doesn't 
know what to d o  with it. 

Then Sat Purush in His Will created 
a female who had eight parts in 
her body. . . . 

Sat Purush said, "Daughter, go to 
Dharam Rai. 

Take hold of that which I give you, 
and meeting with him create the 
creation. " 

Blake's comment here would be that 
Kal's fall had now reached the point 
where his male and female aspects could 
no longer function as a unity, so  his 
emanation was separated from him and 
became a Female Will with an  existence 
of her own-for Kabir as for Blake a n  
ominous development. This female is the 
first one mentioned in the poem, as Kal is 
the only being so far who has fallen this 
far. 
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Then Sat Purush gave her the seed of 
jiva, whose name is Sohang; 

There is no difference between jiva 
and Sohang, jiva is the essence of 
Sat Purush. 

This is an  enormously significant verse. 
Jiva refers to  the fallen or bound soul; 
that is, soul which can exist in the Crea- 
tion about to  be brought into existence. 
Sohang means literally " I  am what You 
are" (compare the quote from Jerusalem 
at the beginning of this section). Kabir is 
here stating as clearly as possible that 
regardless of what the fallen or bound 
soul is dragged through in this lower 
creation, it is always and forever God,  
and without it, this creation would not be 
alive. 

She was told to go to Mansarovar 
and be with Dharam Rai. 

The female Ashtangi was beautiful 
and desirable. 

She was ordered to go to Mansa- 
rovar and create the dense crea- 
tion. 

This Female Will, emanated from Kal, is 
called by the Masters as ~ a ~ a ~ '  and it is 
she who is really responsible for the 
Form of this "dense creation." When 
Ashtangi reaches Kal, however, he 

behaved in a self-important way, 
A n d .  . . delighted by her beauty he 

looked at her. 
Looking at every single part of her 

body he became impatient, 
And he swallowed the woman! 

It is not difficult to  see the implications 
of this for human sexual relations in 
Kal's world. Ashtangi cries for help, and 
Sat Purush at this point (but not before) 
curses him and expels him once for all 
from the spiritual creation. At His bid- 
ding, Ashtangi makes her way out of 
Kal's stomach but not before Kal is 

forcefully and literally thrown out of 
Mansarovar and falls d o ~ v n  into his (so 
far) lifeless creation. Nou an element of 
equivocation enters Ashtangi: 

The female was in doubt and afraid 
of Kal. 

She stood-thinking-look in^ at 
the ground here and there. 

She still has in her possession, after all, 
the "seed of jiva" and the mandate from 
Sat Purush to give life to  Kal's creation. 

Dharam Rai said, "Listen, wornan, 
give up your fear of me. 

Sat Purush has created you for me, 
now let us create the creation- 
agreelny with each other. 

I am your man andyou are my  rvotn- 
an-glve up your fear. " 

The female objects to this relationship 
on the ground that it is evil or  inappro- 
priate; and in the spiritual creation it cer- 
tainly was. It is clear from Sat Purush's 
mandate to her (and also from the way 
she is made, as we will gee in a moment) 
that sexual coupling was not part of the 
original plan for her and Kal. But they 
are now in the "dense creation," and Kal 
replies to her in a passage of tremendous 
significance which could have been writ- 
ten by Blake: 

"Listen, 0 Bhavani, I am telling you 
truly! 

I am not afraid of sin and virtue- 
I myself am their creator. 

All the sins and virtues are born 
from me and from me no one will 
ask the account. 

I will spread sins and virtues, and 
whoever becomes entangled in 
them will be ours . . . 

Sat Purush has given you to me, 0 
Rhavani! Obey my word!" 

The "moral law," in other words. 
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wherever i t  exists for its own sake apart 
from Love, or as spiritual discipline as an 
eupression of Love and a way up ("If 
you love me, keep my command- 
ments"), is of Kal's make and is founded 
on a duality which ultimately does not 
exist. 

The female laughed, and agreeing 
with each other both of them were 
delighted . . . 

Dharam Rai was pleased, and de- 
sired to pe~forrn the sexual act 
with her. 

But again there is a problem: 

The woman said, " I  don't have a 
genital organ. " Then Niranjan did 
this: 

With his nail, he cut the hole of her 
genital organ, and in that way the 
door of creation was made. 

The blood began to pour from her 
genital organ as she had been hurt 
by him, 

And from that moment the act of 
sexual intercourse has existed. 

Dharam Das, listen to this story of 
creation, known to no man: 

Kal indulged three times, and Brah- 
ma, Vishnu and Mahesh were born. 

Kal's emanation, his Female Will, has 
grown so separate and alien that the only 
way they can cooperate in the Act of 
Creation is through what amounts to 
cosmic rape. But the woman, who has 
also fallen, does not object-she is not 
now in a position to remember anything 
better-and the three gods of the Hindu 
religion are born to them, the lowest 
creation of all is begun, and the proto- 
type for the "desire object" relation be- 
tween the sexes is established. From this 
point on, the narrative becomes more 
human as Kabir describes his various in- 
carnations on the earth plane. 

I give you the end of a golden string, 
Only wind it into a ball: 

It will lead you in at Heaven's gate, 
Built in Jerusalem's wall. 28 

I had intended to cover many more 
aspects of Blake's work and thought in 
relation to Sant Mat, especially as it is ex- 
pressed in the Songs of Innocence and 
Experience. A detailed discussion of 
those songs, perhaps the finest lyrics in 
the language, is beyond the scope of this 
essay as it has developed, but something 
must be said, however briefly, as to  how 
Blake expected people to  awake and 
what he asked of them. For himself, as 
Northrup Frye has pointed out,  "Blake's 
'art' becomes a spiritual discipline like 
the Eastern 'yoga,' which liberates man 
by uniting him with God." Frye points 
out that this God "is not the orthodox 
Creator," who in fact is Urizen or  Kal, 
but an "unattached creative Word." H e  
adds that "This effort of vision, so 
called, is to be conceived . . . as the 
realization in total experience of the 
identity of God and   an."^^ 

1 think this is true: that Blake, a gen- 
uine prophet, was under orders, and his 
spiritual discipline involved the urgent 
necessity of communicating his vision. 
But while he once quoted Moses' 
remark, "Would to God all the Lord's 
people were prophets," the fact is that 
we are not. Did he have a message for 
those of us who could not become proph- 
ets or  artists? 1 am convinced that he did, 
that the answer lies in his shorter poems 
and lyrics, and in his understanding of 
Innocence and Experience, "the Two 
Contrary States of the Human Soul." I 
think further that these poems will have 
the same organic relationship to  Sant 
Mat as the prophecies. But that is an in- 
quiry for another time, and perhaps 
another place. 
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I will not cease from Mental Fight, 
Nor shall my  Sword sleep in my 

hand: 
Till we have built Jerusalem, 
In Englands green & pleasant land. 
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Become Empty-Then We Can Receive Him 
ROBERTA WIGGINS 

Transcribed from a talk given at Sant Bani Ashram, Franklin, N.H., 
on Sunday, November 11, 1979. 

I T WAS A HARD,  but also a very wonder- nice place to come each day." So the sec- 
ful trip; hard because you had to work ond day I went, and the brook's dried 

hard, and the mental problems that you up-the canal's gone, and it's just an emp- 
have at home-intermittently they would ty, dirty ditch; so I returned to my stark 
come up, and have to be dealt with over room-the dark cabin-and Just had the 
there. But it was wonderful because even darkness to deal bith, which was much 

the smallest effort was met by so much less of a distraction. 

love and grace from Him. As others have His first words in the courtyard, the 

already said, He's showering just so much first night, were of course, "Do as much 

love on all of us, more and more-it's just meditation and Simran as you can. Take 

incredible. The one thing I learned there- as much wealth home with you . . ." It 

one big thing-I really saw that His Love was as though He was saying, "I know 
you blew it last time-this time build up 

is limitless. I knew that in theory before, 
more capital-go back stronger and keep 

but I'd never really felt it in practice . . . it.., It was a gentle reminder for me, be- 
matter and you are? cause I knew that last time I hadn't kept it, 

He'll still love you. despite all my good intentions. I knew it, 
Talking about forgiveness on a and 1 knew that He knew it too; but it was 

talk, He said that the Master sees only the too late for feeling guilt. But 1 felt dirty 
good in you; and it's we who a and helpless, and had really a very strong 
-through our own faults-between Him desire to go. 1 knew that only He could 
and us. help me. And this strong desire knocked 

Going for the second time was very dif- out all the nervousness and anxiety that 
ferent. The first trip was full of bliss-a previously had, or might have had, 
special trip; but the second trip-you about going to Hirn-1 just really wanted 
know the ropes; you know what's ex- to be there. 
~ e c t e d  and You know what got to 19d come away from my last trip with a 
do; or You think You do, and in one sense, feeling of incompleteness; lack of fulfill- 
you can start in right away on the work- ment, I hadn't done all 1 wanted to, or 
but the Master is always full of surprises, could do, and in relating to Him, the wall 
and things are never what You expect. of my ego was still strong between us. I 
There was one small example of this. needed to relate to Him in a more personal 
There's a beautiful garden there now-- way, the way some of us feel we need to. 
it's just unbelievable-He's made it for us During the year-it had been a hard year, 
to sit in and meditate, if we want to. And mentally, physically and spiritually-the 
you can walk farther . . . there's a cotton desire to penetrate this wall became 
field you can walk through, and at the end stronger and stronger. So I went in this 
of the cotton field, I found this little state; and with His infinite grace, it actual- 
brook-a canal-and it was really peace- ly happened, to a degree much more than 
ful and hidden away-a little secret place I I'd expected or hoped for. And, as I said, 
could go to, I thought. It was really pretty. in this way He showed me His completely 
The first day I thought, "This would be a undiscriminating and total love for all of 
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us. He was giving out so much that I began 
to be afraid that this small vessel that I had 
wouldn't hold all His love and strength 
which I wanted so badly. And I prayed to 
Him that He would increase my vessel. The 
realization became clear to me, through 
this experience, that the more we strive 
mentally to reach Him, to get His darshan, 
to receive Him, the more we become con- 
scious of ourselves, and the struggle 
becomes harder, and we become dryer. I 
speak for myself-this is personal-but I 
really felt that this consciousness of trying 
stands in our way; we really do have to try 
to become empty; it's only then that we can 
receive Him. 

I asked Him one morning about prayer. 
It was something like the importance of 
prayer in our relationship with the Master, 
and our spiritual progress, and how we 
should pray. And He said that you can only 
pray when you are empty and feel totally 
helpless. That prayer must come from the 
heart, and not just from the tongue-only 
this kind of prayer will do any good. If 
there are any worldly thoughts in the way, 
the prayer's no good. Sant Ji said that the 
Grace was always working within us, and if 
we were empty we'd see it very clearly. 
When I was going through a particularly 
dry, mentally straining period, I happened 
to read, in a recent Sant Bani, Master's talk 
on Love and Surrender, and the words, 
"This is a matter of Love. God is Love, and 
our soul is Love, and the only way back to 
God is through Love." And when I looked 
at Sant Ji, when I relaxed and let go, and 
just looked at Him with love, the mental 
strain lifted, and I could drink deeper into 
those bottomless pools of light and love 
that words just can't describe. 

He talked on the walk-talk about true 
darshan: how we should forget everything 
when we look at the Master. He said, "We 
people" (He said "we" so sweetly), "We 
people don't know anything about true 
darshan-only the Saints do." He quoted 

the Saints, and how they live only for dar- 
shan, and died without it. He gave very 
powerful talks out by the hut each after- 
noon-long talks. He drew crucial ques- 
tions out of us, and conversed for almost 
an hour, until the light was dimming, and 
you could hardly see His eyes. It reminded 
me of the morning talks that Master gave; 
there were topics like criticism, and it's 
terrible destructiveness on us, and then He 
so gently led it into a talk on forgiveness in 
such a potent, meaningful way. 

Another topic was humility. He said 
that no one was truly humble until they 
reached Sach Khand. But we can try to 
cultivate humility through self-introspec- 
tion. He stressed self-introspection several 
times; the importance of keeping the 
diary. 

One dear one asked why on some days 
he would awaken full of love for the 
Master, and the day would run very 
smoothly, and on other days he would 
awaken feeling dry and totally out of tune 
with Master; and on that day he would be 
ugly and not want to see anybody. He 
couldn't understand it. Sant Ji said, "It is 
just the result of your behavior the day 
before-your thought patterns the day 
before." He said, "You must keep self- 
introspection records constantly." He 
said we should awaken jolly each morn- 
ing. We should never resent our medita- 
tion, because if we meditate in that spirit, 
it will do us no good. We'll derive no 
benefit from it, and our whole day will be 
ugly and bad. And He dropped one of 
those unfathomable statements that come 
from God-He said that in the womb of 
the mother-when we were in the agony 
of the fire of the womb-we promised 
that would tithe our time; that we would 
meditate two and a half hours each day. 
And He stressed that we really should get 
up at three each morning. That we medi- 
tate only for ourselves, not for anyone 
else, and all the meditation that we do is 
recorded-is kept to our account. 
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I felt s o  much strength and love being ing us. And it was impressed on me, and 
infused into me there, and then I remem- I hope and pray that it remains im- 
bered how much of His grace is used up pressed, tha.t if we don't go so dirty, if we 
in just cleaning us-we go over there so go just a little bit clean, then how much 
dirty; some of us do-I did. And all the that power, that grace, . . . how far that 
grace that He's pouring out is just clean- can take us spiritually. 

Banda Banke Aaya  
SANT AJAIB SINGH JI 

Chorus: 

Banda banke aaya, rab banda banke aaya (repeat) 
Aake jag jagaya, Rab banda banke aaya 

After becoming a man, God came. 
After coming, He awakened the world. 

Janam, janam di ruha si atki (repeat) 
Lakh lakh koha rehi si bhatki (repeat) 
Aape me1 karaya, Rab banda banke aaya 

For many births the souls were stuck here. 
For millions of miles the souls wandered astray. 
He Himself made this union. 

Chorus: 

Lakh lakh papi aaye dvare (repeat) 
Eyk najar se one tare (repeat) 
Bera par langaya, Rab banda . . . 

Millions of sinners have come to His door, 
Wi th  one glance He liberated them. 
He took their raft across. 

Chorus: 

Deya mehar ji-na ne pai (repeat) 
An mile na der lagai (repeat) 
Bhed ona ne paya, Rab banda . . . 

Those w h o  received His Grace and Mercy 
Came and met Him with no delay. 
They got His Secret. 

Chorus: 

Satsang me e hoka laya (repeat) 
Bande t u  kyo jag me aaya (repeat) 
Prem da rah  bataya, Rab banda . . . 
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In Satsang He made this proclamation, 
"Oh Man,  w h y  did yori come into this world?" 
A n d  He showed the Path of Love. 

Chorus: 

Simran bhajan di rah batai (repeat) 
Karma diye sare chudavai (repeat) 
Naam da jap karaya, Rab banda . . . 

He showed the Path of Simran and Bhajan; 
He made ris leave all the rites and ritrials, 
A n d  d o  the repetition o f  Naarn. 

Chorus: 

Ajaib kahe karo Naam kamai (repeat) 
Kirpal hoe ape Prabhu aai (repeat) 
Saacha Sukh bartaya, Rab . . . 

Ajaib says meditate o n  Naam, 
G o d  Himself will come and be Gracious, 
He distribrites the True Happiness. 

Chorus: 

NOTE: This bhajan appears on tape number B-14, available from The Sant Bani Tape Service, 
c/o Sant Bani Ashram, and is one of the bhajans which will appear in the new bhajan book. 
Punjabi, being a very lyrical language, is frequently spoken and sung by adding a vowel after 
each consonant, e.g. "banke" is sung as banake, "atki" as ataki, etc. Until the new book is 
published we will continue to publish bhajans in Sun! Bani, as space allows. 
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On Receiving the Abhinandan Patm 
Sant Kirpal Singh Ji 

T HESE ARE A FEW things that I learnt 
at the feet of the Masters: man-mak- 

ing, man service, and land service. They 
have been my hobbies from the very be- 
ginning. T o  pursue these hobbies further, 
I sought admission in a medical college 
and an  agricultural college, but family cir- 
cumstances did not allow me to continue 
with my education. So the little under- 
standing that I got through the grace of 
God, I am giving out to you. This is the 
basic teaching of all Masters. The best 
school is that where a large number of 
students pass the examination. Likewise, 
the best social formation is that which 
turns out the maximum number of perfect 
men. One should remain grateful to those 
who molded him, and remember them 
always. But to each other we are all 
brothers and sisters in God. Real inte- 
gration is possible only on the level of 
man. There is nothing new in all this; 
these are the same old teachings handed 
down to us from time immemorial. T o  err 
is human; we forget; and Masters come 
from time to time to awaken us and to 
revive the teachings. 

All that has been done so far, I d o  not 
claim any credit for it; I know that it is 
God's grace working. The understanding 
that I have gained through parallel study 

This is the conclusion of the address 
given by the Master on being presented, 
on February 7, 1973, with the Abhinan- 
dar: Patra, an address of devotion and 
respect given by the heads of different 
faiths, at the time of Master's 80th birth- 
day celebrations [see Sat Sandesh, March 
19731, in recognition of the tremendous 
work of spiritual uplift and man-service 
performed by Him. 

of religions, or by studying the lives of 
great men, I am putting before you. And 
this has appealed to the people. You have 
love for me:, I too have love for you. At 
the Manav Kendra hundreds of men and 
women belonging to different social 
bodies and status in life toiled ceaseless- 
ly, inspired with the spirit of selfless ser- 
vice. In the bitter cold of the winter 
season they worked long in the night, 
sometimes to 2 a .m.  Judges, barristers, 
engineers, college principals, high of- 
ficials, worked side by side with common 
laborers and merged their separate iden- 
tities into one common purpose. Seeing 
them work, it was difficult to spot who 
was who. And they all sat together at  one 
place to take their meals. This is the basic 
thing in the teachings of all Masters. 

Remain in the social formation to 
which you belong; while remaining in it, 
reach the goal for which you have joined 
it. It is a blessing to  be in a social forma- 
tion. While there, one should achieve the 
purpose of being there, which is to know 
God. "Knowledge" means service, fel- 
low-feeling, and culture; leading to 
humanity. You have been given this 
honor; I am ashamed of it because the 
credit is not mine. I am trying my best 
and hope to become man some day . . . 
God is already there in man, but we have 
forgotten. Unless we advance spiritually, 
we cannot reach the goal. These few 
words that I have spoken come from the 
understanding that I gained through the 
grace of God by sitting at  the feet of the 
Masters. The credit that you have given 
me for it goes to the Almighty, and to the 
Master at  whose feet I had the good for- 
tune to sit and learn. With these words I 
thank you all. . . . 






