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In most books, the I, or first person, is omitted; in this it 
will be retained; that, in respect to  egotism, is the main dif- 
ference. 
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Preface 

This is a true story. Parts of it may be hard to believe, but 
they are true all the same. The narrative covers the entire 
period of my association with my guru, Kirpal Singh; the 
period of terrible confusion following his physical death in 
1974; and the sweet and wonderful way in which I was 
dragged to the meeting with his successor, Ajaib Singh. It 
ends with my second trip to  Ajaib Singh's ashram, in May 
1976. The story of course did not end there; but the many 
things that have happened since then-the beautiful, very 
fruitful association with Ajaib Singh, the tremendous ex- 
pansion of his work, the way in which hundreds of 
Westerners every year leave civilization behind for a two- 
week sojourn in his desert ashram, his world tours-may 
someday find their way into a book of their own: they are 
too much for this one. 

The scope, structure, chapter titles, and length of this 
book were all strictly laid down for me by Kirpal Singh, and 
1 have done my best to literally obey him. 

A few spiritual experiences have been included, with the 
Master's permission, wherever the narrative made no sense 
without them. These should not be understood to  imply any 
degree whatever of spiritual competence or  "advance- 
ment" on my part. Such experiences are, or ought to  be, the 
norm on the spiritual path, and the ultimate goal of the 
practitioner lies far beyond them. Further, any initiate can 
testify that if anything is clear to him, it is this: that any 
spiritual or mystical experience whatever is entirely a matter 



of grace: it is a gift of the Guru. None of us deserve anything 
along this line, and if we think we do, we are dead. 

I owe a great deal to many people, as the narrative 
(I hope) makes clear, especially to my family- Judith, 
Miriam, Eric- for living it with me. But I would be terribly 
amiss if I did not publicly note my gratitude to Susan Gilb, 
whose counsel and encouragement - always wise, never 
failing-was the factor which made it possible for me to 
obey the Master and write the book. I will always be grateful 
to her. 

RUSSELL PERKINS 

Preface to the 1989 Edition 
Most of this book was written eleven years ago, in the sum- 
mer of 1978, although I continued to work on it for two more 
years. A great great deal has happened since then, and I have 
given some thought to adding several chapters to bring the 
story up to date. Nevertheless, it still seems that that' should 
be another book, which may some day get written. 

I would like to once again express my profound gratitude 
and thanks for the infinite protective care and guidance of my 
Guru, working through the body of Ajaib Singh. Elsewhere I 
have written: "The story is not over, thank God; it continues, 
and one thing many of us have learned: the grace of God 
working through the living Master is full of surprises. To 
follow the Path . . . is an intensely real roller-coaster ride up 
and down the mountains of our Self, and at the end of it is 
more than we dreamed possible." That I have been given the 
grace of making that ride and beginning to discover what is 
there seems the greatest gift that anyone could be given. 

Rereading this book after a considerable time, it is impos- 
sible not to notice its many flaws. I appreciate and need the 
indulgence of the reader. 

R.P. 
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Ask, and it shall be given you; 
seek, and ye shall find; 
knock, and it shall be opened unto you: 

For everyone that asketh receiveth; 
and he that seeketh findeth; 
and to him that knocketh it shall be opened. 

MATTHEW 7: 7-8 

Whoever seeks the Satguru will surely find Him, 
for the Satguru is an incarnation eternally 
present on this earth. 

SAR BACHAN 2: 208 



CHAPTER ONE 

In Search of a Master 

This is the story of my adventures with two holy men. What 
is meant by "holy men"? What is holiness? For most of us, 
it is that which we don't have but unconsciously long for. 
For the greater part of our lives, the cry of our soul is just 
there: a long monotonous groan in the depths of our soul, 
going on so long that we have long since stopped hearing it. 
Every once in a while it forces its way through and we have 
to hear it-but we can only hear it through whatever hear- 
ing apparatus we have developed. If that is deficient, we will 
pick up one note only and act on that; but if it is whole, we 
will no  longer experience a groan, but an overwhelming 
symphony-a waterfall, in fact, carrying us with it as  it 
thunders forth our soul's insatiable, desperate, gasping 
need for holiness. 

There are several ways of understanding holiness: 
I )  Holiness is going home-returning to our source. That 

part of ourselves which wants t o  return is a part with which 
we are badly out of touch, so it is difficult for us to hear 
this. We have to get in touch with our soul in order t o  
understand it. Nevertheless, a holy person, by definition, is 
either a person who has returned home or  who is pre- 
occupied with returning home. 

2) Holiness is wholeness. By rearranging our sense of "I" 
and our various faculties so that we become aware of our 
soul's pain, we begin the process of making ourselves the 
unity we were born to be. 
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When we first begin to  hear the crying of our  own soul, 
the movement toward holiness begins. 

Another way o f  understanding holiness is as a brilliant 
white light which, as it passes through a prism, divides into 
many colors: honesty or  integrity, love, non-violence, 
chastity, etc. While it is rare to  find human beings who have 
made themselves fully whole, so that the brilliant white light 
shines unmistakeably from them, it is not so  rare to find 
human beings in whom one color is manifesting fully. Their 
lives may be badly flawed in other ways, but i f  they show us 
one facet of holiness in practice, they have the power to 
touch our  lives and move us deeply. 

The idea of "searching" for God,  or for some connec- 
tion to  Him, or  for Truth, o r  whatever, seems odd:  "Kabir 
says, I laugh when I hear the fish in the water is thirsty." 
Why d o  we have to  search for that which we already have? 
But most of the searching that we d o  in our  life is just that- 
looking for something we already have, but have lost touch 
with. No doubt  our  soul is there-but where? Can we hear 
it? Searching is another name for learning to  listen; for fit- 
ting a strand here and a strand there so  that gradually, little 
by little, a symphony emerges-the symphony that is our  
ultimate Self. 

But the first strand is undoubtedly the moan of the starv- 
ing soul. When we learn to  listen to  that, the rest follows. 
And with the first overwhelming awareness that the soul is 
in agony-that is to  say, that we are in agony-it becomes 
very clear that we need help. 

In my own life, I heard fragments and echoes of my 
soul's symphony at intervals from a very early age, but I 
became clever at evading them. One of my earliest 
memories is of my mother reading The Wizard of Oz to  me, 
and afterward taking me to  see the movie, which had just 
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come out .  This was in 1939, when I was four: both the book 
and the movie made a tremendous impression on me, and 
my earliest extended memories are centered on this double 
experience. I have always loved the story (indeed, all the Oz 
stories) but it is only as an adult that I came to realize what a 
powerful parable of the homegoing of the soul that story is, 
and to  speculate on just what degree of influence being ex- 
posed to  it so vividly so early had on my later life. 

Later I was given a comic book based on the Bible (Pic- 
ture Stories from the Bible). I loved it. It was full of stories 
of people who talked with God, presented as a very natural 
thing. It struck me as I read it that this was the norm-that 
it was meant for human beings to be on intimate terms with 
God.  I asked my mother about it, and she said that it was 
like that once, but not any more. I did not argue, but I felt 
in my heart that it was possible, even now. 

When I was fourteen, 1 began to  read the Bible. I thought 
it would be appropriate to begin with the life of Christ, so I 
started at  the beginning of the New Testament. I read with 
pleasure Matthew's account of Jesus's birth and the visit of 
the wise men, and then before I knew it, I was into the Ser- 
mon on the Mount. I had gone to church and Sunday- 
school all my life, and had been brought up  in a Christian 
family, but never had I heard anything like this. "Judge not 
that ye be not judgedv-I felt prickles going up the back of  
my neck. I thought, has anybody read this? Then how can 
society exist? "Blessed are the pure in heart for they shall 
see God." I thought, is that a promise? And if so, when? 
The  long section on swearing struck me as piercingly 
beautiful, and I memorized it. But underlying the whole 
was a sense of the universe which I had never come across 
once-even though I had associated with Christians all my 
life. This was bewildering to a fourteen-year-old; the im- 
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pression that I came away with was that what Jesus had 
taught had nothing to  d o  with Christianity. 

A year or  two later I read Thoreau's Walden in high 
school (not for high school-it was not assigned-but 
physically in it) and again the same reaction: I had heard 
about Thoreau all my life, and everyone spoke of him with 
respect, not t o  say veneration. But no one had ever read 
him. Because never in my life had I heard anyone say any- 
thing remotely comparable to the things I read in that book. 
Again I had that feeling of an underlying sense of the 
universe blocked off from me, but known to Jesus and 
Thoreau-as though they had been able to grasp its handle, 
while I was still groping for it; indeed before I read them, I 
didn't know it was there to grope for. 

In 1950, when I was fifteen, Billy Graham came to  
Boston and conducted a series of revival meetings that were 
given maximum publicity in the Boston Globe. We were liv- 
ing in New Hampshire and I could not attend personally, 
but I was fascinated: did these people understand what 
Jesus was talking about? I t  seemed to  me that they did; cer- 
tainly something was going on that had to d o  with the trans- 
formation of human life-or so it seemed. Jesus, God,  
death, the human soul, mattered. They occupied a central 
place in the evangelical consciousness, not pushed into a 
back corner and forgotten about except when convenient. 
The sense of urgency and personal concern about the status 
of one's soul struck me as real and important, and I took 
evangelicals and their understanding of the Bible very 
seriously. In due course., on July 11, 195 1, at what is now 
the Evangelical Baptist Church of Laconia, New Hamp- 
shire, I was "born again." 

I put quotes around that phrase because it has been a very 
long time since I have believed that what happened to  me on 



IN SEARCH OF A MASTER 7 

that night was what Jesus was talking about when he re- 
ferred to being "born again."' Certainly something real 
happened: the effort required to propel me forward in front 
of the whole congregation was enormous, and involved a 
tremendous emotional release. Despite having attended 
church for some time, I did not really understand the 
theology involved; I knew only that God required a public 
affirmation of my love for and surrender t o  Him, and of my 
faith in Christ. I did not grasp the subtler implications of 
the "vicarious atonement" theory for some time, and when 
1 did I didn't like it. I accepted it reluctantly for a while, 
then rejected the whole system. By that time (after two 
years in an evangelical college) I had come to the conclusion 
that evangelicalism had nothing more to d o  with Jesus than 
anything else-perhaps less. 

I objected primarily to the grafting of theology on to an 
experience that is real but indefinable. Whether o r  not the 
evangelical "born again" or "salvation" experience is the 
same thing that Jesus was talking about (and I will explain 
later why 1 don't think it is, and what I think Jesus was talk- 
ing about) the fact is that in itself it is an emotional ex- 
perience that can be very real and satisfying to the convert. 
But no  one would ever know, without an army of ministers, 
Bible "experts," and older Christians to tell him, that as 
part and parcel of his conversion he now believed in the 
Bible as absolutely infallible and inerrant; in a God who 
created human beings knowing fully well that the vast ma- 
jority would end up  in hell; in a view of the universe which 
considers it just and right that a loving and merciful God 
would confer infinite punishment for a finite sin. Later it 
became clear that no God worth worshiping would act in 
such a way as to make him morally inferior t o  his wor- 

1 .  See the third chapter of the Gospel of John. 
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shipers: if even I could see the injustice in an eternal hell as a 
response to a few years of struggle, why could not he? It 
seemed to  me that to worship such a God only to save my 
own skin made me as unworthy as he was. 

So  I left the evangelical faith in 1954, and I have never 
regretted it. 

In confusion over the falling apart of my faith, I lost in- 
terest in religion altogether and my longing for under- 
standing, for something to  fill that gigantic hole, was 
diverted into the theater. I entered Boston University 
School of Theater Arts in the fall of 1954 and for the next 
two years studied acting and directing with Alexander 
Kirkland, Peter Kass, Jose Quintero, and others. I loved it. 
1 got to know Shakespeare and Shaw really well ( I  had met 
them both previously) and made the acquaintance for the 
first time of Ibsen, Brecht, Chekhov, Synge and T.S. Eliot. 
Eventually I decided that I was better suited for writing than 
acting, and in the spring of 1956 I left Boston University, 
although I continued to live in the neighborhood and to 
maintain contact with many of my friends. 

During this period, I read The Brothers Karamazov and 
added Dostoevsky to my list of literary idols (I  also read 
War and Peace, but my love for Tolstoy came much later, 
with a second reading). More and more 1 thought of myself 
as a writer, and less and less did I write. Most of my energy 
went into the way I thought a writer should live-which in- 
cluded heavy drinking, party-going, eventually working as 
little as possible and "borrowing" money as much as possi- 
ble, and above all else, talk-endless gallons of talk, flow- 
ing flowing flowing into the bars, and when they closed, the 
all-night restaurants. There is a line from Allen Ginsberg's 
Howl, written about this time, that struck me when I first 
read it and has remained with me: "We sank all night in the 
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submarine light of Bickford's." It didn't seem to us that we 
were sinking; it seemed to us that we were handling and 
coming to grips with every possible problem in the universe. 
But in reality we were sinking and floundering in the endless 
tidal waves of talk. 

In the summer of 1956, I spent two months in a cabin on a 
friend's land in rural New Hampshire (not far from my 
parents' home) trying to  write a novel, and failing. That fall 
I returned to  Boston and began my last year of work as a 
hospital orderly. As the autumn turned into winter, my old 
questions and preoccupations began to return, though at 
first so subtly that I was hardly aware of them. For the first 
time in about three years, questions about ultimates 
gradually began to resume their accustomed place. 
Christmas week, 1956, was the premiere of The Ten Corn- 
rnandments, and I went to see it. It is not considered a great 
movie, I know; but I found it very compelling. The intense- 
ly personal nature of Moses' relationship to  God moved me 
deeply. I saw it several times. 

On New Year's Day 1957 1 was working as a call orderly 
at the New England Baptist Hospital. I was alone in the 
operating room all day; few if any calls came to me. I did 
my best t o  sort out the thoughts and feelings that had been 
building up. Certain things fell into place: I saw that either 
there was such a thing as Absolute Truth or  there was not; 
that if there was, then I knew with an overwhelming clarity 
that 1 had to  find it; and that since if there was no  Absolute, 
i t  didn't matter what I did, then why not act as though there 
was? I used the word "overwhelming"; although to  write 
about it requires many words and makes it seem like it was a 
reasoned out conclusion, in fact the entire realization oc- 
curred in a split second. The reasoning came afterward. 
From that day to this, I have understood that my main work 
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is to  find Absolute Truth; I am not speaking of  others. It 
was a personal understanding and has remained so. Several 
times in my life I have heard unmistakably the voice of my 
soul; this was the first, and from this all else followed. 

Still there was the problem of how. I had made an  inter- 
nal commitment of the profoundest seriousness, and for the 
first time in my life I felt at peace with the universe. But 
what to d o  next? I had no  idea. But suddenly the words 
from the Sermon on the Mount that had seared themselves 
on my soul years before came into my mind: "Ask, and it 
shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it 
shall be opened unto you: For everyone that asketh 
receiveth; and he that seeketh findeth; and to him that 
knocketh it shall be opened. O r  what man is there of you, 
whom if his son ask bread, will he give him a stone? . . . If ye 
then being evil, know how to give good gifts unto your 
children, how much more shall your Father which is in 
heaven give good things to  them that ask him?"2 I had 
never understood these words before; as with so many of 
Jesus's words, there is no  room for them in the traditional 
Christian theology. But now it was as though Jesus himself 
was speaking directly t o  my innermost essence, and these 
words sustained me and gave me hope through the coming 
months. I realized that since I had made my commitment t o  
the universe and meant it, it was up  to  the universe to show 
me what t o  d o  next; I also realized that while this seemed 
wildly, ridiculously presumptuous when put in these words, 
it was nonetheless exactly what Jesus meant. And so it hap- 
pened, in my experience, that the promise was kept and it 
was shown to  me without a doubt that Jesus's words mean 
exactly what they seem to  mean. 

The day after I had made my commitment, a friend of 
2. Matthew 7:7-11. 
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mine gave me a book, saying, "Here-] think you ought t o  
read this." The book was A New Model of the Universe, by 
P.D. Ouspensky, and I had never read a book like it; each 
paragraph was a new revelation. It was the book I needed, I 
saw that right away; it gave me the theoretical knowledge I 
needed to implement my search. Here for the first time I 
read about the idea of "esotericism"-that there is a 
knowledge having to  d o  with the attainment of Truth; that 
it has t o  be searched for, but it can be found; and that there 
are people living on earth now who have done this, and they 
are the ones who are to be sought-because, once found, 
they can help us become what they are. In his chapter on the 
Superman, Ouspensky wrote that when we search for the 
Superman outside of us, we find him within us; and that 
when we search for him withih, we find him without. That  
passage made a very powerful impression on me. 

While I was reading this book, I mentioned to  a good 
friend of mine-a poet-the lines along which I was think- 
ing, and he replied that he had had a similar experience and 
was also searching for higher things. This was amazing, 
because we had been friends for a year and a half and room- 
mates for three months and never once had this kind of 
thing been discussed between us. One day later he intro- 
duced me to another young man whom he had just met; this 
man was also searching for truth. And so it went; in a very 
short time a group of us ranging at  various times between 
four and eight had pooled our resources and our insights 
and were searching for truth together. 

We were very serious and our search was two-pronged, 
utilizing both books and real live people. In order t o  under- 
stand the nature of our undertaking, it is necessary to forget 
the developments of the past twenty years ( I  am writing in 
1978) and go back to  1957, when words likeguru and karma 
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were almost completely unknown; when nobody outside of 
the Seventh Day Adventist Church was a vegetarian; when 
esoteric and mystical ideas were almost totally confined 
to so-called "occult" circles: the world of psychics, 
astrologers, spiritualists, at that time almost exclusively 
middle-aged and middle-class, and generally considered 
something of a "lunatic fringe" by respectable intellec- 
tuals. Our search was a vastly different project then than it 
would be today: we were hampered by a scarcity of 
resources, a lack of anything promising to search among, 
whereas today the opposite is true: the seeker has to make 
his way through a luxuriant underbrush of often conflicting 
ideas before reaching what he is really after-unless he set- 
tles for less. 

Shortly after meeting my new friends and establishing 
ourselves as a serious group with real aims, one of them sug- 
gested that Ouspensky's In Search of the Miraculous would 
be much more helpful to me than A New Model of the 
Universe had been. He was right. New Model, while rich in 
concepts and seed ideas, had been disappointingly poor in 
specifics; In Search of the Miraculous was apparently a 
word-for-word transcript of a series of lectures given by 
G.I. Gurdjieff (whom I discovered for the first time) and 
specifics was what it was rich in. For the first time in my 
search I read the authentic words of a genuine contem- 
porary teacher of real knowledge and stature, and the effect 
was shattering. I became obsessed with the book; I thought 
about it constantly; I dreamed about it. It had the ring of 
truth, and I heard it. Through this book I understood what 
an "esoteric school'' was: a group of students learning how 
to transform and transcend themselves and realize their full 
potentiality by working and studying under a teacher who 
has already done it. I read for the first time that all human 
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beings are asleep, that they were unable to "do" or "act," 
but they could only react; that they were at the mercy of 
outer circumstances and stimuli, and their own involuntary 
longings and fears; that they were in fact "machines" 
rather than human beings, and as long as this condition per- 
sisted one could not speak of psychology but only of 
mechanics. A terrible picture of humanity indeed! Yet, 
looking at my own life and the lives of those around me, 
once all the sentiment and wishful thinking were swept 
away, it was self-evidently true. Besides, there was a way 
out: people who had come to understand the true state of 
affairs could, by working together and submitting 
themselves to the instruction and discipline of a competent 
teacher-not just intellectually competent-develop within 
themselves the capability of reversing the process, waking 
up, acting instead of reacting, and rising above the whole 
mess. 

Simultaneously with our reading, we personally explored 
every person or group in the Boston area who gave any in- 
dication of knowing more than we did. This was the phrase 
we used as a criterion, and of course we meant it in a very 
specific way. We meant that whoever we went to  should 
have achieved something real, but we did not demand that it 
be much: if it was more than we had achieved, we could 
learn something. We also decided that we would examine 
each person or group with an absolutely open mind as long 
as we were with them, and analyze and reflect only after- 
wards. In this way we would have the maximum opportuni- 
ty to learn. 

But we didn't learn much. My memories of those wintry 
Bostonian days and nights are a curious mixture of intense 
excitement and anticipation on the one hand, and a series of 
really ludicrous disappointments on the other. Drab, almost 
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sordid psychic meetings on second floors of slum buildings; 
negotiations with a five-foot tall, very plump Rosicrucian 
lady over how much she would charge us for our lessons 
(which nevercame off, for some reason I have forgotten); a 
meeting with a small, hand-rubbing Spiritualist minister 
and his large, formidable wife, both beautifully dressed, in 
their Back Bay apartment, during which they informed us 
of their life's ambition: that their spirit contact would 
someday blow on the trumpet that was sitting on their 
living-room floor. 

Yet in the midst of the struggle through these dead ends, a 
blast of hope almost overwhelmed us. It came, again, in the 
form of a book: Autobiography of a Yogi by Paramhansa 
Yogananda. Anyone who has read this book will surely 
agree that it is one of the most spectacular of all spiritual 
books, and it revolutionized our whole search, primarily by 
introducing a new word in our vocabulary: India. After 
reading a few pages, I knew as certainly as I had ever known 
anything that what I was searching for was in India; and I 
knew that what I was searching for was a Guru.  

We read the book to each other in the restaurants and 
coffee houses of Boston, lingering over cups of coffee as 
long as we dared in one place, then changing to another. If 
friends came by, we forced them t o  listen. Here I learned 
for the first time in any detail of the ideas of Karma and 
reincarnation; I understood what was meant by Maya or 
"illusion"; I heard for the first time the names of Kabir and 
Nanak, as well as made the acquaintance of hundreds of 
spiritual personalities-Eastern and Western-who jumped 
off the pages in a blaze of light; and above all, beginning 
with the very first sentence of the book, grasped the value of 
initiation and the supreme importance of the "disciple-guru 
relationship." When I think back of the effect that book 
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had on me-of the hope that it brought; the worlds it open- 
ed up; the encouragement that it gave-I realize that 1 owe 
its illustrious author an immense debt. 

Of all the figures so vividly presented in the book, the one 
who spoke to me most directly was also the most elusive. In 
fact, the average reader could be pardoned for doubting if 
he existed at all. Certainly many of my friends doubted 
it-those on whom I forced a reading of his adventures. I 
am referring, of course, t o  Babaji, the thousand-year old 
Himalayan yogi who was Yogananda's guru's guru's guru, 
and who was reputed to be living in the mountains still,3 
pursuing a miraculous way of life with a small band of 
disciples, which included (according to the book) two 
Americans. Two Americans! Oh,  wow! How I longed to  be 
the third American admitted to that little group! Some- 
where in my heart rose a firm commitment not t o  take 
anyone as a Guru who was of less stature than Babaji. It 
was a real vow, and I lived up to it. 

Some time after I read Autobiography of a Yogi I vis- 
ited my family in New Hampshire. On the train back to 
Boston I reflected on my experiences of the past months, 
and as 1 thought over all the people I had met and the 
books I had read, the ways in which my life had changed 
and the understanding I had gained, a tremendous wave 
of longing came over me, and with all my heart and soul 
and strength I wanted a Guru. I prayed to Babaji, "Please, 
please lead me to  a Guru; I would like it t o  be You, but 
if that's not possible, to  Someone not less great." It was 
the first time in my life that I had prayed with my whole be- 

3 .  Although Babaji has since been identified as Hariakhan Baba, who 
indisputably exists, this identification has been challenged by some, in- 
cluding a friend of mine who claims to have met the real Babaji 
personally. 
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ing, and that prayer was heard: but I was not answered right 
away. As if the effort t o  get that far had exhausted me, I 
went back to  sleep: I got involved with a girl, I put in a lot of 
effort t o  get my merchant seaman's card, and I forgot not 
all about my search, because what had happened remained 
with me-but mostly about it. It ceased to be the primary 
reality in my life. 

The first hint of awakening came one evening in 
September 1957. I was walking with a friend when I met one 
of the persons I had been seeking with. I had not seen him 
for several months. When he saw me, he pulled me aside, 
and said, "We've run across something that looks pretty 
good. Are you still interested?" I said politely that I was, 
and he gave me the place and time of, apparently, some 
kind of meeting, which I promptly forgot. 

About one month later, in late October, another friend 
who had been in our group came to  see me in my apartment. 
He didn't waste any time. "We've come across the real 
thing, and we think you ought t o  be a part of this too." I 
was polite but distant. "I'm not interested in anyone unless 
he's as high as Babaji." My friend leaned forward, looked 
at me steadily, and said with absolute conviction, "This 
man is higher than Babaji." Suddenly I was jolted 
awake-my heart skipped several beats, and I said wonder- 
ingly, "How can that be? Is he 900 years old?" My friend 
laughed. "No," he said, "He's not. But that's not the 
criterion. This man is a Satguru-a Master of Masters-the 
very highest Master there is." Satguru! I had never heard 
that word before. "What is his name?" "His name is Kir- 
pal." 

Kirpal! The very first time I heard that name-how many 
millions of times since? I was trembling and wide awake, 
but not yet fully believing-why should I have been? But 
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some part of me knew very well what was going on. My 
friend promised to  come and take me personally t o  the next 
meeting, and I agreed to go. He left me with a new name to  
roll in my mind-and I did. I thought about little else. 

I was working as a door-to-door salesman and hating it a t  
that time, and a few nights later, more stress-ridden than 
usual, I felt weak and faint. I remember stumbling down a 
flight of  stairs and huddling over a toilet seat somewhere, 
all the time repeating, "Kirpal-Kirpal-Kirpal-Kirpal." 
The name seemed right t o  me: it gave me joy and peace to 
repeat it; and it seemed as though I were calling on  an  old 
friend. Somehow I got through that night, and I felt 
grateful t o  this Kirpal-I had not yet even seen his picture- 
for helping me. 

On Monday night my friend arrived as premised, and we 
went to my first Satsang, which is what the followers of Kir- 
pal called their meetings. These Satsangs were held then in a 
little Vedanta Chapel at 202 Commonwealth Avenue in 
Back Bay, and the first thing that struck me as I entered the 
room was a huge picture of Ramakrishna, a nineteenth- 
century Indian Saint whom I had come to  love and respect 
through my reading. On the surface, his picture had 
nothing whatever to d o  with the Satsang; it was there 
because of the Vedanta group that used the Chapel also. 
But the sight of it was tremendously reassuring t o  me and 
gave me a sense of continuity. Then I saw the picture of Kir- 
pal. I stared at it for several seconds, and all I can say about 
my first reaction to  the picture of my Guru is, that it was no 
surprise. I d o  not mean that it came as a great emotional 
recognition; it was not like that at all. It is just that it was no  
surprise; I said, mentally, "Of course, that is the way he 
looks." And I felt happy. 

When I looked around the room, I noticed several friends 
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from my seeking days, including the young woman who 
later became my wife-Judith Weinberg. Altogether about 
fifteen people probably-the ones who I did not know were 
all older than I, including the Group Leader, a motherly 
woman from Roslindale who, then and always, treated me 
with great kindness. The meeting included a lot of reading, 
most of which I didn't understand although there were 
ideas I was certainly familiar with, and a half-hour medita- 
tion, which was pleasant but unconclusive. After it was 
over, we-the young people, plus a few others, including 
Wava, the Group Leader-retired to a nearby Hayes- 
Bickford's, where a great deal of information was given me 
at once-more that I could comfortably assimilate. I 
learned that the Master's full name was Kirpal Singh; that 
he had been brought up  in the Sikh religion of India; that he 
was 63 years old at that time; and that he had visited Boston 
for a few days just two years previously, at which time most 
of the people who had been present at the meeting had been 
"initiated" and had in that way become his disciples. I 
learned that there was a special esoteric practice to  be in- 
itiated into-it was called Shabda Yoga or  Sant Mat ,  they 
told me-and that I also could be initiated, but first I had to  
be a vegetarian for at  least three months. A vegetarian! 
That stopped me. In all my readings I had never noticed the 
vegetarian idea connected with mysticism (although of 
course, as I realized later, this was due to my own careless- 
ness: Yogananda, for example, was a vegetarian and spe- 
cifically mentions it in Autobiography of a Yogl]. Besides I 
had only met two vegetarians in my life (one of them a black 
Seventh-Day Adventist who had worked with me as an 
orderly; the other was Judith, my future wife, who had 
become a vegetarian from inner conviction while still in 
high school). The idea of me becoming a vegetarian did not 
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fit in with any notions I had about my "image," and I 
didn't like it. I asked, "Why?" and I was told that the lives 
of  animals are worth something in the eyes of God,  Who  
also made them, and that killing and/or eating any form of 
animate life causes heavy karmic reaction and stands in the 
way of successful meditation. This answer was plausible 
enough in the light of the little that I already knew, but I still 
didn't like it and 1 was far from convinced. (Much later I 
came across the Buddha's comment in The Surangama 
Sutra which sums up the teaching perfectly: "If anyone is 
trying to practice meditation and is still eating meat, he is 
just like a man who is putting his hands over his ears and 
shouting and then complains that he cannot hear anything.") 

Other things that were explained to me that night suited 
me much more; a lot of i t  was familiar. The ideas of Karma 
and Reincarnation, for example, had figured in many of the 
books I had read, especially Yogananda; so the image of the 
soul taking birth in body after body while carrying with it 
always the effects of  its actions (the totality of which, 
"good" or "bad," is called Karma) gave me no  trouble at 
all. Neither did the concept of the Satguru as a God-sent be- 
ing whose primary purpose was to free us from this endless 
series of rebirths, show us what our real possibilities were, 
and help us t o  realize them. But how he did this was both 
new to me and very appealing: for the first time in my life I 
heard about the Sound Current. For the first time in my 
life; yet, as I listened, I knew that I had heard it all before, 
long ago, and that I was rediscovering something that I had 
always known but had forgotten. 

The "Sound Current" is a rough English translation of 
the Sanskrit word Shabda and its modern Hindi equivalent, 
Shabd (pronounced something like "shubbud"); it is a 
poor translation but no  better alternative has yet been sug- 
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gested. It is poor because it is inadequate. The concept or 
fact that the term represents is tremendous: God is seen as 
Absolute, indescribable, inconceivable, unreachable: the 
only way He can be described at all is to  say that He is an 
Ocean of Love. And what is called the Sound Current or 
(sometimes) the "Word" is a tidal wave of that ocean, 
manifesting as Light and Sound on different levels in dif- 
ferent ways, and ultimately projecting Itself as the created 
Universe and as all individual persons within that Universe 
-from the personal God Himself to the lowest form of 
microscopic life. ("In the beginning was the Word, and the 
Word was with God, and the Word was God . . . All things 
were made by him; without him, nothing was made that was 
made . . . In him was life; and the life was the light of 
men.")4 Therefore, if any individual could penetrate 
deeply enough within himself he would eventually find the 
Sound Current there, and ultimately the Ocean from which 
the Current came. Such a person, who has become one with 
the "Word" or  the essence of the Universe, is called a 
Satguru; and from our point of view it may be unclear as to 
whether he has become one with the Word or  the Word has 
become one with him. ("And the Word was made flesh, 

5 and dwelt among us" . . . ) Such a Satguru continues to 
live on in the world, but only to help others achieve what he 
has achieved; that is his work. He does that by showing 
those who want his help how to contact the Sound and 
Light within themselves and eventually reach the absolute, 
the Ocean of Love. 

It was a supremely breathtaking view of the universe, and 
I took it seriously from the beginning. I did not necessarily 
accept it all at once-it was too much for me; but I certainly 

4. John 1:l-4 
5. John 1:14 
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respected it. I noted, for example, that while Light and 
Sound were the primal projections or  manifestations of  
God,  His essence would have to be love. It followed that a 
Satguru or  a Master would be an incarnation of love. This 
was certainly how his disciples viewed him, and my inclina- 
tion was to agree; but of course 1 had little enough to  go  on 
that first night: a subjective reaction to his name, his pic- 
ture, and some of his words. How did I know anything? 
And I did not want to give up eating meat. 

But 1 did. It didn't happen overnight, but it happened. 
For about six weeks I marked time: I continued to  attend 
Satsang, I studied Kirpal Singh's writings (which in those 
days consisted of a few pamphlets; none of his books in 
English had been published yet), and I let the teachings roll 
around in my mind. I made no changes in my life other than 
that. I studied carefully his writings on Karma, which I 
already knew something about from Yogananda and 
others, because the teaching on diet was closely bound up 
with Karma. Kirpal Singh taught, as we have seen, that all 
life is one, a projection or  manifestation of the Word: that 
to kill, especially to eat, any form of life that is animate or  
conscious (or is an embryo form of such life) is a serious 
crime against less-developed children of God; we are, in 
other words, not supposed to build our bodies on the pain 
and suffering of others. He also taught that while i t  was also 
a crime, ultimately, t o  kill and eat plants, that we had no  
choice while in the physical world-to maintain our bodies 
we had to eat something; and the Karma or  penalty incurred 
for killing plants was not so heavy as to prevent us from 
meditating and penetrating through to  our essence. 
Because, really, the justification for vegetarianism was 
practical: to eat meat prevented us from meditating effec- 
tively and finding that which we wanted to find. If we 
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wanted to meditate effectively and reach our  goal, we had 
to  stop eating meat. Very simple. Very logical. But I didn't 
like it. Intellectually, I could see it; but i t  didn't connect 
with anything inside me. And I didn't want to make such a 
major change without an inner conviction. 

I went home to  New Hampshire for Thanksgiving, as was 
my habit; and on Thanksgiving Day we had, as usual, a 
turkey. My parents tended to  make an elaborate ritual over 
their Thanksgiving turkey, and I had always thought it a lot 
o f  fun-as well as enjoying the turkey. But on this occasion 
the pattern broke: as I was looking at the turkey lying on the 
dish just before my father began carving it, my perspective 
consciously shifted (that is to  say, I felt it shifting) just a lit- 
tle bit, and I saw very clearly that what was lying there on  
the plate was not delicious food for me, but a corpse-the 
ruins of something that had once enjoyed pleasure and felt 
pain even as I did, and that had been of infinite worth in the 
eyes of God.  I saw this in a split second-in much less time 
than i t  takes to  write about it-and, while I reluctantly ate 
the turkey that day, i t  was the last time: the next morning I 
vowed to  become a vegetarian. I did not eat meat again. 

That winter I lived through what might be called a final 
orgy of "beatnik-ism." Knowing that I would be initiated 
soon and that demands of responsibility and moral living 
would be made on me, I quit my job and lived as a bum for 
several months. This was not the first time I had done this, 
and i t  was not the last: once more after my initiation I 
would go through a bout of this disease. Knowing myself as 
I do ,  and observing what has happened to many of my 
friends who were temperamentally like me, I feel that i t  is 
only due to  grace that I did not end up  on Skid Row. My in- 
clination and aptitude toward this kind of life were very 
pronounced; they were eradicated with difficulty, but they 
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were eradicated, and for that I can only thank God.  
Toward the end of this period-just after 1 had pulled out 

of the inertia and gotten a job and an apartment, in late 
March-I was given, by the grace of God,  an actual first- 
hand experience of  the greatness of this particular Mas- 
ter. I was neither expecting it nor desiring it; I was at 
peace with myself, the decision having been made and the 
turmoil over. In those days Satsang closed with a half-hour 
meditation, to which everybody, initiated or not initiated, 
was welcome-and fairly detailed instructions were given 
(this was before Kirpal Singh had clarified his wishes on this 
matter). I always participated in the meditations and en- 
joyed them, although nothing had ever happened-I had 
seen nothing, heard nothing, experienced nothing. But then 
I didn't expect to-I wasn't initiated, after all-so i t  didn't 
bother me much. 

But on this particular night, just after Wava had put us 
into meditation, I experienced a calmness and peace that 
went far beyond anything I had experienced before. I 
became completely immersed in it and lost all track of time, 
so that I have no idea how much time had gone by when I 
became aware that something was going to happen. I don't  
know how I knew this, but I did. Suddenly I was looking 
into a long, long tunnel made of the most beautiful golden 
light; i t  was as though I was standing at one end of the tun- 
nel, looking down i t  toward the other end. Far away in the 
distance at the other end of the tunnel I could see a figure 
moving-a very tiny figure, because i t  was very far away. 1 
couldn't take my eyes of f  it-l was completely fascinated 
by that little figure moving towards me. As I watched, it 
came closer and grew bigger, and finally I was able to make 
out the features of Kirpal Singh, so often seen in photo- 
graphs. Slowly, but with increasing speed, he came closer 
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and closer; I was able to  observe in minute detail his walk 
and the way he stood. His hands were hanging by his sides, 
palms toward me, and on his face was the most beautiful, 
loving, compassionate smile that I had ever seen-the 
knowledge of the whole universe was in that smile. Closer 
and closer he came, walking on the Light (although I also 
understood that all the Light I was seeing was in reality 
coming from him); smiling on me all the while till I thought 
he was going to  walk right into me; but just as he loomed so 
large in my inner vision that everything else was blotted out 
the Group Leader called us out of meditation and I lost it. 

The  impact of that experience was almost more than 1 
could bear; it almost shattered me. I had never had an ex- 
perience remotely like it in my whole life, and suddenly I 
was forced t o  treat as a reality that which I had been treating 
as an abstraction. The realness of the Path I had chosen to  
follow was forced on  me, as it were; I had had my nose 
rubbed in glory. 

About six weeks later, on May 11, 1958, six persons were 
initiated into the Shabd Yoga by a representative of Kirpal 
Singh in Boston. Five of them, including my future wife, 
Judith, and myself, had been fellow-seekers after Truth 
since the year before. Once again Jesus's words, "Seek and 
ye shall find," had proven true; our  Father does not give us 
a stone if we are hungry for bread. The  Universe keeps the 
promises it makes. 



CHAPTER TWO 

Meetings With The Master 
1. Before He Came 

Five years passed between my Initiation and my first physical 
meeting with my Master; five difficult, interesting, vigorous, 
but in terms of the Path, futile years. My Initiation had been 
satisfying, although my meditation experiences were consid- 
erably less spectacular than the astral meeting with the Master 
described above. Still I had been given a contact with the 
Light and Sound, I found meditation both easy and enjoy- 
able, and I certainly did make progress of a sort, in that my 
connection with the inner Light and Sound grew stronger, 
and my awareness of them more acute, daily. My meditations 
were so easy, in fact, that I took them for granted and forgot 
altogether that it was the Master who was making these things 
happen. I became careless about the disciplinary require- 
ments I had promised to observe: I resumed drinking alcohol, 
although I had agreed not to; 1 was careless about the dietary 
prohibitions; and I largely ignored the chastity requirement, 
mainly because I didn't understand it and resented it. In fact I 
used the occasion of my marriage as an excuse for a long 
period of intense sensual satisfaction, during which I grew 
more and more politically oriented and eventually stopped 
meditating completely. 

The period of my non-meditation was exactly two years: 
September 1959 to September 1961. During this period 
many essential things happened: my two children were 
born; after moving around the country, we eventually set- 
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tled down in Sanbornton, New Hampshire, the same town I 
had been brought up in; and after some more bouts with ir- 
responsibility, I learned the trade of a printer, and got a 
steady job. But I had forgotten all about the Path and the 
Master. 

One afternoon in September 1961 I was working on a 
paper-cutter at  the print-shop when the thought came to  me 
completely unexpectedly: "Suppose I went back on the 
Path? What would it be like?" I began thinking, as 1 
worked, of all of the adjustments and accommodations I 
would need to  make before such a thing could happen; at 
first it seemed impossible, but by the end of the afternoon, I 
knew that it had already happened, in spite of me: I was go- 
ing back on the Path. I went home and told Judith and she 
was astounded; she did not share my feelings then but she 
did a little later. 

The next morning I got up early and sat for medita- 
tion-the first time in two years. I assumed that it would be 
as easy as it had been before I had stopped. I got a bitter 
lesson indeed-one of the bitterest I had ever gotten up to  
that time. I sat with my eyes closed and saw nothing what- 
soever-no Light at all. I listened for the Sound, and there 
was dead silence. With one great rush I understood the 
enormity o f  what I had done: I had been given the greatest 
of gifts and I had thrown it away. Tears of self- 
recrimination and self-pity flooded my eyes as I recalled 
how easy it had been and how thoroughly I had taken for 
granted that precious gift. I understood very well that now I 
would have to work hard and struggle in order to regain 
that which I had lost. 

That day I wrote a letter to the Master. I worked very 
hard over it, as I was aware that I had not been worthy of 
what he had given me, and I wanted to impress him. I 
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mailed the letter, and a week or  so later there was a letter 
from him in the mailbox. 1 was amazed: a week! It took 
usually a month for letters to get to the Master and back. 
What could this mean? I read the letter, and it was clear that 
he was not replying to my letter at all; he had written me 
without me writing him-a very unusual circumstance. 
Reflecting further, I realized that he must have written the 
letter about  the time I had decided to come back on the 
Path-that his attention had been directed toward me at  
that time. I t  was the first instance in my life of the Protec- 
tion of the Master, but by no  means the last. 

The days continued and so did my struggles with medita- 
tion. What had once been ridiculously easy was painfully 
difficult, and I usually did not sit for more than a half-hour. 
After a few months, I did begin to hear the Sound again, 
but the Light was kept from me (except for one isolated but 
joyful sitting about a year after I started again) until the 
Master came in person and gave it back to  me. 

Some months later, in the Spring of 1962, 1 learned that 
there would be a big gathering of disciples from all over the 
East Coast in Boston on the first weekend in May. I had not 
seen any brothers or  sisters since I had left the Path more 
than two years before. I wanted to go, but I was afraid. I 
was afraid that the others would be more spiritual than I; 
that they would judge and condemn me for having left the 
Path; that I would not be at home in such rarified company, 
and that 1 would not like it; and I was afraid of the hazards 
or  uncertainty that precedes anything new, or  any major 
departure from the norm. But I also wanted to go, very 
much. 

I drove down to Boston on a beautiful Saturday morning 
and, since the meeting was to be held on Marlboro Street, I 
parked my old Jeep station wagon in a parking lot near 
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where Marlboro Street runs into the Public Gardens. Then I 
walked up the street. As I grew nearer to the building where 
the meetings were being held, all my fears rose up in one 
mighty rush, and I began to sweat and tremble. The closer I 
came, the more certain I was that I couldn't go in. I was 
noticing the numbers on the doors and, as I drew abreast of 
the correct house, I made up my mind with absolute convic- 
tion: "No! I will not go in: I'll call up some of my old bud- 
dies and drink beer with them." And I kept on walking. 

Not more than three steps later, a large, heavy-set white- 
haired woman, neatly dressed in black, whom I had never 
seen before, stood squarely in my way and spoke to me: 
"Hey! Do you know which house this Hindu thing is in?" I 
said politely, "I believe it's in that one there7'-pointing. 
She looked me in the face a moment and then said, "Come 
on! Let's go in!" grabbed me by the wrist with a vise-like 
grip and led me into the house, up the stairs, right into the 
meeting room. 

Now this woman was a real person; I later got to know 
her a little bit, although we never discussed this incident. 
She was a real person, not an apparition conjured up by the 
Master. But if she had been an apparition, the effect of her 
appearance on me could not have been greater. This was the 
second time that the Master had deliberately and directly in- 
terceded with me to save me from myself and, while it 
would not be the last time, in some respects it remains in my 
memory as the most miraculous of all my experiences with 
him. This incident, in bright sunlight on Marlboro Street in 
Boston, with the Master working through the form of an 
old fat woman, perhaps symbolizes better than any other 
the basic benevolence of the Universe, once an individual 
seeker has committed himself to  its care. For the fact is that 
those two days of meetings were wonderful; no one judged 
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me; 1 was treated with great love and respect by everyone; 
all my fears proved groundless, and I received an enormous 
lift. Had I not gone in I doubt that I would have survived. I 
needed very badly the company of those who were doing the 
same thing I was. 1 had gone as far as I could alone, and the 
Master knew it. 

A few months later the Master's American Represen- 
tative asked me to  hold Satsang in Sanbornton. I was reluc- 
tant to d o  so, and wrote the Master myself t o  make sure it 
was really all right with him. He replied that he was glad to  
learn that I was holding Satsang! My reluctance continued, 
however, and it was another six months before I started do- 
ing it. 

That September (1962) we purchased the abandoned 
farm that later became known as "Sant Bani Ashram." It 
was never, at any time, our intention to found an  ashram. 
We were looking for an isolated place in the country to  live 
quietly and raise our kids. We named our place "Sant Bani 
Farm" (I  took the name from an  old book published during 
Baba Sawan Singh's lifetime by the "Sant Bani Book 
Depot"; the name stuck with me-it has various meanings 
in Sanskrit and Hindi: "The Teachings of the Saints," 
"The Voice of the Saints," etc.) and 1 felt moved to name 
our farm accordingly, although it did not seem particularly 
appropriate. 

In December 1962 occurred my last encounter with an  
esoteric school other than Sant Mat. Some friends of ours, 
also initiated, had left the Path and were studying with 
Willem Nyland, a teacher of the Gurdjieff system who had 
known and studied with Gurdjieff personally. Because In 
Search of the Miraculous had played such a n  important 
part in my own search, and because it was really getting dif- 
ficult for me to  practice the Path in the continuing physical 
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absence of  my Guru,  I was intensely curious, and we at- 
tended the meetings with Mr. Nyland for about a month. I 
was greatly impressed by him-he seemed the freest man 1 
had met up  to  that point-and I found what he had to say 
really helpful. Nevertheless, every attempt on my part to 
put the system into practice in my life ended disastrously 
and I was forced to the conclusion that it was not for me: I 
had my Guru, my Path was laid out for me, and anything 
else that I did was only an evasion of the work that I had to 
do .  It seemed clear t o  me, though, that Gurdjieff's teaching 
and Kirpal Singh's teaching sprang ultimately from the 
same source, as there were many points of contact: the 
psychology of both systems especially were similar. I 
understood this better later on when the writings of Idries 
Shah proved conclusively that Gurdjieff's system was de- 
rived from the Sufis. Since Sant Mat was taught by many 
Sufi Masters (including the grestest of all, Jal-al-luddin 
Rumi, as well as Rabia Basri, Shamas Tabrez, Bulleh Shah, 
Hazrat Bahu, and many others) it was evident that the 
chances of contact were great. 

Shortly after we stopped attending the Nyland meetings, 
we began holding Satsang (in January 1963); those meetings 
have continued since then without a break. 

That  Spring we learned that the Master might be making 
his second world tour very soon. Skeptical at first because 
we had heard similar rumors many times before, we none- 
theless invited him to visit our  farm. We never dreamed that 
he would really come: attendance at  our weekly meetings 
was still tiny, and there was only one person besides 
ourselves who had taken the initiation. But to our intense 
amazement and joy, and against all consistencies of logic, 
he accepted our invitation. 

In June we learned that he had left India and was actually 
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in Europe, on the first leg of his tour. Sometime in August 
we received a copy of the tour schedule and found that he 
would arrive in Washington, D.C., on the first of 
September, and that he would be at Sant Bani Farm on Oc- 
tober 11. Incredible! Five years after our initiation, and two 
years after we had come back to the Path, we were going to 
see our Master in the flesh. 

2. America 1963-64 

He did arrive in the United States on September 1 ,  1963, a 
Sunday, and although we missed the first sight of him at  the 
airport, we saw him later that same day. I think everyone 
can imagine the excitement and anticipation mixed with a 
little fear (suppose he wasn't what he was supposed to  be?) 
that was with us all during the long trip from New Hamp- 
shire down t o  Washington. When we got there it was about 
3:30 p.m., and Mr. Khanna told us that Master was just 
leaving for the Friends Meeting House to hold Satsang, and 
we could follow him over. We jumped in the car, backed in- 
to a driveway across the street so that we were facing the 
house directly, and just at  that instant Master came out! We 
had a marvelous darshan for just half a minute; even now, 
after seeing him many hundreds of times, I cannot forget 
that first incredible sight of him coming out of the house 
and getting into the car. Just the way he held his magnifi- 
cent head and walked out was moving beyond words. At 
sight of him, Judith burst into tears: and I was over- 
whelmed with a sense of my own triviality. Seeing him, I 
understood instantly why the books lay such stress on the 
company of Saints. 

Master stayed in Washington for 27 days, but we were 
only there for three of them; our house was badly in need of 
a great deal of work before it  would be fit for him. The 
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night we were due to  leave, he granted us a very sweet dar- 
shan in his room, gave us parshad, ' and talked lovingly 
about coming to our farm. H e  also told us very firmly that 
we should stay over and attend the meditation he was con- 
ducting the next morning. We did. 

I had never attended a group meditation conducted by 
the Master before, and was totally unprepared for this one 
(the first of the 1963 tour). After giving us really excellent 
instructions, he left the room for an hour while we sat; on 
returning, he questioned each person individually as to 
what he had seen. The problem was, as usual, I had seen 
nothing; I hadn't expected anything different really; it 
didn't bother me, because it was what I was used to. I no- 
ticed, however, with a real sense of foreboding, that out of 
a hundred people or  so in the room, I was one of maybe 
four that hadn't seen any light at all. Person after person 
reeled off their experiences while I listened incredulously; 
even my wife had had an  experience! But not me. 

By the time Master reached me, I had irrationally worked 
myself up  into some kind of weird depression in which I was 
blaming Master for not giving me anything. H e  looked at 
me. "Yes?" "Nothing, sir" (sullenly). "Nothing?" 
"Nothing." He fixed me with the most penetrating gaze I 
had ever seen. "Why not?" "I don't know, sir." "Were 
you conscious of your breathing?" "No, sir." "Did you 
have a headache?" "No, sir." "Then why not?" "I don't  
know, sir." (In my heart I was thinking, Aren't you suppos- 
ed to  know that? Isn't it your fault?) Master looked at me 
again. Oh ,  God,  that gaze! "Everyone else had this thing; 
why not you?" I was defeated: I said weakly, "I don't  

1 .  Parshad is any gift, but especially food, given by a Master: it carries 
his charging. 
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know, sir." He looked at me again. "Are you initiated?" 
(Oh God,  I thought. Oh God! Doesn't he know whether 
I'm initiated or  not? Oh God, oh  God!) "Yes, sir." "Did 
you have an experience when you were initiated?" "Yes, 
sir." "If you had then, why not now?" 'I don't know, sir." 
He looked at  me again, a long, long look. "All right; go and 
sit over there; I will give you another sitting later." I did not 
get another sitting; we had to leave too soon. In the car on 
the way home, all the pent-up rage and frustration and 
humiliation burst through, and for many minutes I am 
afraid that I cursed the name of the Son of God: I can say 
this because I know that he has long since forgiven me. 

(Later of course it became perfectly clear to me what 
Master had been doing with me in those minutes: H e  had 
been giving me a crash course in humility and ego-smashing 
which I desperately needed if there was to be any hope for 
me at all. He knew perfectly well, of course, exactly who I 
was and if I was initiated or  not: just the night before he had 
assured me that he would come to our farm. But every one 
of his questions was aimed at breaking down a very hard 
rock of arrogance which was effectively preventing any fur- 
ther development. Just two nights previously I had been in- 
troduced as a group leader, much to my ego's satisfaction; 
to be asked by the Master himself in front of the same peo- 
ple if I was initiated or not was so humiliating it was 
unbearable. But Masters don't fool around; they look into 
the heart of the disciple and give him what is required in 
order to bring about the greatest possible growth.) 

Eventually I calmed down, and even the nightmare of 
those minutes faded away; remaining were the very moving 
recollections of the way Master looked as he moved about, 
the loving darshan that he had given us, and the sense of 
timelessness that had pervaded the whole stay; as though we 
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had stepped out of the modern world for a few days. 
Anyway, we had a great deal of work to do,  preparing for 
his visit; so much work that there was literally no  time for 
morbidity. We worked day and night; I had left my job and 
Judith and I did nothing but work on  the house twelve or  
fourteen hours a day. My meditations which were no  good 
anyway were forgotten about (Judith kept hers up by get- 
ting by with two hours sleep a night-literally); all sense of a 
future was lost-as far as we were concerned, the world 
ended on October 11 (the day Master was coming). Those 
were difficult days in many ways, but I think they were the 
happiest days of my life up  to  that point, despite the fact 
that the repairs on the house involved our going into debt 
with absolutely no  assurance of being able t o  pay it back. 
But we could see only one thing-the Master was coming! 

The next time we saw him was in Boston at  Mildred 
Prendergast's house where he was staying. 

He was sitting on Millie's bed, crosslegged. His face 
seemed sad, and the total effect of his presence was that he 
seemed too large for the room. He looked at  me and asked 
right away, "How are your meditations?" (Oh, no!) "Not 
so good." "Why not?" I started to say, "Because I've been 
working on  the house, getting ready for you," but didn't. 
Somehow, something in me knew better. He  looked at  me. 
"Are you initiated?" This time half of my mind gave up 
and spun off a great distance away. From what seemed like 
many miles I heard my voice say, "Yes, Master." "When 
were you initiated?" "May 1958, Master." H e  looked 
thoughtful. "Five years. That's a long time." Suddenly I 
realized that while his words were hard, his tone was very 
gentle; and I saw the love in His gaze. H e  asked me very 
softly, "What is the use of taking the Initiation if you are 
not going to  d o  anything with it?" Suddenly the part of my 



MEETINGS WITH THE MASTER 35 

mind that was away came back, and I felt with that ques- 
tion, It's going to be all right. I looked at  him. "No use, 
Master." But I was beginning to  understand. 

That night Master gave the second of three discourses at  
the Second Church in Boston. It was difficult t o  follow his 
talk: the accoustics were bad and there was a decided echo; 
but if ever a Biblical prophet stood in a Christian church it 
was that night. 

Two days later, on Thursday, October 10 (his last day in 
Boston, and the day before he came to  Sant Bani) he gave 
Initiation. Something very strong told me to  attend that In- 
itiation, and I did. I got up  early on a frosty morning and 
drove down to Boston, my heart singing; Master had given 
me peace, though I could see no  reason for it. At the Initia- 
tion, the first ever that I had attended with Master personal- 
ly conducting, he gave me back everything I had lost and 
more besides. Never in my life had I swum in the Ocean of 
Light as I did that blessed golden morning in Boston. "Oh 
God,  thank you, Oh God,  thank you," I kept saying over 
and over, tears in my eyes. After the sitting the Master came 
around asking the new initiates what they had seen. H e  
came to  the back where we older ones were sitting and asked 
cheerfully, "Everything all right here?" I could say nothing; 
I looked at  him and caught his eye, and he twinkled. O h  
thank God! Thank God! And it was all him; he knew all 
about everything and always had! 

The following day he came to  Sant Bani Farm, and our 
new life in him began. Later it seemed that the great gulf 
fixed between the old and the new opened on this day. One 
twenty-four hour period and what changes it wrought! All 
of  the hard work and the nightmare anxiety of the previous 
five weeks faded away in the unearthly joy those twenty- 
four hours brought. After it was over, I reflected that it was 



3 6 THE IMPACT OF A SAINT 

the one event in my life that had not only been as good as I 
could have imagined, but infinitely better. I understood for 
the first time what it is like to be loved-really loved-by 
Someone Who  knew what I really was. I had a taste, that is, 
of the love of God.  

I had gone (with our three-and-a-half-year old daughter 
Miriam) to  the nearest exit off Interstate 93 to  meet him and 
the caravan (five or six cars) that was accompanying him. 
When we arrived at Sant Bani, I jumped out of my car and 
rushed over to his. Judith, with our two-year old son, Eric, 
in her arms was already greeting him. He spoke to us very 
kindly, and slowly climbed the little hill on which the house 
stood. When he reached the front door, he turned and 
looked slowly and thoughtfully over the beautiful New 
Hampshire landscape spread out before him. H e  laughed 
and said, very quietly, almost under his breath, "Nature is 
always beautiful, except when tormented by man.' '  Then he 
went in the house. 

A little later Judith and I were looking out the back win- 
dow when we saw him walking up the little hill behind the 
house to a large and prominent rock under a cherry tree. He 
was accompanied only by Bibi Hardevi (called Tai Ji), his 
housekeeper who looked after his needs. When he reached 
the rock, he took off his turban and lay down on the grass, 
Tai Ji squatting nearby. Judith and I watched wide-eyed; 
we nudged each other in suppressed excitement. What hap- 
pened then was surely the most light-hearted Satsang ever! 
As the disciples discovered where he was, they gathered 
around him (there were about fifteen or  twenty people) 
while he sat on the rock, put them in meditation, tossed 
them parshad apples, joked and teased with them, took pic- 
tures of them (because they had been taking pictures of 
him) and in general made them very happy. But not me: I 
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and three others were at the Unitarian Church in nearby 
Franklin, where the Master was scheduled to speak that 
night, getting the auditorium ready for his talk. We missed 
the whole thing. 

That night the Master gave his talk, and a very good talk 
it was, to a good-sized crowd which asked interesting ques- 
tions afterward. 

Toward the end o f  the taik, he mentioned that he was 
happy to  have spent the day at  "Sant Bani Ashram." This 
was the first time that our farm had ever been referred to in 
that way, and our subsequent use of the term dates from 
that moment. 

Judith rode to  the church that night in the car with the 
Master. O n  the way in, he said to  her, "Your husband 
missed everything this afternoon." She explained, and he 
nodded. 

The following morning a group meditation was held at  
our now-ashram. It was the first time I had meditated since 
the Master had given me back the light two days before. 
This time the Light was even more intense and more bright; 
and through it I caught glimpses of much more. When the 
Master came to  me afterward, I told him what I had seen, 
and he twinkled. Later I went up to  him and said, "I just 
want to thank you for that beautiful meditation this morn- 
ing. I know I couldn't have done it by myself." H e  looked 
at me and said, matter-of-factly, "Well, you missed all the 
fun yesterday," and smiled into my eyes. 

Later that same morning he was standing behind the big 
house alone, and I went up to him: "Last night I heard you 
refer to this place as an ashram. Judith and I have talked it 
over, and we agreed that we would like to give it t o  you." 
H e  said, "You keep custody! Maintain it according to  my 
teachings, that's all." 
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We all left around noontime, after an orgy of picture- 
taking, for Kirpal Ashram in Vermont, managed by Nina 
Gitana. That night the Master spoke at Goddard College in 
nearby Plainfield. I was standing in the back of the hall, 
watching him intently; I was amazed to see that all through 
the talk his face kept literally changing into that of his 
Master, Baba Sawan Singh of Beas, who died in 1948. I had 
often heard o f  this phenomenon but had never before per- 
sonally witnessed it, although I was to see it fairly often 
from this time on .  It was a very specific and tangible thing: 
he would look down a moment, in the course of his talk, 
and when he lifted his head again, he would be Sawan Singh 
completely. Throughout the talk his features kept shifting 
back and forth in this way. 

The next few weeks are a kaleidoscope of memories: an 
evening in Jackson, New Hampshire, with the Master 
standing in the middle of a circle of Sant Bani area people 
and talking to us like old friends; the way from Vermont t o  
Hampton, New Hampshire, when I was supposedly leading 
the way in my old green GMC pickup truck (because of my 
alleged knowledge of New England) and managed to make 
the wrong turn, thus dragging the Master and all his party 
miles out  of the way; on the same trip, the Howard John- 
son's (now defunct) at  Hoscawen, New Hampshire, where, 
while the party was eating, the Master was pacing alone at 
the far end of  the parking lot, and I went up  t o  him and 
apologized for having lost the way and inconvenienced him; 
his total and utter lack of comprehension of what I was 
talking about, until, after a many-seconds blank stare, a 
magnificent smile burst over his face, and he said, with con- 
summate forgiveness, "Oh, that's all right" (a small inci- 
dent, no doubt, but terribly important to me, and a symbol 
of what "forgive and forget" means); driving my pickup 
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full of the party's luggage and traveling equipment through 
Connecticut, coming to the Merritt Parkway where trucks 
are not allowed, and discovering that the Master did not 
wish to drive on the Parkway if 1 and my truck couldn't go 
on it; my being moved almost to tears at this and driving the 
truck away very fast so that the Master would have to  go on 
the Parkway, as 1 couldn't bear the thought of delaying him 
again; arriving in Toronto late at night, with Judith and the 
others, almost penniless, and having Master greet us so 
warmly, again as if we were old friends; the radiantly 
beautiful wedding in Toronto, when the bright movie lights 
illuminated his incredible face so that every line seemed 
etched in acid; the motel in Louisville, when the Master 
stuck his head in the window of our Corvair sedan, saw the 
mattress we had in lieu of our back seat (so that the children 
could play or  sleep, as they wished) and chuckled about our 
traveling home. 

In Louisville we said goodbye to him for what we were 
sure was the last time, because our money (including a bor- 
rowed $500) had finally run out and the future looked 
bleak. That  afternoon I had a private interview with him; he 
was sitting cross-legged and his smile was dazzling. "Well," 
he said first thing, "When are you going back to that very 
sweet place?" I told him we were leaving early the next 
morning. He nodded and asked me if I needed any money. I 
was taken by surprise; I did, of course, but the thought of 
taking money from my Master did not appeal to me and I 
said "No." (This was the first time the Master had offered 
me money, but was not to be the last; eventually I learned 
how to respond more appropriately.) 

That night the Master was leaving Louisville for Minne- 
apolis by train. I went t o  the station to see him off-the last 
time, for all I knew, that I might ever see him. In prospect, I 
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had felt sad-these weeks with Him had been the happiest 
had ever known. But when we were actually at the station 
standing on the steps of the train seconds before i t  pullel 
away, I felt such intense happiness at being with Him again 
that all I could d o  was laugh. The  joy of being with Him in 
the present was stronger than the sorrow of leaving Him in 
the future. 

At other times, when I left Him, the sorrow would take 
over after the parting had happened; this time, the joy re- 
mained and settled into a sort of blissful calm. Maybe 
something in me knew that I was going to  see him again, 
and in a very short time too. Whether 1 knew it or  not, that 
is exactly what happened: Judith's parents chose that time 
to  make over t o  her some money they had been holding for 
her in trust, and just three weeks after the farewell in 
Louisville, we were on our way to  California, our debts paid 
and our hopes high-we planned to stay with him for the 
rest of the tour, if he didn't mind. 

Three days before we left, President Kennedy was as- 
sassinated. My insurance man told me while I was paying 
up for the coming year. I couldn't believe it-1 stumbled 
out to the car to discover that Judith had been told 
simultaneously by a passer-by. We were both stunned-I 
had once pushed John Kennedy in a wheelchair back and 
forth between his room and the X-ray department for the 
better part of a day when I had been a hospital orderly. He 
had impressed me very much, and I wanted him for Presi- 
dent almost before he did. I thought he was a wonderful 
President, and while I am no expert on the ins and outs of 
national Karma, I felt and still feel that if he had lived, not 
only would he be remembered as one of our greatest 
Presidents, but that the terrible wrenching traumas of the 
Johnson-Nixon years would never have happened. I later 
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learned that the Master had deep respect and appreciation 
for Kennedy's-indeed, all the Kennedys'-efforts. 

We-Judith, Miriam, Eric and I-left for Santa Bar- 
bara, California, the day after Thanksgiving 1963. We 
drove almost non-stop, spending one night in Amarillo, 
Texas. Somewhere in Arizona the strain grew intolerable 
and Judith and I had a terrible fight. I mention this only 
because of its possible bearing on what happened next. 

We reached Santa Barbara just four and a half days after 
leaving New Hampshire, and about an hour before the 
Master arrived from San Jose. When we finally saw him, he 
seemed very glad to  see us. There was a reception scheduled 
for him that night in the home where he was to  be staying, 
and all the local satsangis, as well as those who were follow- 
ing him from other places, attended. We for our parts were 
so happy to  see him again that we just sat at his feet and 
drank deep-a long, beautiful, loving reunion. After some 
time, when it becameevident that we were the only ones pay- 
ing attention to him-at this party that was given for him- 
he ordered us to  go mingle with the others. We were grateful 
for what we had been given however-especially in light of 
what was about to  happen. 

The  next morning, after the meditation, the Master came 
up  to  me and said, smiling, "Well, Russell-how long are 
you going to  stay with me?" A flash of fear went over me: I 
thought, if I tell him the truth-that we want to  stay for the 
rest of the tour-maybe he won't like it! So  I answered 
evasively, "Oh-a while, Master." His eyes narrowed: he 
looked at me closely: "A while? How long is a while?" 
"Oh-just a while, Master." He turned and walked away; 
and that was the last time he looked at me or  spoke to  me 
lovingly for two weeks. 

The following day he was sitting at a little table on the 
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patio behind the house he was staying in, again just after 
morning meditation; he had been giving interviews, but 
they had just ended, and a member of his party humorously 
took me by the hand and led me up to the Master, saying, 
"Come on,  Russell Perkins, you have an interview too!" I 
was certainly willing and I marched right up to him, bright 
and eager t o  talk with him, but the closer I got the less eager 
I was-because he was not there. His eyes were looking at 
me, but he was not seeing me. I stood silently for a few 
minutes, then, feeling vaguely ashamed, sneaked away. 
This was the moment that I realized that something was ter- 
ribly wrong, although I did not connect it with my 
evasiveness and dishonesty toward Him until much later. 

The only saving grace during this time was the growing 
relationship between my daughter Miriam and the Master. 
When she had first met him at Sant Bani Ashram, she had 
been shy; there is a picture, taken there, of her turning away 
from him and refusing an apple he is trying to give her. But 
that shyness didn't last long, and during the stay in Califor- 
nia she became very determined to be with him as much as 
possible. If we couldn't find her, we would go directly to the 
Master's room; there she would be, standing near the door, 
out of the way, looking up at Him while He wrote letters or  
talked with visitors or  whatever He was doing. We would 
remove her with apologies but the Master would wave his 
hand and say that she was no  trouble, that he liked her 
there. 

The Master spoke one Sunday morning at the Unity 
Church of the Valley in La Crescenta. After the service was 
over, as we were in the parking lot preparing to go, he came 
up  to us and addressed Miriam: "Who d o  you love more- 
me or  her?" pointing to  Judith. A hard question for a three- 
and-a-half-year old! Miriam clung to her mother. The 
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Master looked at her, his eyes twinkling and kind, his voice 
insistent: "Who d o  you want to ride back with-them or 
me?" Suddenly shy again, she said nothing. I whispered to 
her, "Don't you want to ride in Master's car?" She shook 
her head. The Master smiled, said "All right," and left us. 
As soon as we were in our car, ready to follow Him out ,  
Miriam erupted with a terrifying, blood-curdling scream: 
"Daddy! Hurry up! Stay close! Don't lose him!" and then 
began to sob uncontrollably. All the way back I struggled to  
keep his car in view; all the way back Miriam cried as 
though she were coming apart inside. 

Another incident, this time in Tustin: the Master was 
staying in a house at  the top of a very high hill, almost a 
mountain. The parking lot was separated from the house by 
a great gulf forested which led into a grassy valley accessible 
from both the house and the parking lot. On one occasion, 
after we had parked, the four of us stood for a moment 
looking down into the grassy valley, when suddenly we saw 
the Master all alone, walking purposefully down into the 
valley straight t o  a tree, where he sat down and removed his 
turban. Delighted, we watched him until suddenly we saw a 
little figure headed down into the valley from our side, go- 
ing straight to him. It was Miriam, and we hadn't even 
noticed she had left us. She went to him and sat down beside 
him. There were just the two of them. We did not disturb. 

Later I asked a friend of mine who had joined them later if 
she had any idea of what had gone on between them. She said 
only that when she got there they were engrossed in conversa- 
tion, and that Master had said to her, "She is my friend." 
Miriam herself would not tell us, and now she cannot: she has 
forgotten. Although she is not actively practicing the Path, 
the Master remained personally very interested in her 
welfare; that she is very dear to him, and is under his pro- 
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tection and care, is a source of gratitude on my part. 
Apart from these flickers of light, however, these weeks 

are among the darkest in my memory. For the intimate lov- 
ing relationship I thought I had established with him was 
over, and the Master seemed not to care whether I was there 
or not. Day after day went by, and he totally ignored me: he 
did not glance into my eyes or speak to  me, even when 1 was 
standing in a place where it was difficult for him not to. I 
felt that I didn't exist, that I was a cipher, nothing. This 
combined with the strain of following him with the whole 
family made me desperate. 1 began to rack my brains: Why 
is he treating me this way? Why? Why? What have I done? 
Since I could not or would not (at this point) face up to my 
evasiveness and dishonesty in Santa Barbara, I lunged here 
and there at any possible explanation I could dredge up. 
The obvious conclusion was that I wasn't meant to be with 
him. Once I had thought of that, 1 was tortured with guilt 
over not earning my own living. I felt like a parasite. 

Judith did not share my feelings, and she did not want to 
leave the Master-not at all. Since my thoughts were driv- 
ing me to one conclusion-I should go-and since she 
refused to go, I realized that leaving the Master meant leav- 
ing my wife. I did not mind this: the strain had been so 
great, and the feeling of everything turning bad and sour 
was so pervading, that 1 was happy to leave everything 
behind and start again. 

I asked for an interview the last afternoon in Tustin, 
thinking that maybe he would clear everything up. But he 
did not. I asked him if he would rather I weren't with him, 
and he said impatiently, "Dear friend, that is up to  you. I 
don't mind. If you can afford it . . ." His attitude through- 
out was stern and distant and I left him surer than ever that I 
would have to  leave. 
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The next morning the Master and everyone left for Beau- 
mont, California, not far from Palm Springs, in the desert. 
We drove there too, but somehow got our signals crossed 
and managed to reach everywhere the Master had gone 
sometime after he had left. That evening I told Judith that 1 
could stand it no longer, and asked her to drive me to the 
bus station. I told her she could write me care of General 
Delivery, San Francisco, kissed her and the kids goodbye 
and got on the bus for Los Angeles, where I took the bus to 
San Francisco. 

It is important to clarify here that even though I was leav- 
ing the Master physically, I had not stopped believing in 
him. On the contrary: 1 had become convinced that he 
didn't want me around, and to that extent I was still trying 
to please him. There was more to it than that, of course: 
even though I still saw what he was, and recognized him as 
the Master, I had lost the connection between him and me, 
and 1 felt now that, regardless of his greatness or  the truth 
of the Path, [couldn't do it. It was too much for me. So  as I 
rode through the California night my dominant feeling was 
relief. The strain that I had been living under was broken. 

When I arrived in San Francisco, I took a motel room 
and debated what to d o  next. My mind, which had been a 
whirlpool, now became a cesspool: storms of insatiable sex- 
uality and unrestrained violence raged over it. For three 
days I was jerked this way and that by the terrible power of 
my own thoughts. But I had no regrets about leaving, and I 
felt that it was inevitable. I missed my kids, but my only 
other emotion was continued relief that I had escaped. 

After three days (approximately) I made my decision: I 
would go to Seattle, where my sister lived, and start a new 
life there. Making that decision gave me some peace, and I 
went to the airline office downtown to buy my ticket. As I 
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left the office, I thought, "I had better check at the post of- 
fice to see if a letter from Judith is there. I would love to 
hear about the kids." I was handed a letter with Judith's 
familiar handwriting on the envelope, and I opened it up 
and started reading. I had read several sentences before I 
realized that it was not a letter from Judith at all-it was a 
letter from the Master! This is what it said. 

Dear Russell- 
I was shocked to learn how you left for San Francisco 

without seeing me-I have so much love for you, and have 
great appreciation of the sacrifice of you both that you are 
making by leaving your hearth and home and accompany- 
ing me throughout-I was wondering i f  you may not be 
undergoing any financial stringency-I have love for you 
and you are on my mind-Be rest assured I would love you 
to be with me-if otherwise not inconvenient for you. 

With all love, 
Yours affectionately, 

KIRPAL SINGH 

When I finished reading it the first time, I thought, "Well 
this is really a very nice letter from the Master; I will have to 
write and thank him for it, but I can't go back9'-then I 
read it again-and again-and again-and I went back to 
the airline office as fast as I could and I changed my ticket 
from Seattle to Houston: I could not get back to him fast 
enough. Somehow that letter changed everything. The 
nightmare was over; I knew that whatever had been wrong 
had been righted. In my personal affairs also: I suddenly 
missed Judith terribly and longed to see her again. I t  was as 
though a great fountain of forgiving love had erupted out 
of that humble handwritten note and cascaded over me 
washing away all the hurt and fear and despair and making 
everything right. 
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1 arrived in Houston the night before the Master did, and 
the next morning 1 was waiting for him when he arrived. H e  
took one look at me and smiled: a loving warm smile, and I 
knew that everything really was all right. I thanked him for 
his beautiful letter, and he said, "Your family is all right; 
they will be here soon." I said, "I hope so, Master," and he 
replied, "I am telling you that it's true: they are all right and 
they will be here soon." And within half an hour, it hap- 
pened: Judith and the kids were there, and I felt like I had 
come back home and it was so good. 

Judith filled me in on some of  the things that had hap- 
pened while I was gone. After driving me to  the bus she had 
gone straight to Master and told him what had happened. 
He had said. "All right, you write him a letter and I will 
write him a letter." Then he had written out his letter right 
then, and given it t o  Judith. She did not, however, write a 
letter of her own, but had simply addressed the envelope 
and mailed it with the Master's letter in it. 

I discovered also that she had had a very hard time 
without me. The Master had flown from Los Angeles t o  
Dallas, which meant that those who were driving had to 
drive non-stop if they were going to  see him at all. In my 
absence, Judith had no  one to share the driving with, and 
she had to  drive all day and night without sleep while taking 
care of the small children. It was really a heroic feat. At one 
point she fell asleep at the wheel, the car went off the road 
and nearly turned over; the kids were thrown from one side 
to the other, but Judith, waking up at the last minute, did 
very intense Simran and the kids didn't even wake up, let 
alone get hurt. 

It was difficult for her in other ways too. She told me that 
when she finally reached Dallas, exhausted, she left the kids 
in the car while she went into a restaurant (with others who 
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were following the Master). Coming out from the 
restaurant, she was dismayed to see, at a table near the 
door, Miriam and Eric, our  kids, in the company of a 
policeman. When she claimed them, the policeman told her 
that it was against the law in Dallas to leave children in a 
parked car, and lectured her blisteringly on what an irre- 
sponsible mother she was. 

Also in Dallas, the other followers (some of them) began 
to complain that Miriam and Eric were dirtier than they 
ought to be. Judith was at her wits' end trying to be herself 
and me at the same time-what could she do? Once the 
Master stopped at her table while she was eating and said 
compassionately, "Your children are disheveled. In this 
country, that's a crime." All in all, my sudden departure 
had caused more than its share of difficulty and suffering 
for her, and we were both ecstatically happy to be reunited. 

The following day the Master was scheduled to  visit a 
prospective ashram site some distance from Houston. 
Judith had taken the children and gone to the laundromat, 
hoping to get a wash done before everyone left. But before 
she got back, the Master was out on the sidewalk, ready to  
go. I had been waiting there, just hoping to see him, and I 
was enjoying his presence again. He waited and waited, but 
no car came. Finally he turned to  me and said with a big 
smile, "Car of Burt?'' 1 knew instantly what he meant-a 
disciple had donated a car that was available for whatever 
use the Master wanted to  put it to. Although in most places, 
there was some local disciple who wanted to drive him, still 
this other car was always there. I said, "You want me to  get 
it for you and drive you, Master?'' Smiling, he said, "Yes." 
I was beside myself with joy-to drive the Master was a 
long-held desire of mine that had never yet been fulfilled. I 
raced over t o  the parking lot and found another disciple just 
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getting into it. I jumped in ahead of him, took the keys out 
of his hand, shouted, "The Master told me to get it!" and 
drove off,  leaving him standing there. 

When I drove around on to the street, I saw the Master 
was talking to someone. I pulled up beside him, and he got 
in and sat down, while continuing to  talk with whoever it 
was, so that his back was turned away from me. I was look- 
ing at him anyway when I heard a voice from outside my 
window say, "Get out,  Russell!" I whirled my head around. 
It was the owner of the car, his face grim. I stared. H e  
replied, "Get out,  Russell. You're not going to drive this 
car. I am." I couldn't believe it. I said, "But Master told me 
to"-He said, "That's all right. He  didn't know. Now get 
out!" Master didn't know! What was going on?2 I looked 
over at him, but he was still absorbed in the conversation; 
so, almost ready to cry, my joy curdled into bitter disap- 
pointment, I climbed heavily out of the driver's seat and 
walked around to Master's side. Master looked up and saw 
me. His eyes opened wide and he said, "What-?" and 
turned instantly around and looked at the new driver, who 
said placatingly, "That's all right, Master. I'm going to 
drive." Instantly comprehending the wholeness of the situ- 
ation, he turned back to  me and said, eyes twinkling, 
"Would you like to ride next to me?" and patted the seat 
between him and the driver with his left hand. 

Now this was a very great honor: it was rare for anybody 
to ride in the front seat with him, let alone me. But my 
traumatic disappointment over not driving him had forced 
a sudden change of perspective, and I was now acutely 
aware that Judith and the children had not yet returned, 

2. The owner was of course angry, and with excellent reason, over my 
irresponsible disappearance, and was invoking his property rights accor- 
dingly. Several years later he apologized to me for this incident. 
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and I was feeling responsible for them: if I went off now 
with Master, how would they know where to go? I had put 
her through too much in the last few days to inflict this 
upon her now. 

So I said, with a brave smile, "That's all right, Master; 
my wife isn't back yet, and I think I'd better wait for her-" 
Someone in the back seat interrupted me: "To hell with the 
wife! The Master invited you, you should go. It's a great 
honor, you see!" But Master silenced him and smiled at  me 
so lovingly, and said, "All right; wait for your wife," and I 
felt in my heart that he was not displeased. 

I tried to find out from the others where exactly they were 
going, but I couldn't. It was as though there was a con- 
spiracy, although I don't really think there was. Never- 
theless, all I could learn was that they were going down 
some highway and the general direction (both of which I 
have long since forgotten). Before I could find out any 
more than that,  they had all climbed in their cars and driven 
away; the last car to go was Leon Poncet's distinctive blue 
van. Then I was standing alone on the sidewalk, watching 
them disappear around the corner. My eyes began to mist 
and my mouth to  tremble as I walked into the hotel. Then 
all the ups and downs of the last few days, and especially the 
heartbreakingly overwhelming ache at being once again 
separated from my Master, so soon after rediscovering 
Him, pressed down on my heart and I began to  cry as I had 
never cried in my life: it was as though there was a 
thunderstorm going on inside me, giving vent t o  a never- 
ending torrent of tears. 

When Judith came in maybe twenty minutes later, she 
found me lying across the bed, still crying. She tried and 
tried to find out what was wrong, but I wouldn't tell her: I 
just kept on crying. Finally after many minutes had passed, 
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she got me to sit up and calm down, and I told her 
everything that had happened that morning, including the 
departure of  the Master and everyone else to the proposed 
ashram site almost an hour before. She was thoughtful. 
Then she said, "Come on! Let's go too!" I started crying 
again: "But how? I don't know where to  go!" She said, 
calmly, "We know they went on the highway, and we know 
which direction. What have we got to lose? Come on!" 
Without any hope, I agreed that we had nothing to  lose and 
we set out.  

We had been on the highway not more than ten minutes 
when I saw a long line of cars obviously traveling together 
up ahead. I couldn't believe that this was the Master's 
caravan; after all, they had had a head start of more than an 
hour. Yet the last car bore a vivid resemblance to  Leon 
Poncet's blue van. I picked up speed, my heart pounding: 
Yes, by God,  by the living breathing six-foot tall God Who  
played with time and space as if they were His own personal 
toys, it was the same caravan that had left Houston more 
than an hour before, driving along the turnpike as though 
nothing at all were amiss. Smiling gratefully, with a prayer 
of joy in my heart, I drove up behind the caravan and quiet- 
ly joined it; neither Judith nor I said much, but we both 
quietly enjoyed our own personal miracle, and we have 
never forgotten it, nor will we ever forget it. 

That night the Master spoke at a Trade Center; I was in 
the audience, and for the second time in my life I observed 
him changing into Baba Sawan Singh. This time the room 
was brilliantly lit, and it would perhaps be more correct to 
say that Baba Sawan Singh gave the talk and occasionally 
changed into Kirpal Singh. Several others, to  my personal 
knowledge, also observed this and commented on it to  me 
afterward. 
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The next day was Christmas. That night the Master spoke 
at St. James Episcopal Church and the talk he gave on the 
mystery o f  Christ became well known: it was later published 
under the title "Cod Power, Christ Power, Guru Power," 
has gone through many printings, and is included in the 
Master's book of  short writings, The Way of the Saints. I 
however did not attend that talk, as it was my turn to  watch 
the kids. Soon after everyone got back from the talk (but 
not Judith who was late), I got a phone call t o  come up 
to the Master's room: he was having a party. I looked at 
the kids: they were sound asleep, our room was just around 
the corner from the desk on the first floor, and I took a 
chance that they would be all right. I went up. The Master 
was very pleased to  see me. H e  was sitting on a couch, his 
feet on the floor, a coffee table in front of him. On the cof- 
fee table was a big bowl full of gigantic nuts, still in their 
shells, which he was giving out for parshad. 

When he saw me he said joyously. "How many children 
you have got?" I said, "Two, Master," although 1 knew he 
knew well how many there were. He said, laughing, "You 
will be the gainer,'' as he poured nuts into my waiting hands 
until they cascaded on to  my lap and down to  the floor. 
"For you and your children," he explained. Then, when he 
saw my happy happy face looking up at him, he said softly, 
"I liked your place the best-and you left me." I felt as 
though I had been stabbed, but he continued to joke with 
me and kept me near him. Judith came in at some point and 
also got an overload of parshad, then Bibi Hardevi began 
talking in Hindi. The Master laughed and requested a 
member of his party to translate. This is what she was say- 
ing: When Master sat on the rock under the tree at Sant Bani 
Ashram, Guru ~ a n a k ~  had appeared to him and told him 

3. A famous sixteenth-century Saint, in the direct line of Kirpal Singh. 
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that he also used to rest in just the same way on his travels. 
Tai Ji could hear the Master talking but she could not see 
Guru Nanak. She became indignant and requested Master 
to make it possible for her to see Guru Nanak also, which he 
did. Then she was happy. 

At one of the Houston Satsangs I was outside watching 
the Children (Judith and I used to take turns attending the 
meetings) and I had, as was my habit after the children had 
gone to sleep in the car, crept into the back of the hall for 
just a few seconds-just enough to  have a look at him. 
(I  used to go back and forth quite a lot between the hall and 
the car.) On the night I am remembering, as I was stand- 
ing just outside the outside door, it opened and a couple 
came out accompanied by a member of the Master's party. 
They were arguing. When he saw me, he said to the couple, 
"Talk to him-he left everything for the Master's sake," 
and disappeared back into the hall. 1 looked at the couple. 
The man was angry and the woman was embarrassed. I 
asked them what was wrong. The man said, "Why can't he 
talk so we can understand him?" I was incredulous: 
"What?" "Why can't he talk so we can understand him? 
What is the use of his making this trip and giving talks if we 
can't understand a word he says?" A wave of anger began 
to rise somewhere in my stomach. 1 said, "You can't be 
serious! 1 can understand him perfectly." He said, "I'm 
very serious. Have you ever read Yogananda's Autobiog- 
raphy?" Of course I had. "Do you remember how he 
couldn't speak English, and then on the ship when he had to  
give a talk, he just opened his mouth and English came 
out?" The unfairness of his attitude grated on me, and I 
said, heatedly, "That's not a fair comparison! Yogananda 
His life story i s  told in Servants ojGod by Jon Engle (Sanbornton: Sant 
Bani Ashram, 1980). 
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was talking about learning English, not speaking it without 
an accent! I bet he had a heavy accent! And this is the first 
place we've been where people have complained about this. 
In New Hampshire he addressed an audience of brand-new 
people, and they asked him lots of questions afterward 
which showed they had understood him-the questions 
didn't make any sense otherwise." (Master's accent was 
fairly heavy, but his English was excellent, and it is true that 
most people, with a little empathy and patience, could at 
this stage of his life follow him fairly easily. As he grew 
older he became more difficult t o  understand.) I added 
"Maybe it's your Southern accent that's causing the trou- 
ble. Why blame him?" He looked at  me and said, "Is this 
part of his teaching-getting angry like this?" I looked 
away-ashamed but still angry-"No. I'm sorry"-but I 
wasn't. I felt that Master had been stupidly, trivially, dealt 
with, and I was furious. Just then someone came up and 
said, "The Master is giving private interviews now if you 
would like to  see him." The man said, "Yes, we would!" 
and to  me, "I'm going to  bring this up  to him and we'll see 
what he says!" and they left. 

I felt sick at  heart: They were going to  complain to the 
Master about his own speech! And what had I done to help 
matters? I had only made him look worse by reacting in a 
juvenile way. Thoroughly miserable, I hung around until 
the couple came out. Seeing me, the man came up to  me 
triumphantly, and said, "I told him the same thing I said to 
you, and d o  you know what he said?" I shook my head. H e  
said, "He looked down and said, 'Yes, I know, I have a bad 
speech problem!' " I made no  reply. I walked away. But 
Master's humility took on a new dimension for me that 
night, and I appreciated his greatness more than ever. 

Soon he flew to Florida. We were driving: two cars (ours 
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and one other) were going to drive nonstop and we each 
agreed to look out for the welfare of the other. First we 
went to the airport to see him off. Just before he boarded 
the plane, he said to me, "Well, Russell! Are you going to  
leave me again?" He was looking at me with so much love I 
could hardly believe it. I looked up  into his eyes and I felt 
full of love from head to  toe as I said from my heart, "I will 
never leave You again." And I never did. 

In Florida, he visited St. Petersburg and later Miami, and 
those stays (especially Miami) were happy times; in Miami 
we stayed at the home of Judith's aunt,  and this made 
things much easier for us. Several incidents from this period 
stand vividly in my memory-but I no  longer recall their ex- 
act chronology. 

The first few days of the Master's stay in Miami, there 
were no public talks scheduled; all of the Satsangs were held 
in the home where he was staying. One night it was my turn 
to attend, and I was shocked at the sound of the Master's 
voice: it was so hoarse that it sounded like it was stretched 
on a rack, and he coughed-great racking coughs-con- 
stantly. The pain that he felt was so intensely real t o  all of us 
that we were sitting on needles throughout the talk. For he 
insisted on giving his complete talk and, except for the 
sound of his voice and the coughing, gave no indication at  
all that there was anything wrong: he was animated, a 
beautiful winning smile on his face, and gave a breathtak- 
ingly beautiful talk. Watching him d o  what he had to  d o  
that night, observing both his pain and his ability t o  not let 
it deter him, some inkling of what the crucifixion meant in 
real human terms seeped in; I also realized that night for the 
first time that the Master was going to  die. 

At the conclusion of the talk, after we had sighed with 
relief that his ordeal was at  last over, he asked if there were 
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any questions. A woman who was seeing the Master for the 
first time raised her hand. A member of his party jumped 
on her: "Why are you asking questions? Can't you see the 
Master is sick?" She was abashed. But the Master silenced 
his follower with a wave of his hand, and leaning forward, 
his beautiful eyes alight with love and deep concern, he said 
in a voice barely usable but still somehow touched with gen- 
tle compassion: "Please ask your question. Please ask it. 
Please?" and she did. The Master answered it completely, 
asked if there were more questions, and when there weren't, 
left the room. The next day there was no  trace of his illness. 
Later an initiate who had been there that night told me 
that she had been troubled all her life with a severe 
throat problem, including a hacking cough; that she had ag- 
gravated the problem by smoking heavily, but while she had 
made many attempts t o  stop smoking, had been unable to 
d o  so; that she had had an interview with the Master that 
afternoon and told him all this, and he had told her not to 
worry; and that night, as he was talking and suffering, she 
had felt her own trouble recede; and she was able t o  stop 
smoking that night, and had never experienced her cough or 
throat problem again. 

Shortly after this, I was standing on the lawn near the 
Perrins' home (where Master was staying) one afternoon 
when Master came up to  me and beckoned me to follow 
him. H e  led me a little way off from the others and started 
to speak to me. The expression on his face was most 
peculiar-he looked like a little boy- and he reached into 
his inside jacket pocket and pulled out his wallet, at the 
same time saying, "I was thinking maybe you needed some 
money?-" in such a human sort of embarrassed way that a 
great wave of love for him just surged up within me. I re- 
fused the money-"Oh no  no, Master, I can't take money 
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from you!"-which I came later t o  feel was a major error; I 
would not have refused anything else from him and if He 
Who  is the Giver wants t o  give, why should the receivers 
refuse? 1 don't know of course how much he would have 
given me but it is a fact that when we returned home after 
the tour was over we had managed to spend every cent of  
the money that had been made available t o  us, and it was 
five months before I could get a steady job: the bleakest 
poverty of our married life lay ahead, and 1 d o  not think it 
was unconnected with that refusal. 

As I said earlier, during the stay in Miami we were able t o  
stay in the home of  Judith's Aunt ~ o b b i e . ~  This was a great 
blessing for us, financially and psychologically. It meant 
that we were not around where the Master was as much as 
we had been, but I thought this was a good thing: I felt that 
the other satsangis were getting tired of us and our kids and 
our problems, and that if we kept a low profile for a while, 
so much the better. Of course we continued to attend all the 
meetings, sharing the babysitting as before. 

One afternoon, I was standing on the steps of Miami 
High School where the Master was scheduled to talk in a 
few minutes. I saw him arrive and start up the steps, way on 
the other side, accompanied by a member of his party. I was 
looking at him from a distance and loving him, but I did not 
move any nearer. Suddenly the Master veered and walked 
across the steps until he had reached me. He stopped in 
front of me and looked directly into my eyes. He was stand- 
ing straight and tall and looking very stern. "Where have 

4. The widow of the philosopher John Dewey. Interestingly, Dr. 
Julian Johnson had mentioned Dewey, whom he had known and ad- 
mired as a young man, several times in his book The Path of the Masters, 
written during the lifetime of Baba Sawan Singh. I found those passages 
and read them to  her, and she appreciated them. She also went to  hear 
the Master speak and loved him. 
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you been?" I was completely taken aback: "Well, I-we've 
been staying at Judith's aunt's"-he took one step closer, 
said deliberately, "You should be around more. I missed 
you!", raised his hand and, to my utter amazement, struck 
me on the chest; then without another word, turned around 
and walked into the building. The blow didn't hurt a bit; 
rather it felt warm and good, but the whole incident was 
and is incomprehensible to me. 

After Miami, the Master left for Panama and we left for 
home. We drove to  New Hampshire non-stop and visited 
our home (now Sant Bani Ashram) for the first time since 
November. Approximately ten days later as previously ar- 
ranged, another disciple called to  tell us that the Master 
would be returning to Washington the following day. Leav- 
ing our children with my parents, we drove to  Washington 
immediately. The following day, January 18, 1964, a cold 
Saturday with an unusual (for Washington) amount of 
snow on the ground, the Master flew in to  Friendship Air- 
port. I was with a small group of disciples that met him 
there; he greeted us lovingly, happily and warmly, and was 
driven directly to the house of T.S.  Khanna, then his 
American representative, who had accompanied him 
throughout. When we arrived at  the house, he sat down in a 
big chair in the living room and began to  talk with us, 
laughing and joking and prophesying, about any and all 
subjects. We were all very happy to  see him again. 

It is difficult to  write about the ten days that followed, 
because for those of us fortunate t o  be there they were the 
ultimate distillation, the final focus, of our experience with 
the Master to date. Everything was sharpened, clarified, 
made vivid; details were filled in, the incomplete was com- 
pleted. Every morning a meditation sitting, every evening a 
Satsang; there were only about a hundred persons in all at- 
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tending those meetings, so that everyone felt very close to  
him and had plenty of opportunity to  see him privately. The 
Master gave no public talks, but spoke intimately and with 
great detail to  his initiates; he had Tai Ji sing many of his 
own bhajans or holy songs, and there was a great deal of 
humor in his talks-easy, delicious humor that reached us 
with an undercurrent of astonished delight at how beautiful 
everything was. Yet he pulled no punches: the talks given 
during this period were almost brutally frank in outlining 
what is required from those audacious enough to  seek God.  

The day after he arrived, on Sunday, January 19, the 
Master held Satsang at the Friends Meeting House in 
Washington. He spoke standing up, which he rarely did, 
and his talk was electrifying: I had the distinct feeling 
throughout that the whole thing was happening on many 
levels at once-that the Master was simultaneously speak- 
ing on the astral, causal and spiritual planes and that His 
Whole Being in its completeness was speaking directly t o  us, 
as Whole Beings-demanding that we become that. It was a 
tremendous experience, shared by all present. 

Most of the Satsangs during this period were held in Mr.  
Khanna's living and dining rooms, which between them 
were just barely big enough to accommodate a hundred 
people with squeezing. These Satsangs were very informal, 
with lots of singing and laughter, and were more often con- 
versations than lectures. Especially memorable was the 
night of January 23, which gives such insight into the 
Master's teaching methods, his story-telling ability, and his 
sense of humor, that I am reproducing it here in its entirety, 
as transcribed from the tape:5 

5. Because so many of the questions represent an  unfolding and pro- 
gression on the part of the individuals asking them, the various ques- 
tioners are designated as "QA," "QI~ ,"  etc. 
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THE MASTER: "It would be better if you were to  ask ques- 
tions; then we will talk on it. The  general talks are routine, 
you see. Any particular points which you would like to have 
clarified, you can. Any of you?'' 

QA: "Sometimes it's hard to  distinguish when we are 
meditating and something comes to us, between what is a 
machination of the mind and what is truly a spiritual 
enlightenment. For instance, when we see ourselves inside 
or  we will see things that are of a very mundane level that we 
are preoccupied with every day. I will sit in meditation; 
sometimes I don't  seem to have control over these things. I 
don't  want control over them." 

THE MASTER: "Your question is mixed up with so many 
things. What in particular d o  you want?" 

QA: "I want to know how to distinguish, or  are we to  
distinguish, when these forms come to us." 

THE MASTER: "The main thing is, whatever form comes 
within, repeat the Five Names which are charged. Anything 
negative will eventually go away. Sometimes the Negative 
Power affects you with wrong things: then repeat the Five 
Names. For that purpose you have been given a safeguard 
against all of these things." 

QB: "I asked you-I think it was in Califor- 
nia-sometimes in meditation I have this terrific vibration 
which I can't seem to control. And You said not to think of 
the body. But sometimes it's so very strong that I have to 
stop meditating. I get so nervous, and I feel as if I was being 
electrocuted or  something. What can I d o  to stop that?" 

THE MASTER: "Just d o  it in the right way. If you d o  it  in 
the right way and don't think of the body, there will be no  
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trouble. If anything like that happens, leave it off,  that's 
all. And sit in the right way." 

QB: "It's so powerful that I can't help but think of the 
body." 

THE MASTER: "But it's not like that every day." 

QB: "No, no, but at  times. And then it rises t o  my throat 
and I feel as if I was choking." 

THE MASTER: "NO, no. That is due to the wrong way of 
doing the practice. Prana is involved." 

QB: "But I don't d o  any yoga techniques anymore." 

T H E  MASTER: "Choking of the throat cannot come 
unless prana is involved. Breathing is involved. First it goes 
slowly, at intervals; then it chokes you. That is the wrong 
way of doing it." 

QB: "But I don't d o  anything since I was initiated by 
You." 

THE MASTER: "These are involved: you don't d o  it pur- 
posely. While you are doing the practice, sometimes 
breathing is unknowingly involved; then naturally that 
choking arises." 

QB: "But you know, I'll tell you something strange. I 
have had that experience mostly when I have meditated 
when You have been there. Now, in Vancouver in the morn- 
ing meditation, I sat right next t o  You, and it was so terrific, 
I got that power so much it was terrible. 1 mean, it was 
wonderful, but it was almost terrifying. And it happens 
more when You're around." 

THE MASTER: "It means that when I am around, there is 
radiation. The soul is withdrawn in a hurry. But your 
thought is not altogether free of the body consciousness. 
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That  is why breathing is involved and there is choking. And 
sometimes it happens out of emotions, too: emotions 
sometimes bring on choking. 

"Look here, let us give an example in a worldly way. You 
are going to meet your friend whom you love: perhaps it is 
your father, mother, brother, or anybody. And he wishes 
you to  come alone. And even though you are going to  your 
friend, you take so many children and other things with 
you. You are going to  meet him and there is no  time for you 
to speak to  him. And he will also not be able to devote his 
whole time to you, you see? This is a worldly way of think- 
ing. Now you have to go to  God.  God is all alone. Is it not 
so? H e  has no  father, no  mother, no  brother. So  naturally 
He wants everybody to  come to Him all alone. He does not 
want you to take anything with you: no worldly things; not 
even your body; not even your intellect. He  says, 'You 
come alone.' Whatever little time you devote in this way will 
bear forth fruit. 

"When we are sitting we are not to think of outside 
things, not to think of the body, not t o  think of the 
breathing, not even to  think of the thinking. We should be 
physically still and intellectually still, too. If you d o  it in the 
right way, there will be no  trouble. You see?" 

QB: "But if you're intellectually still, you're repeating the 
Five Names?" 

THE MASTER: "Those become automatic. When you 
think of their meaning, your intellect works. If you don't 
think of their meaning, after a few days they become 
automatic. Their charging helps. You are told not t o  think 
of the meanings, although the meanings have been given to 
you. You are not to visualize; you are not to think of the 
meaning of the Names. They will go on automatically. The 
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charging helps. Simply look sweetly and be fully absorbed. 
It is a question of the seeing of the soul, of the attention. At- 
tention is the outward expression of the soul. Just as the 
rays of the sun enliven and enlighten the whole world, 
similarly the rays of the attention (the attention is the rays 
of the soul) enlighten the whole body. If those rays are 
withdrawn, the body will be dark. When the sun sets, all 
rays are withdrawn and there is darkness. Similarly, the 
body will be darkened, and there will be no  thought of the 
body. It is only your attention that gives you the feeling of 
the body. S o  if you d o  it in the right way, you will have no  
trouble. Errors d o  creep in automatically, generally. Then 
trouble arises." 

QC: "Master, may I ask a question?" 

THE MASTER: ''Yes, please.'' 

Qc:  "You are drawn into the Radiant Form of the Master 
within and you want t o  go higher; does the Radiant Form of 
the Master dissolve into the Word or  Naam or  does the Ra- 
diant Form of the Master continue and remain in the higher 
regions?" 

THE MASTER: "In the lower planes it continues, but ab- 
sorption comes at  every plane. When you devote your 
whole attention into the Form of the Master, you 
sometimes become absorbed, but that continues in further 
stages. Absorption is better. It does become that Light. You 
are Light; you become one; you forget; but you are con- 
scious all the same. It does come at every step. Ultimately it 
becomes One, and there is no  Form when you are absorbed 
into Sat Naam. Then Sat Naam takes you to the stages 
where there is final absorption. Otherwise, that Form con- 
tinues to  work in the Radiant Form on the different 
planes." 
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QD: "Master, I'd like to  know when you are coming back 
again." 

THE MASTER: "Who, I? I will never go. [laughs] Why are 
you sending me? I won't go. Physically I have to go, one 
way or the other. You are also not at  home all day long. 
Now you are not in your home: physically you are not at 
home, but your thought is there. Is it not so? So I have come 
and God willed it. I have no wishes." 

QE: "Master, what plane are you in when you see the 
golden Light?" 

THE MASTER: "That is just the beginning. But in that 
golden Light, the Form of the Master appears. That is not 
the lowest." 

QE: "That is not the lowest?" 

THE MASTER: "The Form generally appears in golden 
Light. 

QE: "Is that the third plane or the fourth plane?" 

THE MASTER: "It is just the beginning. The Master's 
Form appears only when you rise sbove Trikuti. Yet even 
before that it does manifest to show that He is with you. 
Sometimes when you sit in a trance, the Form comes; but 
generally the Form appears when you cross the big star and 
the moon. Before that it manifests to give consolation to the 
initiated that I am with you, that that Power is with you." 

QF: "Master, if before one is initiated, one begins by try- 
ing to  be honest with oneself, and although you may feel 
that so far as the rules are concerned-the diet or 
something-this would be no problem, but within yourself 
you know that you still do have doubts, would you welcome 
into initiation one who is quite willing to admit that there is 
doubt, but wants to try?" 
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THE MASTER: "Doubt? What sort of doubt? About the 
theory?" 

QF: "Well. I don't know." 

THE MASTER: "NO, no. YOU must know. Clarify your 
doubts: in what way?" 

QF: "I suppose, for the uninitiated, it's the fear of the 
unknown o r  a new experience." 

THE MASTER: "NO, no. My point is: first try t o  under- 
stand the theory. Whatever you cannot understand, let that 
be clarified. Then take up the way. Full conviction will arise 
when you see things for your own self, when you are in- 
tellectually satisfied that these are the teachings of all 
Masters. Take it up  as an  experimental measure. Then, if 
you get something, naturally you must be convinced. Man 
cannot be convinced unless he sees things for his own self, 
and he testifies himself." 

QF: "Then, if you are not certain that you are prepared 
and that you have answered your questions-" 

THE MASTER: "I tell you, I tell you. The man in whose 
heart this question of  the mystery of life has entered is fit. It 
is God's grace that this question has arisen. That day is the 
grestest in a man's life on which the question of the mystery 
of life enters his heart. It cannot be stamped out unless it is 
solved. That this question has arisen shows that God wants 
to give you what you hunger for. 'There is food for the 
hungry and water for the thirsty.' Now, there is the ques- 
tion of the ethical life. 

"In the old days, there was the rule that when people 
came to  the feet of the Masters, they kept them for a long 
time, and when they saw that they were fully developed, 
then they gave them the initiation. It is said that one King of  
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Bokhara went t o  Kabir and lived with him for about six 
years. H e  was very obedient and dutiful. Mata Loi was serv- 
ing with Kabir Sahib. She recommended the king to Kabir: 
'Here's the king; he has been here with us for six years; he is 
very quiet, very obedient. Why don't  you give him initia- 
tion?' Kabir told her that he was not yet ready. And Loi 
asked him, 'Well, why is that,  please? He is very quiet, very 
obedient and in every way amicable. Why d o  you say that 
he is not fit?' Kabir said, 'All right. When he goes out of the 
house, hide yourself in a place where he cannot see you and 
throw all the refuse of the house over his head and just hear 
what he says.' When she threw it on him, he said, 'Had this 
happened in my own country, I would have taken care of 
this!' Then Kabir asked her, 'What did you find?' She told 
him that the kingship had not gone because he still said, 
'Had I been in my own country I would have done this and 
that thing.' So  then another five or six years passed by. 
Then Kabir said, 'Well, now he is ready.' Loi said, 'Well, I 
find no  difference between the first time and now.' Kabir 
said, 'Now again, when he leaves the house throw all this 
washroom filth. over his head. Then hear what he says.' 
When she did so he said, 'Oh God,  I am even worse that 
that! Thank you.' 

"So man must be made. Man-making is difficult; the 
finding of God is not difficult. Now the times have 
changed. They are so materialistic, who is going to  stay with 
the Master for years and abide by what H e  says? There is no  
time to spare and sit at the feet of the Masters. Even when 
they have some difficulty in their meditation, people say. 
'Oh,  I have to go to work.' I say, 'Can't you take one or  two 
hours' leave?' 

"The times have changed in the way that those who have 
got hunger in their minds are taken up  by the Masters. The 
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Masters take up the work of preparation of making a man 
as well as giving him the way-at the same time-and the 
maintenance of diaries for self-introspection from day to  
day is prescribed. The Masters give seekers the experience 
then and there, so that when they come in contact with that 
higher Light and Sound Principle, it will grow familiar and 
help them while they are at  the same time weeding out all 
imperfections from day to  day. They just say, 'Take heed 
that the Light which is within you is not darkened.' 

"So the present times have changed, and those who have 
an inkling, a desire, are put on the way. They are given some 
experience, with the grace of God, t o  start with. Otherwise 
people are not going to believe you. 'Go on doing it, and 
you will have it after you d o  that. Do it, go on,  d o  it. All 
help will be granted to you.' People have been coming to  me 
who have been initiated somewhere. They had been putting 
in meditation time of two, three or four hours daily. With 
all that, they got nothing, and they left it. If you get 
something to  start with, then you can develop. So  this pres- 
ent time has changed: the work of man-making is started 
side by side with the giving of the experience on  the very 
first day. And when you see the experience-have the ex- 
perience yourself-then I think you have something to 
stand on.  There is no  question of doubt. If doubt remains, 
i t  is only about how to live up to  what has been given. 

"Those who are in the intellectual sphere must under- 
stand the why and wherefore of things; otherwise they 
won't take them up. Furthermore, they will require some 
evidence from the past Masters and also must see whether it 
appeals to their common sense. If they are intellectually 
satisfied, then they take it up as an experimental measure. 
Even then, they are very skeptical: this may not be for them. 
But when they have something to start with, there will be 
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more. The maintenance of diaries is necessary to 'take heed 
that the light'-whatever is given you at the time of initia- 
tion-'is not darkened.' This is how matters stand in the 
present days. " 

QB: "Master, this might seem an odd question: but, for 
instance, I have just recently moved to  Denver, as I told you 
in Texas, and we don't have a group there; Mr. Poncet and I 
would like to  start one. We meditate in my little apart- 
ment-he and his mother and I, together. Does it d o  any 
harm if you go to  another group that meditates? I mean 
would there be any conflict of vibrations or  anything if we 
went and meditated with another group?" 

THE MASTER: "What group?" 

QB: "Well for instance, Self-Realization. They have a 
group in Denver where they just meditate, and they have 
asked us to  come for meditation. I'm not doing, naturally, 
any of their techniques: I gave them up several years ago 
when I was initiated by You. But I was wondering if there 
would be any conflict of vibration or  anything." 

THE MASTER: "The point is-did I tell you not t o  go?" 

QB: "No, You didn't." 

THE MASTER: "Now, a further thing: if you go  there, 
don't follow their way of meditation, but d o  your own. 
That's one thing." 

QB: "Well, that's what I mean-that I can go  and 
meditate in my own way." 

THE MASTER: "Well look here, that's one thing. The 
other thing is, when you-those who are on the same 
way-sit together, there will be more radiation. Do  you 
follow my point? There is a radiation from the Master, 
too." 
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QB: "From Yogananda, you mean,-their Master? 
Would it affect me?" 

THE MASTER: "Oh no, no, I am talking about something 
else. When you go to somebody, don't change your mode 
of meditation. And if you sit with those doing the same 
meditation, there will be more radiation. Do  you follow 
me? I never stopped you from going any place." 

QB: "No. I didn't know if there would be a conflict of 
vibration-if there was any from their-" 

THE MASTER: "Don't you follow now what I said? If you 
think of Swami Yogananda there, then there will be con- 
flict. Because Yogananda is not there. Do you see?" 

COMMENT: "That follows the principle then, Master: 
'Where two or  more are gathered together in my name-' " 

THE MASTER: "Listen-'In my name.' " 

COMMENT: "That's right-'in my name.' " 

THE MASTER: "You've got it. I don't mean in any way to  
reflect on Swami Yogananda. I don't mean that. One is a 
living force-radiation-going on throughout the world. 
When one or  two sit in His name, there is radiation. Those 
who are higher, who have left their bodies, have to  work 
through the human pole working on the human plane. D o  
you see? That is the law. I never stopped anybody from go- 
ing anywhere. But I did suggest t o  you that when there is a 
group meeting, you must attend it, because you will benefit 
by the radiation." 

QB: "Well, I hadn't gone, but I was just wondering about 
it." 

THE MASTER: "Now the matter is clear. But I never 
stopped you from going there. Understand the principles, 
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you see. I will tell you what the old Egyptians used to  do.  
They gave initiation; they gave the way. They did not give 
experience, I tell you. They just put them on the way in- 
tellectually and then told them to remain quiet for two long 
years. They were called mystes. And by putting in two years 
regularly on the way, naturally the way opened up; some- 
times there were flashes. When the inner way was opened, 
they were called epopteias. Now the way is opened the very 
first day! You see the light; you have some experience. 

"The best thing is, when you are initiated, don't  talk to 
anyone. Work for your daily livelihood. As for the rest, you 
need not talk to anyone. Talk to your Master. We talk to  
others. What loss is there? You talk to others: you want t o  
show your superiority to others. Egoism is there, and you 
lose. Suppose, in a worldly way, you have a friendship with 
somebody, a love for somebody: you wouldn't dare to  let 
anybody know about it. Is it not so? Why? This is love. 
Why should you broadcast your love for God? You only 
want someone who can guide you. And it is the Master who 
can guide you. H e  does not say that you should leave your 
work. Earn your livelihood, bring up  and nourish your 
children, keep up  your body, and go on with it. Let the wild 
flower grow in darkness. We throw seeds anywhere: 'I am 
doing it'; ' I  see that I am in a very intoxicated state.' Others 
naturally ask why. You say, 'Well, when I sit in meditation, 
this and that appears.' Their eyes are on you. And you have 
not yet become perfect. What happens? They take you as 
the ideal. You stand between them and the Master. Where 
will you go? The man who follows you and takes you as a 
wrong ideal is first doomed, and your progress is retarded. 
This is a very critical point. 

"In a worldly way, when you are engaged or  betrothed to 
somebody you think only of him. Don't have any interest in 
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anybody. G o  on with it. You will find that sometimes peo- 
ple who are progressing begin to  tell one another, 'It is like 
this.' The result is that their progress is lessened. And you 
will find many who say 'We had more progress before; now 
we have less.' And what is the reason for that? D o  you 
follow my point? This is to be followed by everybody. 

"When you are given it, go to  the highest. Let others be 
the ones to say it. Then it's all right. If you have, for in- 
stance, a little water with you, and you begin to sprinkle it, 
what happens? Be in contact with the perennial source. 
Then thousands-millions-may come. Then you become 
a conscious co-worker, conscious that it is not you doing it, 
but God doing it. These are the little things, I think, that 
stand in every man's way. Those who have a little experi- 
ence-for instance, they sometimes see the Master within- 
are, in a day or  two, talking about it. Sometimes the Nega- 
tive Power appears, and they are misguided. Some things 
come true, others become wrong. 

"I sometimes get letters from people who write "Oh now 
the Master within me will guide me.' I tell them, 'All right, 
the Master is within you. If He guides you, write to me. Get 
i t  confirmed in writing by me.' And the result is that those 
who follow them are retarded. Do you see? 

"I don't see why people are after becoming a Master. 
They may have that ideal before them, but they have not 
become Masters. When they become Masters, then let them 
say they are Masters. Even then they won't say it. Those 
who are Masters, don't say, 'We are Masters.' They say, 'It 
is Cod's power working. It is the Father in me doing it.' 
They never say, ' I  am doing it.' The son of man is differ- 
entiated from the God in man. But others, who have just a 
little experience, exert themselves. 

"This is one of the causes of division in the groups. Some 
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follow this man; some follow that man. The result is that 
there is a split. There is no  progress. And this has also been 
the cause of dissension in the group, I tell you. I have 
watched it. Some begin to rule; still others are forceful; and 
naturally others disbelieve them. Then the dissension starts 
and the whole process is retarded. And that becomes a bad 
example for others. 

"When you are put on the way, see where you are. G o  
up! Let people see only when you are in full bloom. Do you 
see? Don't broadcast your seeds. They will be eaten up  by 
sparrows. Those who look to  you will be having faith in you 
instead of the Master. They will think 'He is also as good as 
the Master.' The result is, that since you are not yet perfect, 
something wrong will come out of you; and,  naturally, the 
whole thing will be very badly affected. 

"When you are initiated, simply go on.  You have been 
given the diary to  keep. Remain in contact. If God wills it, 
H e  makes each one of you a Master. It is a selection from 
God,  not from the men underneath: It is not a matter of 
voting, as you would select a minister or president. It is the 
God overhead. It is a commission from God.  The soul trem- 
bles at  considering the duty that lies on the shoulders of a 
Master. People think it a great privilege because they 
sometimes consider that other people have faith in them, 
and that becomes a source of income too. The result is that 
the one who places himself in this position is spoiled. His 
progress is retarded, and the progress of those who follow 
him is also retarded. Their ideal is changed. It is a very 
dangerous way. 

"When you see the Master within, talk to Him. All right. 
Then remain in touch. Even then, I tell you, even if the 
Master speaks within you, you can never think: let your 
Master go and you remain. You see?" 
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QB: "I see the Master within sometimes, but H e  never 
looks at me. He is either sitting in meditation or  with head 
bowed o r  something. " 

THE MASTER: "Just go into your diary, please. You will 
find the answer there. H e  is a very strict judge, I tell you; He 
does not spare me. [laughter] Surely, I must be truthful. Be 
a hard taskmaster: introspect yourself. When we write the 
diary, we make allowances. Treat yourself like a hard 
taskmaster." 

QB: "That's the thing that has always confused me about 
the diary. That's why I-really, I'm not making ex- 
cuses-but that's why I haven't kept it." 

T H E  MASTER: "What?" 

QB: "Because how can you be sure that you are being 
honest with yourself when you put down these things?" 

THE MASTER: "I tell you, look here. When you are told 
to d o  a thing, by a Master, why d o  you raise questions? 
That's the first thing. If you don't understand something, 
ask Him. Why d o  you discontinue? That's the first thing, 
straight off. There is some reason for it. 

"The mind is a very cunning friend. He will deceive you. 
He says, 'Well, look here, you cannot give all your im- 
perfections. You are telling lies. Don't d o  it.' You see? 
'Wait,' he says, 'When you become perfect, only then d o  
it.' Both of you are caught. The point is, in the beginning 
you won't find so many imperfections within you. The 
more you go into it, the more you will find from day to  day. 
Those that become more numerous already exist, but we are 
not aware of them. Do  you follow my point? 

"First your mind had to think: 'I  am telling lies; I should 
not d o  it.' Then it made you leave off doing your diary. 
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When a thief is in the room, mind that, I will tell you, he will 
try t o  deter your attention to someone else. The thief says, 
'Oh, here goes the thief; there goes the thief.' He  never lets 
your attention be drawn to  him. 

"So the mind is a very cunning thief in the form of a true 
friend. H e  is like a very sympathetic man: 'Look here, why 
d o  you send in the diaries? You must become perfect first. 
Then send the diary-not now.' Do  you see? Master said, 
'Do it.' You disobey the orders of the Master and obey the 
dictates of your mind. If there is something that you don't 
follow, ask Him. There is something behind it. 

"At the start I know quite fully well that you cannot note 
down all the imperfections of the day. Do  you know the 
Pelman's System of Memory-the system described as 
'How to  Develop Memory'? Think of what you had been 
doing all throughout the day from the morning when you 
arose: 'Oh yes, I got up: I answered the call of nature; I had 
a bath and some food; I went t o  work; work was finished; 
and I came home.' One or two events might have come to 
your notice. But when you got up, what were the thoughts 
striking your mind? What others struck you when you were 
going t o  answer the call of nature, while bathing, and after- 
ward? That requires going into. The more you go into it, the 
more thoughts you will find. In that way, one's memory is 
strengthened without any payment. And furthermore, our 
level of criterion of distinguishing right from wrong is also 
changed. 

"The more you learn and go  into the scriptures, the more 
your angle of vision is changed. For instance, in the beginn- 
ing it might be: 'He told me lies, so I slapped his face. Oh ,  I 
did the right thing. It was tit for tat. ' That's your angle of 
vision. You see? Later you may note: 'Oh he called me 
names. All right.' When you grow, you realize that when 
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someone calls you names or  tells you something wrong and 
you also call him names, the wrong multiplies: he tells you 
one thing, you say two, then comes four, then eight-like 
that. If you had not returned the wrong, it would have re- 
mained only one. Your angle of vision is changed, is it not? 
Even if you don't speak and somebody has thought evil of 
you, you may feel at heart: 'Oh he's a bad man.' You have a 
reaction. These feelings must be noted. 

"There are two things: first, as you go  into it, you will 
find a greater number of shortcomings; and further, the 
angle of vision is changed. This causes the shortcomings to  
become still more numerous. If they grow in number, it 
means you're progressing, I tell you: you know how many 
shortcomings are within you. Then, when you weed them 
out, they go down in number. When they are consumed, if 
you reflect, you can read others' minds, you can see what is 
going on on the other side of the wall. The purpose of main- 
taining the diaries is very high, I tell you. 

"Don't follow the dictates of the mind. If you follow the 
Master one hundred per cent, only then can you have the 
full mystery solved. We only follow what we care to,  
modified by the dictates of the mind. Some follow the 
Master ten per cent, some twenty per cent or  forty per cent: 
nobody obeys one hundred per cent. This is the one thing t o  
be learned. Then when something comes up, you will say to  
yourself, 'Oh yes. H e  is within me; how can I deceive Him?' 
Your angle of vision will be changing; and when you are 
changing that way, by outer self-introspection and by com- 
ing in contact with that Power within, you'll progress like 
anything. 

"Sometimes when Master's Form appears, H e  is showing 
His back: sometimes H e  keeps quiet; sometimes H e  is very 
happy; sometimes H e  talks to you. If H e  turns away His 
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face, it means there is something wrong. We don't know 
why. The diary is meant for a very high purpose. 

"These certain things are not given in regular talks. 
When you ask something, you get to the bottom of it and 
find out what is what. Each man has practically the same 
problem, perhaps in a little modified form. 

"If you keep your diaries regularly for three or four 
months, like a hard taskmaster, you'll change. Send me the 
diaries blank. What greater concession do you want? Send 
them to me blank, and I will accept them. How long will 
you dare to send them to me blank?-that's the point. You 
cannot send them that way. 

"The mind, I tell you, is a cunning thief in the form of a 
friend. He will deceive you in a very noble way; he appears 
to be very friendly. But ultimately you'll see that you are let 
down. When you follow, follow the dictates of Master." 

QG: "Maharaj Ji, now you just gave very good examples. 
mostly concerning the thoughts we have." 

THE MASTER: "Thoughts are very potent, you see." 

QG: "Yes, well, there is, of course, pride and envy and 
jealousy and resentment towards others and thinking badly 
about others; and, of course, purity or chastity in word, 
thought and deed. You're sort of leading us very well; and I 
sometimes sit over this sheet, and I think: now what else is 
there that I have done wrong? And I'm just sometimes 
missing a clue. Is there anything else you would like to lead 
US to?" 

THE MASTER: "That is just putting in time for medita- 
tion-coming in contact with the Light and Sound Princi- 
ple within. That is what is wanted. That will help you; you 
will have more progress. Sometimes people bring me their 
diaries, and I see that their lives are very pure. They also put 
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in two hours meditation daily. And.yet there's little or no 
progress. I told them: 'If your diary is correct, then you 
should have gone to  the third plane.' Do you see? Do you 
follow me? If our lives are quite flawless, why should we not 
progress, especially after putting in time for meditation? If 
it is due to the wrong way of doing the practice, involving 
breathing or this and that, it should be set right. 

"We deceive our own selves, I tell you. Whatever you re- 
member, put it down in the diary. Try to think of every 
thought that struck you, not what your body did. Like a 
very hard taskmaster, I tell you, don't spare yourself. As 
you don't spare your enemy, don't spare yourself. This is 
the most dangerous serpent in the form of a friend. He will 
deceive you. He will try to retard your progress and keep 
you led away to the negative things that will retard you from 
going on the way. And then, instead of seeing shortcomings 
within our own selves, we begin to doubt the Master. This is 
the work of the mind. He will do it. At least you see that 
there's Light and there's Sound. That much you see. Then 
why not progress further wonderfully? There's something 
wrong." 

QD: "Master, what if you may have meditated when you 
became ill or you've been in the hospital, and you come 
back and you can't fill in the diary? Or take me. Suppose I 
was in the hospital and I could probably meditate twelve or 
fifteen hours, even while I was resting in the hospital. But 
suppose when I came home and I was recuperating-I 
mean, you can't go back to pick it up because you haven't 
had the paper with you, so you leave it blank because you 
don't want to put in this time." 

THE MASTER: "That's all right. If for some reason or 
other you cannot complete your diary correctly, but you're 



7 8 THE IMPACT OF A SAINT 

watching your life, then you must be progressing, too. Sick- 
ness gives you more time for meditation, does it not? If you 
are putting in more time and there are no  flaws, then you 
must have more progress. Is it not so? In this case you have 
not filled it in on account of your eyes not working; that has 
limited you. But the eyes won't always be like that." 

QD: "No, with the eye I couldn't meditate a t  all-I 
couldn't move the eyeball." 

THE MASTER: "That's all right. But still you could hear 
the Sound." 

QD: "Yes, that came in very clear, even without doing 
anything." 

THE MASTER: "That's only a temporary, short period of 
difficulty that we have sometimes. Moreover, I tell you, no  
matter how painful it may be, if you are trained in a way t o  
control your attention the pain won't affect you. That is 
when you're developed. Feeling comes only when the atten- 
tion is there. For  example, when you have to  have an injec- 
tion, if you just control your attention, it is not so pinching, 
not so painful." 

QF: "Master, I have another question: i t  joins on  what 
you were saying. " 

THE MASTER: "Yes, yes, most welcome." 

QF: "You say how our minds can deceive us and lead us 
away from the direction. Yet one does not want to  enter in- 
t o  this as a purely emotional experience. Well, then how am 
I t o  come to  decide, to  judge? I have to use my mind." 

T H E  MASTER: "You'll get help! You'll get help." 

QF: "I see. But earlier you told me 1 must not expect to  be 
able to  understand and rationalize everything." 
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THE MASTER: "Yes, intellectually you must grasp the 
theory. The work that has to be done by a learned man and 
an unlearned man is the same: you have to withdraw your 
attention from outside, still your mind, still your body and 
analyze yourself from the body. That's a practical thing. A 
learned man says, 'Why should 1 withdraw my attention? 
What result will I get?' There are two men: one is learned, 
the other is unlearned. If you order them, 'Go up the stairs,' 
the learned man says, 'Well, how many steps are there? 
Well, if I reach such and such a place, what will happen? If 
my foot slips, then who will save me?' H e  will consider so 
many things. The man who is unlearned, he'll run up. 

"A learned man must understand, for only then will he 
start. The other does not need all that botheration, I tell 
you. H e  will go ahead at once. 

"Two men, one learned, the other unlearned, went t o  a 
Master t o  be put on the way. The Master told the learned 
man, '1'11 charge you a double fee.' And to  the other man 
who was unlearned, he said, 'I'll charge you only a single 
fee.' The learned man said, 'Oh, I know so much, I'm so 
learned, why are you charging me a double fee?' The 
Master told him, 'Well, I have to first make you unlearned 
and then you will d o  it.' [laughter] 

"Both have to d o  the same thing. The difference lies only 
in that a learned man who has inner experience will explain 
i t  in so many ways. Even an unlearned man who goes up, 
takes you up. He may not be able to quote from so many 
past Masters, or draw so many inferences, but he will give 
you this thing and he will quote only from the vocabulary of 
the environment of which he is in command. Christ spoke 
in the parable of the farmer who sows seeds: the seeds that 
fall on stony ground don't grow; those that fall in the 
hedges grow, but are retarded; those that fall on the 
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prepared ground will grow. Consider how he even quotes 
this example. Masters never were educated in any college or 
university. Do you know in which college Christ read or 
Guru Nanak read or  Prophet Mohammed read? Do you 
know of any college? I don't think so. It is an awakening 
from inside. They see. It is not a matter of inferences, feel- 
ings or  emotions: it is a matter of seeing. They see, and they 
make others see." 

QH: "Master, may I ask a question?" 

THE MASTER: "Yes, surely, like an attorney. Even God is 
afraid of an attorney, I tell you." [laughter] 

QH: "Master, before I ask it -" 
THE MASTER: "NO, no, you are most welcome. I'm 

just-I'll tell you a story later on -" 
QH: "The Master is a great scholar, as we know." 

THE MASTER: "Is it?" [laughter] 
QH: "I'm sure His academic attainments have not 

thwarted His spiritual path. And therefore 1 would say that 
intellectual accomplishments can very often be helpful." 

THE MASTER: "Intellectual attainment is the garland of 
flowers around the neck of a practical man. He will explain 
things in so many ways. Whatever way he takes up, he will 
tell you something to prove it: at the level of common sense, 
too. But a learned man without any experience is something 
like a library only. There may be so many things in the 
brain; but t o  have libraries there cannot give you any prac- 
tical experience. Learning is good, you see; I'm not de- 
nouncing it." 

QH: "Well, now, I'm going to  take the risk of asking a 
second question." 
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T H E  M A S T E R :  "All right, come on,  please." 

Q H :  "Which probably is an intellectual question, but it 
bothers me." 

T H E  M A S T E R :  "Well, I will answer it to  the best I know 
how." 

Q H :  "And it is prompted by the discussion of this sister 
here on Yogananda. Now Yogananda was a great yogi. And 
in the Master's book, The Crown of Life, the Master 
touches on this very subject in pointing out the highest 
plane of the yogis. And then he goes on to discuss four addi- 
tional planes: Sach Khand and the three higher planes 
beyond that. It would be very helpful t o  me, Master, if you 
would touch on the subject and tell us a little about  those 
four planes." 

T H E  MASTER: "I tell you. You would like to know about 
those planes from where-from the yogis' point of view? 
From which point of view?" 

Q H :  "These are the four planes that the Master discusses 
which are above the highest plane of the yogis." 

THE MASTER: "I tell you. There are stages of yogis, too. 
Some are yogis, some are yogiraj or yogishwar: there are 
two stages of yogis. Yogis generally go to the first 
plane-Sahasrar or  Sahansdal Kamal. A yogishwar goes to  
the third plane and dips into the beyond a bit. And the Sant 
is one who reaches Sat Naam, the true home of the Father, 
or  true Father, you might say. There is also the Param Sant 
who transcends even those three higher planes and becomes 
one with the Wordless. These are the stages. There are 
many people belonging to the first stage and some to  the se- 
cond or  third. There are few who really have transcended 
beyond the three. Those who are regularly in the fourth 
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plane are called Sants. The fourth plane is divided: some 
people mingle it into one, some into two. The true plane of 
Sach Khand-whatever it is called-is the stage of full ef- 
fulgence of the wordless God into expression. And in the 
further stages there is absorption: Alakh, Agam, Anami, 
Soami, Radha Soami, or Nirala, or Maha Dayal, or 
whatever they are called. That is the stage of the highest, 
termed Param Sant. The Satsang path is that, you might 
say, of the Param Sant. So that's the difference." 

QH: "Now my limited intellect can almost picture Sach 
Khand, which the Master describes as pure spirit. But then 
the Master goes on to  describe three planes above the planes 
of Sach Khand. which itself is pure spirit, and that's hard 
for me to  -" 

THE MASTER: "NO, no. Mark the difference in the words 
that I a m  using. I've said that Sat Naam is thefull expres- 
sion of the Wordless state of God: H e  is fully expressed. In 
the higher planes, the soul goes on being absorbed until it 
comes to the Wordless state, where there's no  Light nor 
Sound. Those are the above stages. Ultimately, in the 
Wordless stage, there's no  expression of Light or  Sound. 
That  comes only when it comes into expression. There are 
different divisions, you might say, of Sach Khand: Alakh, 
Agam, and the ultimate, wordless state that is called 
Nameless One, Maha Dayal, Radha Soami, and by so many 
other names." 

QH: "Well, then, Master, would Agam be the first stage 
of manifestation?" 

THE MASTER: "Generally, that power which is in full ex- 
pression takes the form of a Guru. He is the Sat Naam 
working within the human pole. Then Sat Naam comes to 
absorb you further. S o  a Guru also has stages: Guru, 
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Gurudev and Satguru. A Guru is working at the human 
pole, but it is God in him Who is working: he is conscious. 
Gurudev manifests when you rise above the physical body. 
That works in the second to fourth planes, up till the fifth. 
to absorb you in the Sat Naam. Gurudev means 'The Ra- 
diant Form of the Master.' Then Sat Naam is the true 
Satguru. That absorbs you by stages: Alakh, Agam, like 
that. So there are stages of the Guru, too. 

"Everybody is called a Guru, but Guru is the name given 
to such a person at whose human pole God is working for 
the guidance of mankind. Sometimes He is loving: some- 
times He says, 'All right, don't do  it,' as an average man 
would. But inside He is fully conscious; He gives you the 
right guidance. And when you rise above the physical body, 
He comes to you in the Radiant Form called Gurudev. 
Gurudev means 'Effulgent Guru,' you might say. That 
guides you in the higher planes-the second, third and 
fourth-and absorbs you in the Sat Naam; and the Sat 
Naam further absorbs you in the Wordless state. But people 
generally make no difference: they say everybody is a Guru. 
Do you follow me? 

"These things are given in the scriptures, but they are not 
differentiated. That's the pity. We are not convinced unless 
we begin to see for our own selves. There was one devotee 
named Indra Mati, who lived in the time of Kabir. She went 
to the fifth plane and saw Sat Purush as Kabir. She told 
him, 'Well, Kabir, if you were Sat Naam yourself, why 
didn't you tell me before?' How many are there, even now, 
who think Master is a Master? When everything goes all 
right, according to your own wishes, you say, 'Oh, Master 
is great: Master is greater than God.' And if anything goes 
against your wishes: 'Oh, what kind of Master is that?' The 
flaw may be lying within you or you're not putting in 
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regular time for meditation. And you say, 'Oh, Master has 
failed.' You are incompetent." 

QB: "As a matter of fact, Master, I don't  want to take 
any time; but very apropos of that, two years ago, when I 
was still in New York and attending the Satsangs there, I 
slipped on the ice and broke my left arm. One of the persons 
attending the Satsang in New York said to  me (I don't  think 
she was initiated but she had been coming there), 'Why, I 
can't understand how you broke your arm when you've got 
a Master.' And I said, 'Well, it could have been a worse 
thing. He saved me from-from breaking my back. I got rid 
of karma fairly easily.' But she was quite indignant: how 
could anything happen to me when I had a Master?" 

THE MASTER: "Master is there to wind up your ac- 
tions-to wind up  the whole account, like a bank which 
fails. Winding up, I tell you. The many things that are here 
brought into fruit sometimes make your soul stronger, too, 
and they lose all pinching effects. When you become 
selfless-well-you are saved. That's all." 

QB: "Well I was very grateful. I said, 'Well it could have 
been my back or  my hip, but it was just my arm, 1 got off 
very lightly.' " 

THE MASTER: "When a man is initiated, he should go  on 
sincerely with it. H e  has no  concern with anyone except the 
Master. G o  on.  When you get something to start with, what 
more proof is required? As you progress inside, you will be 
more convinced. But when we have a little progress, we 
sometimes are puffed up: 'Oh, I know this-then d o  it ' ;  'I 
tell you, look here, d o  that thing; for if you don't, I'll curse 
you. '  And what is the result? The whole science is lost, I tell 
you. And such people become a defamation of the teach- 
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ings. G o  on with it. Any difficulty that you have will be 
solved of itself, unasked for." 

One evening after Satsang Master called another Satsangi 
and me to  discuss a particular point which I d o  not now 
recall. When we had finished, and the other Satsangi had 
left, I was alone with him and Tai Ji, who was resting on the 
floor in a corner of  the room. H e  was reading a letter from 
Nina Gitana of Kirpal Ashram, and commenting on  it out 
loud. At one point he said to  me, "She has two cats!" and 
chuckled. When he finished, he turned to me and said grave- 
ly, "She should be here with me. Why is she not here?" I 
said, "I don't know, Master; maybe she can't afford it." 
He looked at  me: "I will pay her way! Has she got a tele- 
phone?"-"Yes, Master. I think she does."  he hen call 
her, please, tell her I want her here with me and I will pay 
her way."-"Yes, Master." 1 did get Nina on the phone, 
after some difficulty, and gave her Master's message: she 
said she would come immediately but it would not be 
necessary for Master to pay for it. I went back in. Master 
was sitting on the bed. He looked at  me. "Where is your 
wife?"-"Downstairs, Master."-"Call her. Tell her t o  
come up." I conveyed this t o  someone outside the door and 
went back into his room. He said, referring to Judith, "She 
is a loving soul, you see." I agreed: "Yes, she is." Just then 
she came running in, breathless, her dear face anxious and 
excited. Master looked at  her, his face stern. "What d o  you 
want?" he said to  her for all the world as if he was horribly 
displeased with her for barging in on him. She stopped 
dead. She looked at  him first, then at me, then back at  
Master: "But I thought-they said-" Master shook his 
head. "What d o  you want?" he repeated, his face expres- 
sionless. Judith was totally bewildered. S o  was I.  A little 
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trace of a smile began in the corners of his mouth and slowly 
slowly his face cracked and melted into a loving smile. 
Gently, I would even say sheepishly, he said, "I was just 
joking, you see." Then he spoke with us intimately about 
many things, including how much money we had spent fol- 
lowing him: $1,100. H e  shook his head: "So much money! 
You must stand on your own feet." 

Day sped after day, and before it seemed possible it was 
the 29th of January-the day the Master was leaving. He 
had been the focal point of our lives since September 1 ; our 
existence was measured by His Light-and now he was go- 
ing. It was true that he had stressed more and more as the 
day of departure grew closer that the real Master was not 
the body but the Power working through the body; that 
what we were able t o  perceive through the lens of his body 
was only a tiny part of the whole of the Reality which that 
Power was; that if we would just develop receptivity t o  that 
Power, we would enjoy the same relationship with It as with 
the physical human being called Kirpal Singh: and physical 
distance was not and could not be a factor since that Power 
was within us. We knew that this was not only all true but a 
cornerstone of Sant Mat; nonetheless we were sad, because 
we also knew that the joy and peace and fulfillment that 
comes from physically sitting at the feet of the living Master 
is a unique thing in this world and we were about t o  lose it. 
Being with him made so  many things self-evident: watching 
him move, hearing him talk, observing (insofar as we could) 
His essence, it was not necessary to read libraries full of 
books to  discover the purpose of human life. It was only too 
clear that the purpose of human life was to become just like 
Him. 

There is a well-known story in India about a lion cub that 
was trapped by a shepherd and brought up  with the sheep, 
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so that it naturally assumed that it also was a sheep. 
Bleating and eating grass, it passed its days until a lion came 
along and saw what had happened: taking it to a stream, the 
lion made the cub look at both their reflections and then 
roared . . . Truly, this is the primary function of the Guru: 
t o  make us see what we really are and to  encourage us to act 
accordingly. This he does by showing us himself. 

The Master gave us a brief farewell talk in Mr. Khanna's 
living room where so many beautiful Satsangs had been 
held. After the talk I was standing in the hall, thinking on 
the implications of the day. Master came up to me, looked 
into my eyes with more love than I had ever seen from 
anybody-more love than I would have thought human 
eyes could contain-and said my name so that it sounded 
like a caress, two or  three times. Then he gently slapped me 
on my cheek-over and over again, first one cheek, then the 
other-all the time repeating my name. The slaps were very 
gentle; it would be as accurate to call them vigorous pats. 
Time stood still for me while He was doing this: caught up  
in His Love and lost in His eyes, I forgot everything but 
Him and His love for me. I don't know how long we stood 
there. 

Eventually the long drive to Kennedy Airport in New 
York was underway (yes, we were driving to  Kennedy from 
Washington). We drove to Staten Island via New Jersey and 
took a ferry to Long Island; it was obvious that we were 
late. Just as the ferry was pulling into Long Island, and we 
were poised ready to drive off, the Master's car pulled up  
beside our own. Mr. Khanna leaned out to speak to  me: 
"We are late," he said. "Will you please stop at  the first 
telephone, call the airline and ask them to hold the plane for 
a few minutes? If you d o  that we might make it." My heart 
sank down to  my feet. I knew that meant that neither I nor 
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the others in my car would see the Master again t i l l  God 
knew when; obviously by the time we reached the airport, 
he would have already boarded the plane, since i t  would be 
held especially for him. Oh me. I looked at the Master: he 
was waiting for my answer, and it was clear to me that he 
wanted me to  telephone. "Yes, I will do  it. I  will certainly 
d o  it," I said, although the collective sadness in the car 
hung heavily around me. I drove off the ferry, stopped at 
the nearest pay phone, got through to  the airline, made my 
request and got an agreement from them. Then- 

Then I went back t o  the car. I t  was pouring rain. I sat 
behind the wheel and my whole self rose up  and protested 
over not seeing the Master one more time. Tears rose. " I  
must see him again," 1  thought, "This can't be the end. I t  
can't be. O h  Master Master I must I must I must see you 
again. O h  Master please!" I  started the car and drove onto 
the road. I t  was dead silence in the car.  No one spoke. The 
windshield was awash with rain and my eyes with 
tears-between the two I could hardly see; but faster, 
faster, faster I pushed the car, praying all the while-"It 
can't, it can't, i t  can't be over. There must there must there 
must be one more time. Please Master oh please if you love 
me a little-just a tiny bit-please please pleasev-all 1 
knew was that prayer and the gallons of water everywhere 
and the grim fact of driving. 

When we arrived at the airport I parked and we ran 
breathlessly to  the building, hoping to  get one last glimpse 
of  Him before the plane took off-if indeed i t  had not 
taken off already-when to my astonishment I  noticed 
several disciples standing around the door. What were they 
doing there? Why were they not inside seeing Him off? Did 
that mean He had gone? My heart drooping, I grabbed one 
o f  them-an Indian-and asked breathlessly, "Where is 
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He? Has He gone?" He looked at me strangely and said. 
"Yes, he's gone," and my heart sank down as far as it could 
go, and I surrendered to despair. Thirty seconds later i t  
became obvious that there had been a misunderstanding for 
incredibly, impossibly, the Master's car drove up to the 
door and He got out,  gave us smiling darshan, and walked 
into the building. Almost immobilized with joy, we fol- 
lowed Him in. 

Piecing it together afterward, this is what happened: the 
driver of Master's car had, due to the blinding rain, three 
times missed the turn-off to the airport and three times 
drove around its entire circumference before finally making 
the correct turn. The airline had held the Master's plane fif- 
teen minutes beyond take-off time, but when he still didn't 
show up, it finally left (this is probably what that disciple 
thought I had asked him). So-after some arranging, 
Master and his party caught another plane half an hour 
later, going via Frankfurt rather than Rome, and he gave us 
darshan for that time. Then he said goodbye and was gone. 

3. Subsequent Meetings 

The next time we saw the Master was a little over a year 
later, February 1965, in India. In those days, very few 
American disciples made that journey; I'm not sure why, 
except that jet planes were still new, the trip was much more 
expensive then than it was later, and it had just not 
penetrated our consciousness yet that we could go. We went 
(Judith and I) in 1965 because the Master had issued a 
general invitation to all his disciples to attend the Third 
World Religions Conference to be held in Delhi on 
February 26, 27, and 28. This Conference was being spon- 
sored by the World Fellowship of Religions, a n  interna- 
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tional organization of which the Master was President. 
Judith and I cared very little about the Conference, but we 
cared very much about seeing the Master again, and the in- 
vitation made our longing multiply many times. We were 
there three weeks; and that trip, our first t o  India, was very 
difficult for us. We were not at  all prepared for the reality 
of India, and a profound culture shock set in: everything 
and anything bothered and irritated us. A week after our ar- 
rival we both came down with dysentery, which kept us flat 
on our backs for a week and weakened us for the rest of the 
stay; and because of the Conference, not only were we com- 
ing and going constantly, but the Master was also so very 
busy that we seldom got to be near him for more than a few 
minutes at  a time. He was aware of this and was very kind to 
us in many little ways; he took us to his retreat in Rajpur, 
near Dehra Dun, in the foothills of the Himalayas, for the 
last week of our stay. Here also however he was still very 
busy with the overflow from the Conference, so that we saw 
relatively little of him even there. 

Still many memories of those three weeks, which seem 
now so very long ago, jostle each other to come forth: the 
revelation, for example, of seeing the Master interact with 
his Indian disciples, a very very different group than the 
Americans: they would invariably try to touch his feet when 
they greeted him, and he would invariably stop them. The 
disciple would begin to  drop down, and the Master, watch- 
ing for this, would drop even faster, so that he would catch 
the disciple about halfway down. This little maneuver 
was always executed with a generous good humor that never 
failed: even in his eightieth year it was there. Another 
characteristic reaction of the Master that I observed for the 
first time on this trip was the way he refused garlands. In In- 
dia it is very common to  garland people (that is, throw long 
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ropes of flowers around their necks) on  any excuse; we were 
garlanded when we arrived at the airport by the people who 
had come to  meet us. The Master was constantly being 
garlanded for some reason or other, except that he would 
never accept them. H e  would arrest the garland in its des- 
cent and very quickly, before the other man could grasp 
what was happening, he would put it around his neck-the 
man who was trying to  garland the Master! It was very fun- 
ny to  watch. 

Other incidents stand out in sharp relief: Hearing the 
Master, talking to  someone in the room next to ours at  the 
Ashram, say, "I want you to be a Buddha-not a 
Buddhist!" which, I thought at the time, seemed to  sum up  
the essence of his teachings as well as any one sentence 
could; arriving at the Ramlila Grounds on the first day of 
the World Religions Conference exhausted, frightened and 
unnerved after our first bout with an  Indian crowd, and see- 
ing the Master go out of his way to walk over and check on 
us, saying with twinkling eyes, "You are all right? You are 
not dead?" which made us laugh and restored our perspec- 
tive and made us love him more than ever; the seriousness 
of his reply to one of the Conference delegates who had 
asked him if a certain man was his disciple: "I have 
no  disciples. Only God has disciples. They love me and 
1 love them. They are my equals, and I treat them that 
way"-contrasted with the lightness of the afternoon in 
Rishikesh when the Master casually tossed a toy scorpion 
into the lap of Bibi Hardevi and then roared with laughter 
when she shrieked in surprise; and that same afternoon in 
Rishikesh, our memorable first meeting with the Maharishi 
Raghuvacharya, a venerable holy man at that time 108 
years old, who was not only one of Kirpal Singh's leading 
disciples but perhaps his closest friend. 
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By the time it came to  leave, our culture shock had 
evaporated and we felt that Sawan Ashram was truly our 
home; and our farewell interview with the Master was 
specially moving. As we left the Ashram I felt a deep deep 
grief which continued till long after we got home. 

The years following were formative: the Ashram that 
Kirpal Singh had founded on our farm slowly and painfully 
began to take shape, and the local nucleus of initiates just as 
slowly increased. To manage an Ashram was not a task 
especially congenial to  either Judith or me; it was not what 
either of us would have chosen for a lifework. We 
were-and are-both essentially private people, not at ease 
with more than one or two persons at a time, and loving 
regularity and the knowledge that when the day was over we 
would be alone and free. Well, that wasn't meant to be: the 
days were never over, and before there was a sizeable com- 
munity a t  the Ashram, there was no one but us to  handle 
visitors who turned up in the middle of the night, seekers 
who arrived with no notice prepared to stay indefinitely, 
etc. Gradually, by trial and error, we learned how to cope 
with the infinite variety of tests and challenges that con- 
front the budding ashram-proprietor. We made some hor- 
rendous mistakes, certainly; when I think of some of the 
things I have said and done, absolutely convinced I was 
right, I shudder; but despite the mistakes the Ashram 
emerged as an entity, and the group of initiates centered 
around it increased from three in 1963 to about twenty-five 
in 1969. 

Midway through this period, from the fall of 1967 to the 
spring of 1968, I became terribly depressed. Nine years after 
my initiation, I realized that I was not progressing in 
meditation, and had made no appreciable progress in three 
years. In fact, to a great extent I had lost whatever I had 
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once gained. By this time, my responsibilities as a represen- 
tative of the Master had increased, not only because the 
Ashram and the local Sangat were growing, but because I 
was now authorized to  convey the initiation instructions to  
those persons who had been accepted by the Master. This 
was a great honor and responsibility; I appreciated the 
honor but felt the responsibility very keenly. I was attacked 
by guilt feelings over being an unworthy representative. I 
was acutely aware of my failings as a disciple and felt like a 
stinking hypocrite whenever 1 held Satsang; and every time 
I failed in keeping any of the commandments, it just added 
fuel to the fire. I managed to work myself into a neurotic 
mess and almost threw away (again) everything I had been 
given; but the love, understanding and patience of my wife 
Judith and the Master's letters to me combined into a 
stronger force working in the other direction. I was very 
frank and open in my letters to him and did not pretend I 
was feeling differently than I was; and he responded by 
writing me letters that I still treasure. Here is a paragraph 
from his letter of December 2,1966 (written before the period 
of greatest depression but in response to similar difficulties): 

"You need not dwell much on your personal character or 
impurities of mind. It amounts to self-pity. You will please 
appreciate that by watering the seedling at the roots, the 
plant thrives most and blooms in abundance. The holy 
Naam is the tried panacea for ills of the mind. Although it is 
a very happy augury to be conscious of one's shortcomings, 
undue apprehension sometimes breeds morbidity which 
hampers inner progress. The conscious contacts of divinity 
within revolutionizes the thought pattern of the child disci- 
ple and he sees everything in much clearer perception. Slow 
and steady wins the race. Your job is to be implicitly obe- 
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dient and humbly dedicated. It is for him to reward you for 
your efforts. Patience is the noblest virtue but it is the fruit 
of very long cultivation. Just learn to live in the living pres- 
ent with undivided attention and devotion. You should 
train your mind in such a manner that when you d o  
anything required of you, there is no  hurry, compulsion or  
resentment from your side. You will find that it will be 
helpful t o  you in all spheres of life including meditations. 
My love and blessings are always with you." 

This letter has been a constant companion to me over the 
years and,  after Judith succeeded in helping me to  change 
my perspective so that I was open to  the Master's words 
again, it was enormously helpful t o  me in overcoming my 
depression. 

Another similar letter, written to me a t  a time of great 
trouble and turmoil which I was compounding by making 
one mistake after another, was dated March 10, 1967: 

"Worry and hurry are the chief causes to  dwell on by the 
mind. If you could just eliminate these two by resigning to  
the divine Will and Pleasure of the gracious Master Power 
working overhead, you will be relieved of the undue strain 
and stress. Please note it for certain that whatever comes to 
your count is in your best spiritual interests, and to  become 
a fit receptacle for the divine grace you have to  inculcate a 
sense of self-abnegation and affacement without involving 
your mind. The  more you are relaxed, reposing and recep- 
tive, the more ineffable bliss and harmony will fall t o  your 
lot. Just rise so high in the loving lap of the Master Power to  
consider yourself as a child, who would relish 'Not my will 
but Thine be done.' Your deep gratitude for manifold bless- 
ings is good and appreciated." 
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And then the following, dated November 24, 1967, writ- 
ten in response to  one of the most depressing, despairing, 
bottom-of-the-sewer letters he probably ever received-a 
terrified cry for help on my part: 

"You need not be skeptic about your restricted inner prog- 
ress. I t  appears that you have been prey to undue skep- 
ticism on your part, thereby (causing) your inability t o  pro- 
gress more on the holy Path.  Suchlike feelings not only 
hamper inner progress but create more confusion and re- 
tard receptivity. Your job is t o  be earnestly and honestly 
devoted to  your spiritual practices, and leave the results t o  
Him . . . It appears that you have been deluded in your way 
by the intrusion of these morbid feelings which has resulted 
in a setback. . . . You should forget all about the past and 
be devoted to your meditations with renewed faith and you 
can still have it. 

"Lust and anger are human elements. These can be sub- 
dued carefully by right living as discussed in the books and 
letters from time to time. If you will care t o  take stock of 
things, you will find much scope of gratitude as  you have 
improved considerably in all spheres of your life with the 
grace of the Master. 

"As regards your working for the holy cause in the capa- 
city as a representative of the Master, you must know it for 
certain that the gracious Master Power has His immaculate 
ways of divine dispensation. He can take work from one 
and all who offer themselves lovingly. If you will inculcate a 
keen sense of humility by self-abnegation and effacement 
you will enjoy more ineffable bliss and harmony. Humility 
is the sheet anchor with the dear ones. It is an  adoration of 
the Saints who work in this physical plane by keeping their 
divinity hidden from the public gaze. How safe and sublime 
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it is to work humbly on behalf of the Master by rolling all 
credit on to Him. You are a personal testimony to the 
sacred truth that when you work for the Master for chan- 
neling the divine grace, how graciously you are compen- 
sated. The golden principle of attributing all success to the 
Master Power and failure to your own personal weaknesses 
to be overcome gradually should be followed lovingly. Ego 
is a human element. It is annihilated very slowly by 
meditating on the Sound Current and Light principles. 
Gradually it will dawn upon you that you are simply a doll 
in the hands of divine powers, dancing to His bid . . . . 7 9 

With the grace of the Master, repeated readings of this 
letter, renewed applications to  meditation and Judith's lov- 
ing help ultimately brought me out of my depression (which 
no one other than Judith and the Master knew anything 
about) and Master's words quoted above-"Everything is 
still within you and you can still have it9'-proved true. 

As the years went on, my life changed outwardly as well 
as inwardly; in the summer of 1969 I made plans to leave my 
job as a linotype operator and open a printing business in 
partnership with a brother disciple. The bank loan obtained 
to finance the business, coupled with new low fares to India 
through group rates, made possible another visit to 
Master-this time for six weeks, and this time-reluc- 
tantly-alone. Both in terms of money and of the needs of 
the children, Judith and I sadly decided that this time I 
would go without her. It was the first time in our marriage 
that we had been separated for anything like that amount of 
time, and as I left her in Kennedy Airport, on September 21, 
1969, my eyes filled with tears so that I could hardly see. 
Waves of homesickness and loneliness for Judith and 
Miriam and Eric haunted me through the course of the 
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whole flight. I remembered the difficulties of the last trip 
with a real sense of foreboding, and all my sins and errors of 
the four and a half years since I had seen the Master 
crowded in on me. I was afraid of a reappearance of the 
culture shock that had plagued us so before, and, in short, I 
spent the plane ride in a self-induced neurotic terror. But it 
ended the moment we landed. 

For, by some miracle, this time, my second visit t o  India, 
I felt in every way that I was returning home. My initial 
reaction to  the "feel" of India as we left the plane was one 
of  love and joy. It seemed so right! Everything affected me 
exactly opposite from the first trip; that which had bothered 
me now delighted me. The crowds, the noise, the smells, the 
animals all over the streets, the incessant honking, the 
breakneck speed and ear-splitting velocity of popular Hindi 
-it all seemed like the appurtenances of Fairyland. I loved 
it all, I wanted to join with it forever. 

The Master was not at  Sawan Ashram when we arrived, 
but that was all right-he had sent us a message that he was 
just completing a tour of the Punjab and would be back in a 
few hours. In the meantime just being at  the Ashram itself 
was knocking me out. I felt as though great waves of elec- 
tricity were coming up  off the ground and enveloping me. 
Sawan Ashram was not, physically speaking, a very 
memorable place. Barely two acres in extent, it was just big 
enough by the end of the Master's life t o  hold the crowds 
that came regularly to  see him. It underwent many changes 
over the years, and the many brave attempts t o  keep it green 
were ultimately doomed by the pressure of thousands and 
thousands of bare brown feet. Still, when I crossed the 
bridge over the mucky stagnant river that bounded it, I felt 
that I was entering another world- a world out of time, the 
ultimate refuge-a world that was impossibly, breathtak- 
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ingly beautiful. This is what I felt that September day in 
1969, and every other day I ever entered Sawan 
Ashram-until the day of Master's death. 

But that day was five years ahead in 1969, and not for one 
second did the thought that he could actually die some day 
enter my head. Even though he himself was in a car 
somewhere between the Punjab and Delhi, his presence was 
all-pervading and overpowering; hundreds of miles away, 
he dominated this place the way few people could even if 
physically present. Happiness overcame me, hours before I 
saw him. Although exhausted from more than twenty-four 
hours without sleep, it was very difficult for me to drop  off; 
I was just too excited. Eventually I did, and woke up  to dis- 
cover that the Master was back at  the Ashram and was 
waiting to see us! 

I raced from my room over t o  his parlor where the 
Ashramites and Western visitors-ten or  so, some of them 
good friends-were having his darshan. We were late. I 
caught a glimpse of His Face through the window and then 
we were in the room. O h  God! As I was staring at  Him it 
burst over me like a thunderclap that I had totally forgotten 
who H e  was! That  face-not like a face at  all but like the 
side of a mountain-I wrote t o  Judith that night, "How, 
after looking at  That  Face once, can we ever d o  anything 
mean o r  petty o r  unworthy again?" How indeed? Only by 
forgetting-which is precisely what I had done. 1 felt that I 
was five years old, and despite urgings from some of the 
others, I sat down a t  the back-I truthfully did not dare to  
get too near Him. Never in my life had I been more con- 
scious of His holiness and power. I felt that I would be elec- 
trocuted if 1 went too close. 

He was very kind to me that afternoon-he teased me 
and joked with me and put me at  ease, knowing well how I 
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felt. That  afternoon session was short: we were all tired and 
the Master too had had a long and fatiguing trip. But that 
evening on the porch, in the midst of the blue India twilight 
air, whose beauty was almost sensuous, He was really extra- 
ordinarily kind. He treated me as though I were his equal. 
He told everyone that I was His friend. He said to me, "This 
is a very auspicious occasion-that we meet again." H e  an- 
nounced that I was an expert in printing, that I had a prin- 
ting press "over there" (although I had not written him 
about the business), and "for that purpose he has come." 
The effect of the whole darshan (there were plenty of other 
topics commented on,  of course; he told, for example, an  
uproariously funny but true story about a husband and wife 
who were both Ph.D.'s and their adventures with an 
astrologer of which I have forgotten the details) was sur- 
realistic, it was so unreal. Never in all my adventures with 
Him had there been anything quite like this: while I ap- 
preciated beyond expression Master's kindness I under- 
stood well that this was a gift from Him and was unearned 
by me. Why he was giving it to me I did not understand, but 
I certainly enjoyed it. 

One shadow cast over that heavenly darshan was the 
noise from the television set in the Master's parlor. I had 
noticed the TV that afternoon and had been shocked and 
disturbed: What, 1 wondered, does the Master want with 
TV? But in the wave of happiness that was washed away. 
Now this evening some disciples were sitting in the parlor 
with the TV turned on so loud i t  literally drowned out 
Master's voice at times and we were sitting three or  four feet 
away, some of us! Sadly I thought, Even here, in the heart 
o f  the spiritual kingdom on this plane, even here in His own 
home, H e  has no  peace; the Negative Power is plaguing 
Him here as anywhere. 
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( I  learned later that Master did not want the television set 
at all, but that a leading disciple had had it installed over 
the Master's objections. This was an instance of a pattern 
that later predominated: the ignoring of  the Master's wishes 
by people whom He had placed in positions of great trust 
and responsibility. Masters are not dictators, and if a disci- 
ple disobeys, and is not deterred by the Master's 
displeasure, the Master forces nothing. As he has said, "1  
have come to make friends of you-not slaves.") 

The Master said to me at one point that evening, "Today 
you take rest-tomorrow it will start!" and looked at me 
very significantly. I thought that seemed a little ominous, 
but He added that there would be a group meditation sitting 
for us in the morning, and he wanted me there. 

The next morning he put us in meditation in a bare room 
with hard floors, no cushions, and no  place even to support 
my back. One of the disciples suggested that I might try just 
sitting on the floor with no  support like the others, but in 
those days I didn't think that was important. I sat on the 
floor all right-there was no  place else I could sit-but I 
worked out,  with great effort, a jerry-built, very unsatisfac- 
tory arrangement that supported my back but also 
hurt-almost immediately after I started sitting. 

But it didn't matter. It didn't matter because the Great 
Giver, Who  had given me so much already in such a ridicu- 
lously short time, was not finished: just after he ended 
the meditation instructions, when our eyes were already 
closed, he walked over to me and very gently put His hand 
on my head, with two of His fingers touching my two closed 
eyes. The second those fingers touched me, BANG!-it 
started! Instantly I was in the presence of the Master within 
and the next hour (or whatever time it was) was like a 
cosmic game of hide and seek-the Master laughing at me, 
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teasing me, loving me, disappearing, appearing again, 
sometimes appearing twice at the same time, sometimes ap- 
pearing with Baba Sawan Singh, His Master-but all the 
time laughing, teasing, loving, till it seemed that there was 
nothing else and that there had never been anything else 
than that blessed game with His Real and Radiant Form 
within. Such incredible aching happiness 1 had never known 
in my life before, even at His Feet! When the sitting was 
over, He asked me what I had experienced, and I told Him; 
but I realized as I told Him that He already knew i t  all 
anyway. 

I reflected long and deeply on this, because i t  brought 
home t o  me more than ever before the truth that success 
in meditation is a gift of the Guru, and nothing that 
we can bring about. For four and a half years, much of 
that time under extreme mental difficulties, I had been sit- 
ting in meditation and had never experienced anything 
like I had this morning (and in fact, so strong was that 
gift that for the entire six weeks of my stay with Him 
there was not a day when I did not have the company 
of the Master within). Yet literally at  His touch the tenth 
door flew wide open and I saw. But I also realized that 
the gift doesn't come into a vacuum-that without the 
years of  struggle, despair, failure, and renewed effort 
that had preceded that morning, it wouldn't have hap- 
pened. The disciple has to  work hard, but still he does 
not earn anything; all he can d o  is put himself into a 
place where he can receive that which the Master wishes 
to  give him. 

That 1969 trip still seems like the high point in my 
life-high in every way. I was high for six weeks almost 
non-stop (there were a few breaks, but i t  is very hard to  
remember them now). Nothing bothered me, everything 



102 THE IMPACT OF A SAINT 

seemed marvelous. Several days after we arrived I was 
awakened about 1:30 a .m. by the noise of dogs barking-it 
sounded like fifty of them. When I realize what i t  was, 
I smiled happily: "This too  is a gift from Him." Then I 
started laughing as it went through my mind what my reac- 
tion would have been had I been back home!-I would have 
gotten up, gone out and done something about it. I laughed 
myself back t o  sleep, the sweet remembrance of Him 
brushing my eyes. 

There were two lines of action that the Master pursued 
with me during the first weeks of my 1969 stay. One  had to  
d o  with the magazine Sat Sandesh and with printing his 
books in general, and the other with the management of 
Sant Bani Ashram. The latter surfaced first, with a question 
that I asked him at evening darshan: "Do 1 have the right to  
ask people to  leave the Ashram if I feel that their staying is 
working against its purpose?" (I  asked him this because 
there had been a few ugly incidents over the years, one of 
them just a few weeks before, of people refusing to  leave 
and telling me that the Ashram was God's house and I had 
no  right t o  ask them to  leave.) His reply was very suppor- 
tive-more, in fact, than I had hoped for: "Surely-I have 
entrusted you with that task!" I was relieved and grateful. 
But he went on:  "If people stay there too long there will be 
fighting, there will be bad vibrations in the place. One 
week, two weeks, three weeks-why should anyone stay 
longer?" Suddenly I felt as though the breath had been 
knocked out of me: 1 had always been very free to  let 
anyone stay in the big house at the Ashram, and a t  this time 
the house was full of people, all of whom had been there for 
much longer than three weeks. Did the Master mean that 
this was wrong? Tentatively I asked, "You mean you don't 
want anyone to stay longer than three weeks?" He looked 
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at me intently. "If you have your own town, what is the use 
of that? And -" he leaned forward-"if anyone refuses to  
go, tell him in my name to  leave."-"In your name, Mas- 
ter?"-"In my name." End of subject. 

That night I felt sick at  heart. All those people! Most of 
them were very dear to me. T o  ask them to leave! And I felt 
terribly depressed at  having been so wrong. How could I have 
gotten so far away from his wishes? Late into the night I sat 
huddled in a little anteroom at the guest house. All the joy 
and euphoria of the first few days had vanished. The  cold 
bath of his displeasure had washed it away. 

The next afternoon I asked for a private interview with 
him. I asked him point-blank, "Did you mean yesterday 
that no  one should live at  the Ashram?" He said, "If they 
are helping, then it's all right. But9'-with great emphasis- 
"no one has a claim on it." He then explained to  me very 
carefully that the purpose of the Ashram was to  provide a 
congenial environment for people to come and meditate full 
time for a short while, so that they could return to their 
homes and jobs charged up  from their stay; that if all the 
space at the Ashram was taken up with permanent 
residents, then where would the guests stay? and that the 
criterion to  determine whether any individual or  family 
should live at the Ashram or not was what they would be 
able to contribute to the Ashram, both by way of seva or 
service-that is, how badly were they needed to get the 
necessary work done?-and also in terms of what they 
added to the atmosphere-that is, if anyone's presence 
resulted in personality difficulties and/or  fighting, he/she 
should leave. He explained all this very carefully and I was 
exceedingly grateful t o  him for doing so. I left his presence 
not only with my euphoric joy completely restored, but 
with a very strong impression that Sant Bani Ashram would 
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play an important role in His work in the future, and that 
was why He was being so careful in His instructions about i t  
now. 

The Master also at this time asked me to edit his monthly 
magazine, Sat Sandesh. This was one of the great turning 
points in my life, and I will always have trouble believing 
the faith and trust that He so freely and undeservedly gave 
me-a college dropout, a competent printer to  be sure, but 
an editor? Still, with His grace and more mistakes and er- 
rors of judgment than I want to remember, the magazine 
came out every month, and continues to this day under the 
name Sant Bani (The Voice of the Saints). 

He  also asked me to edit several of his books, from the 
point of view of the English language. This took up  much of 
my "free" time while there, but was a blessed task for me, 
not least because of the many opportunities for being with 
Him that came with it. He asked several times how I was do- 
ing, and examined my work. He objected to my editing only 
once, but that was a big one. 

In his book Naam or Word are a series of quotations 
from various world scriptures and testimonies of medi- 
tators from different religious traditions, all making the 
point that meditation on  the inner Light or  the Sound Cur- 
rent was the most helping factor in their personal ex- 
perience. Among the quotations was that of a Buddhist 
monk who related how the sound of bells from a nearby 
temple had sent him into Samadhi. Now the bell sound is 
the first significant inner sound usually heard by the practi- 
tioner of Surat Shabd Yoga, and those who have heard it 
know that one aspect of this Sound is exactly like that of 
temple bells. This is no  accident; after hearing the inner 
Sound, it strains credulity to believe that the outer sound is 
anything other than an  intentional copy. But this particular 
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quotation stated very specifically that it was an outer bell, 
and I had always wondered what exactly it proved and why 
it was in the book at all. S o  as 1 was going over the second 
edition of the book which Master had given me to use as a 
manuscript (the version that emerged from my editing was 
published in 1970 as the third edition) I simply crossed the 
quotation out.  

When Master examined the pages he of course noticed 
the large deletion. "What is this?"-"Well, Master, I 
thought-" I explained my lack of understanding to  him. 
He looked at  me with an  expression of absolute amazement 
that anyone could be so obtuse, and he said, very patiently, 
and slowly, "It was not really an outer sound. H e  thought it 
was. How could an  outer sound drag him into Samadhi?" I 
felt like an  idiot. I saw at once the truth of his statement, 
particularly since I knew from my own experience that even 
a fully-instructed initiate sometimes can have difficulty dif- 
ferentiating the inner from the outer sound. S o  I said, 
"Oh." He looked at  me sternly. "Leave the quotations 
alone, please."-"Yes, Master." 

He gave us darshan twice a day during this period- 
sometimes for an hour and a half at a time. In the morning 
he would put us in meditation, leave the room, and come 
back anywhere from one to three hours later, depending on 
circumstances. After the meditation he would give us dar- 
shan for a while. Then in the late afternoon or early evening 
he would give us darshan again, usually on the porch of his 
house. He often, but not always, separated the Indians 
from the Westerners for these sessions: sometimes he would 
take Indians first, sometimes Westerners. Sometimes these 
meetings were deadly serious, almost heavy; sometimes 
they were full of happiness and fun. He did not allow dar- 
shan sessions to be taped during this period, on the grounds 
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that the microphone would change things. The following 
year he did allow them to be taped, and it did (in my opin- 
ion) change things: the transcriptions of those sessions 
(1970-71) can be found in the book, The Light of Kirpal, 
and while they are fascinating reading, the subjective im- 
pact of those darshans seems very different-somehow 
more diffused-to me than those earlier unrecorded 
meetings. There were not very many of us at darshan in 
those days-seventeen was the largest number-and the at- 
mosphere was unbelievably intimate. Sometimes the Master 
would have Bibi Hardevi sing one of his own songs (rumor 
had it that he had written more than two thousand, al- 
though I never asked him if that were really true) and the air 
would taste like wine and and we would be in Fairyland in- 
deed. Other times we would ask him questions, some of 
which would please him and others not-like the time we 
asked him if it was all right to use cushions when we sat for 
meditation. "Cushions!" H e  looked at us: "Cushions are 
for old people!" We were shocked. Someone said what we 
were all thinking: "But, Master-we all use cushions!" 
Master laughed and laughed. 

Another time someone asked what our attitude should be 
toward our parents. Master said we should love them. 
Someone else commented that his mother was terribly 
possessive and wanted to  live next t o  him and dominate 
him. Master said in that case he could love her from a 
distance. I said that my mother loved me and I loved her, 
but I knew that she wished that I was not on the Path. 
Master smiled and said. "It is because she loves you that she 
wishes you were not on the Path! She thinks, 'What is this 
crazy thing my son has gotten into?' It is your job to show 
her by your life that it is not crazy. After you have shown 
her by example, then you could talk to her about it: 'Well, 
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Mother, have you ever considered why it is that they ring 
bells in churches?' Like that." 

Then someone asked how to deal with parents who are 
actively opposed to what he was doing, and who put 
obstacles in the way of his practicing the Path. How d o  we 
balance love and respect for our parents against our  obliga- 
tions to the Master and the Path,  if they should conflict? 

In response, the Master talked about his relationship with 
his own parents. He said that he loved them dearly and 
respected them very much; that he was an obedient son ex- 
cept when they wanted him to d o  something that he felt was 
wrong. Then he did not obey them. He gave us several in- 
stances. The first one is well known: his parents were meat 
eaters (the Master was brought up in the Sikh religion, and 
most present-day Sikhs d o  eat meat) and they naturally ex- 
pected him to eat meat also. But he refused, even as a small 
child, telling his father sweetly that he did not wish to make 
a burial-ground out of his body. 

The second instance involved the worship of the god 
Shiva by his parents and other family members. (Strictly 
speaking, the Sikh religion differentiates sharply between 
the three Hindu gods-Brahma, Vishnu, Shiva-and the 
goddess KaWDurga, all of  whom are worshiped by Hin- 
dus, and the one True God Who  is held to  include all the 
Hindu gods and be above them; and no  Sikh is supposed to  
worship any of these gods. But in many parts of India, 
under Hindu influence, worship of the gods is becoming 
prevalent among Sikhs.) Master said that his family wor- 
shiped Shiva and had an idol erected in a sort of family 
altar. He  said, "In the beginning I also worshiped Shiva. 
But later when I came to know that I should be worshiping 
the maker of Shiva, I left that off. ' '  His family was upset, 
and put extreme pressure on him to conform; but he loving- 
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ly and cheerfully refused. Then, he told us, it happened that 
one night that idol tipped over, fell on the floor and 
smashed, and when the family discovered it they blamed 
him! They said that his obstinacy and refusal to d o  homage 
had angered Shiva and he had smashed himself to show his 
anger. Master said that all of his family ostracized him for 
months: they refused to speak to  him or to take any note of 
him whatever. He said, "I didn't mind. I loved them. I 
didn't blame them; but I was not going to worship Shiva." 

His final instance occurred when he was a young man, 
just starting on his government career. His first day in the 
office was spent refusing bribes. Everyone who came to his 
desk tried to leave some money to  make sure that his par- 
ticular business would be taken care of, but the Master was 
adamant. "Am I not paid for the job?" His co-workers ad- 
vised him to conform-"We all d o  it; your predecessor did 
it"-but he refused. In the late afternoon a petitioner 
wouldn't accept his refusal: he walked away leaving the 
coins on  his desk. The Master picked up  the coins and threw 
them after him, and the clatter of the coins hitting the floor 
alerted everyone in the office t o  what was happening. 
Someone informed his father, and that evening his father 
took him aside and told him that taking bribes was an ac- 
cepted practice throughout the bureaucracy, that his refusal 
t o  d o  it would put a burden on  all his fellow workers, and he 
should conform. But the Master said no. 

Then he showed us the other side of the coin-the value 
of service to  one's parents and the importance of their bless- 
ing. H e  said that in 1916 or  1917 his father had a severe 
shock and forgot everything he had ever known-even 
things like the names of the parts of his body. Master said 
that he took care of him as though he were a baby, cleaned 
him when he soiled himself, and taught him to speak all 



MEETINGS WITH T H E  MASTER 109 

over again: "Finger, thumbM-like that. After some time 
his father had another shock which restored his memory of 
the past but caused him to forget everything that had hap- 
pened after his first shock. But when he came to know what 
the Master had done for him while he was so  helpless, he 
became very grateful; and one night, while they were walk- 
ing, he asked Kirpal if there was anything he especially 
wanted, adding that if a father's blessing meant anything he 
would have it. Kirpal said, "As you know, my only wish is 
t o  find God." His father stopped dead, turned t o  him and 
said with great assurance, "You shall certainly meet God!" 
And the Master leaned forward and told us with great em- 
phasis, "From that very day, I tell you, I began seeing the 
Form of my Master within-from that day!" (This was in 
19 17, seven years before the Master met Baba Sawan Singh 
personally.) 

So  many are the memories of that blessed stay. 
Everything seemed touched with gold to me-even the 
shabby squalid streets outside the Ashram, where I often 
walked to  get a Coca-Cola or  some fruit in a nearby market. 
One day, standing in Shakti Nagar, I watched a bus come 
roaring around the circle. It was absolutely jam-packed, 
which was not unusual, but this particular bus had people 
hanging outside by their hands from the window along one 
side of the bus!-shifting the weight of the bus so much that 
it was tipped high on the other side. As I stared at  it in 
stupefied amazement, the people hanging on the side saw 
me, and waved their free hands, yelling and laughing in 
glee. That  summed up for me the essence of India. What a 
country! Is it possible not t o  love a country where that could 
happen? 

Sometimes as I was coming back to the Ashram after hav- 
ing been away for a few hours, I would think, "I a m  a t  my 
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Guru's feet! I am at my Guru's feet!' and I would be filled 
with intense happiness. 

One night we didn't have evening darshan at  the usual 
time because we were told the Master had gone to a political 
meeting. I was aware that Mrs. Gandhi, the Prime Minister 
of India, had consulted with the Master from time to time 
(as did both her predecessors) and we assumed that he was 
participating in the meeting in some way. Even when we 
learned that it was a huge rally at the Ramlila Grounds we 
still assumed he would be on the stage, because I had been 
present more than once when he had addressed crowds of 
100,000 or  more from that very platform. So  we begged and 
pleaded to be allowed to attend the meeting, and the 
Ashram staff agreed. After many misadventures, including 
being totally lost in the vast caverns of the Ramlila 
Grounds, we stumbled around a corner to find the Mas- 
ter-sitting in the audience! Now the Master was very beau- 
tiful physically as well as spiritually. Almost six feet tall (un- 
usually tall for a n  Indian), his massive face and long snowy 
white beard was enough to  make him stand out in any 
crowd-apart from the radiance that always surrounded 
him. But this time it was not like that at  all. Sitting in a seat 
with his knees crossed, his glasses on,  listening intently to  
Mrs. Gandhi's address, he did not seem especially pleased 
to  see us and gestured emphatically t o  us not t o  greet him 
or  make any sort of fuss over him. Taking a seat, I studied 
him closely and I realized that he was deliberately hiding 
himself: having withdrawn his radiance, he was sitting in 
the audience like any elderly Sikh gentleman, surrounded 
by thousands of people who had no  idea at all who he 
was-and this was exactly what he wanted. If I did not 
know him very well, I thought, I would have had trouble 
recognizing him. When the meeting was over, he got up and 
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left with the rest of the crowd. We went home separately, 
and when we reached the Ashram we discovered that he had 
not yet returned. 

None of us felt like going to bed until we had seen him, so 
we waited up. Shortly after midnight, he came in. (We 
found out later he had been visiting terminally ill disciples.) 
Stepping out of his car He was once again the King; walking 
past His loving children shedding light and grace as H e  
went, He seemed to carry the Universe on His shoulders. 
What a metamorphosis from earlier that evening! Yet truly 
that had been the aberration and this was the norm. My 
head spinning with the wonder and power of the Guru, I 
finally went to bed. 

Toward the end of my stay the Master took another disci- 
ple and myself on a two-day tour of some villages, ending at 
his retreat near Rajpur. We rode in a station wagon through 
rural India (my first intensive look), the Master wearing 
dark glasses much of the time. We stopped several times, 
once for Satsang, other times more informally. In the after- 
noon we reached our first destination: a tiny village in the 
middle o f  nowhere. After Satsang, which was held out- 
doors we all (the Master, Bibi Hardevi, his driver, the other 
disciple, and myself) retired into a nearby house, made of 
bricks without mortar, and with a dirt floor, to  eat. Our  
meals were served to us on huge leaves, as is the custom in 
India, while we all sat cross-legged on the mud floor. After 
the meal, the Master lay down to rest and, following his ex- 
ample, so did we. 

Later that evening we arrived in a small town called 
Kaithal, the Master's main destination, where he held Sat- 
sang that night and initiation the next morning. That  night 
after Satsang he called the other disciple and me into his 
room, where we talked for half an hour. I conveyed to him a 
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greeting from Ram Dass (Dr. Richard Alpert), who then, at  
the beginning of his spiritual career, had a n  ashram just ten 
miles from Sant Bani, in Franklin. The Master asked me 
who Ram Dass was, and I explained that he was a n  Ameri- 
can sadhu who followed the vegetarian diet, had taken a 
vow of chastity, and had a large following among American 
young people. The Master commented that sadhus, even 
though they may take vows of chastity, are seldom chaste: 
that true chastity includes control over thoughts and 
dreams as well as conscious deeds. H e  added, almost in 
passing, that he had never had a wet dream in his life. 

The next morning, after the initiation, we left Kaithal to 
begin the drive to Rajpur. On the way he fed my brother 
disciple and myself a meal of fruit with his own hands-cut- 
ting, peeling, and handing it to  us. Later he gave us candy 
for dessert. My friend, a health food person, not realizing 
the value of the parshad he was being offered, turned it 
down, whereupon the Master offered it all to  me. I ,  having 
read all the right books, eagerly lunged for it, only to 
discover that it is not quite that easy: I got two of the three 
pieces being offered, but in my great zeal and eagerness, 
managed to  drop one piece down behind the seat, where I 
couldn't get it. 

We spent two days in Rajpur, very sweet days; the other 
Westerners (fifteen or  so) were there when we arrived. Not 
at all busy, the Master had much more time for us here than 
in Delhi, and we met with him about four hours a day. He 
sent for me often to discuss various matters concerning my 
new job as Editor of his magazine, so that I really saw him a 
very great deal. One morning he sent for me while I was still 
in my room (a little stone room in the rear of the house, 
which I loved) and he was waiting for me on the porch; he 
had an  article that he wanted me to  publish in the magazine. 
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I went to sit on the floor, as usual, and he told me to sit in a 
chair. I demurred, saying I preferred the floor. But he 
almost fiercely pulled a chair over and ordered me to  sit 
in it. I did, of course; and afterward I did some self- 
introspection about humility. Is it more humble to  cling to  
the outward form of humility? O r  to obey the Guru? What 
exactly was my motivation in trying to disobey him? It is 
true that I derived great pleasure, and felt a profound right- 
ness, about literally sitting at his feet; but it is also true that 
on this particular occasion I was worried about appear- 
ances-about not appearing humble enough if anyone was 
looking. And while I was sitting on the chair I was very ner- 
vous whenever anyone walked by. 

When we arrived in Rajpur, a letter was waiting for me 
from Judith. There had been a number of letters both ways 
throughout the visit but in this one she revealed to  me that 
she was worried about my coming home because she was 
afraid of my generally critical attitude toward her and my 
bad temper. It had been a very difficult letter for her to 
write, that was clear, and as soon as possible, I took it t o  
Master. I told him that I often lost my temper with Judith 
and that she was getting tired of it. He  was not happy about 
it. "Well, look here!" he said, "Change places with her for 
a week and see how the shoe pinches! They work harder 
than men, I tell you: little little things, but they add up. 
Smiling face, kind words: she'll d o  anything for you. 
Change places with her! You'll see." 

O n  the last morning in Rajpur I left my room at dawn and 
went down to a cement reservoir at  the back of the retreat, 
where the view of the Himalayas was spectacular. The reser- 
voir was empty, and it was a popular place for us t o  medi- 
tate in because we had heard that the Master was very fond 
of that place and often sat there. I was enjoying a sweet 
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meditation when suddenly I was pulled out; I looked up  and 
saw the Master standing there. I was overjoyed. H e  looked 
concerned. He asked me if I wasn't cold. I said that I was 
wonderful-especially now that he was there. H e  smiled 
and left. 1 went back to my meditation, the sweetness within 
now doubled by the sweetness without. A half hour or  so 
later, I was again pulled out,  this time by the Master's 
driver, who was standing there with a tall glass of hot 
chai-tea boiled with milk and sugar in the Indian way. H e  
cleared his throat and apologized for disturbing me, but the 
Master had sent me this tea-Again overjoyed, I begged 
him to  thank the Master for me, and slowly savored my par- 
shad tea while gazing a t  the incredibly beautiful Himalayas 
and reflecting on the sweet sweet love of the Master that ex- 
pressed itself equally in great big things and in little little 
things. I had never been happier. 

The next day we drove back to Delhi via Rishikesh, and 
the Master visited his disciple and old friend, the Maharishi 
Raghuvacharya. One hundred and twelve years old in 1969, 
this great yogi gave every indication of being a man of sixty- 
five. H e  had met the Master in 1948, when he was in his 
nineties and the Master was meditating full-time in 
Rishikesh preparing for the commencement of his mission. 
When they met, Raghuvacharya, who was a widely re- 
spected and advanced yogi, was sitting with a group of his 
disciples; he astounded them by getting up  and bowing 
down to  the Master. The Master in turn treated Raghu- 
vacharya as a good friend, and while Raguvacharya did 
take initiation from the Master, and publicly acknowledged 
him as his Guru,  the Master never treated him other than as 
an  equal. T o  be with these two giants together was the en- 
counter of a lifetime, and few orders have been more dif- 
ficult to  obey than that afternoon when He sent us off to 
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Rishikesh to sightsee so that H e  could be alone with 
Raghuvacharya. How I wanted to  stay! But I went, as we all 
did, and had a thoroughly miserable time. 

The last day of my stay was November 2, 1969, and it so 
happened that a mammoth six-hour Satsang was held that 
day to  comemmorate the five-hundredth birthday of Guru 
Nanak. I woke up  feeling ill, a touch of dysentery (only the 
second occasion on that visit that I was sick, by the way; the 
first also only lasted a few hours) and terribly depressed 
over leaving Him. These six weeks had been so beautiful, 
and I knew that H e  had once again irrevocably touched my 
life and it would never be quite the same again. I felt that I 
had been able to understand and appreciate Him on a new 
level, and that many things that had been obscure before 
were now clear. I realized that my responsibilities had been 
greatly increased, and I had an intuition, in fact, that they 
would shortly be increased still more, in ways that I could 
not anticipate. Sitting on the ground in the early hours of 
that giant Satsang, before most of the crowd had arrived, 
watching the Master on  the dais, H e  seemed s o  humble 
-almost vulnerable-to me. I remembered the time he 
had found me meditating outdoors in Rajpur and had 
sent me parshad tea; and suddenly the sense of His patient, 
painstaking, compassionate, infinitely caring love on the 
human level burst over me and I began to weep-great rack- 
ing sobs that shook my body as all the gratitude and love 
that had built up  over the six weeks struggled with the deep 
deep grief over leaving Him and it all expressed itself at 
once. That night I left; I did not see Him again physically 
for two and a half years. 

The afterglow of my experience in India lasted for some 
time, although 1 began failing in one way or  another even 
before 1 got off the plane. Still, as 1 had guessed, there were 
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many challenges and responsibilities that were new, and 
with His grace, and by clinging to the memory of Him, I 
was able t o  pull them off,  in most cases with a minimum of 
disaster. The whole project of getting the magazine going, 
combined with the equally demanding challenge of starting 
a printing business, took up  most of my time. Simulta- 
neously, the Satsang began to grow, and before long the 
growth had become increasingly fast: from an  average at- 
tendance of twenty-five or  so in the fall of 1969, it had in- 
creased to  seventy-five by the early summer of 1970. This 
growth continued for some time, and in July 1970 we began 
construction of a large Satsang Hall at  Sant Bani Ashram in 
order t o  accommodate the people who were coming. 

The Ashram community was also growing, despite the 
fact that, in obedience to the Master's instructions, I had 
"cleaned it out" on my return home. Actually, I had not 
asked a single person to  leave; but I had called a meeting im- 
mediately and explained Master's wish, that living at the 
Ashram should be based on a strictly "seva" basis, and that 
Master had explained that no  one should stay longer than 
two or three weeks unless they were necessary for the 
maintenance of the Ashram. Within a short time, the vast 
majority of the inhabitants had voluntarily left, clearing the 
Big House for stays by guests for retreat purposes: and 
when the Ashram community began to grow again (as the 
increased responsibilities also increased the work) it grew in 
family units who built their own houses and became com- 
mitted to the community in a far more total way than their 
predecessors had been. They understood from the begin- 
ning, for example, that they were there to  help, not t o  be 
helped. This was a very significant change in the develop- 
ment of the Ashram, eventually insuring a large number of 
children in the community and leading to the establishment, 
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a few years later, of the Ashram School; and it came as a 
direct result of the Master's direct order-an order which, 
in the beginning, I did not wish to obey. 

Time passed. Judith went to India for three weeks in the 
summer of 1970; the Satsang Hall was completed in March 
1971; and by the spring of that year it was being persistently 
rumored that the Master would be coming soon on his third 
world tour. I had also gotten the impression that he would 
be coming soon from my correspondence with the Sat 
Sandesh correspondents in India-two women who lived at  
the Ashram and worked closely with the Master on transla- 
tions of his talks and reports of his activities. So  even 
though rumors were always circulating that the Master was 
coming and 1 had long since learned to be skeptical, this 
time 1 believed them-after all, it had been eight years since 
he had come! We were preparing in various ways for his 
coming when one night in late June the Master appeared to 
me and told me something. I could not quite remember 
what H e  said-1 knew there was some blockage on my 
part-but because I was so sure that He was coming and 
becausc I wanted Him to come with all my heart, it was not 
at all difficult for me to  talk myself into believing that what 
He had told me was that He was coming. How overjoyed I 
was! 1 felt that I was the possessor of a delicious secret. For 
two days I hugged myself internally and thought about how 
soon the Master would be with us again. On the third day 
the cable that I had been expecting arrived. I tore it open 
eagerly-to find that it said that Master was doing well after 
his operation June 29 and that they would write with more 
details. It was signed by our correspondents. 

Operation? The Master? For a few minutes the gulf be- 
tween what the cable said and what I had expected it t o  say 
paralyzed my brain, and I struggled to  make any sense at  all 
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out of the words. Then two realizations hit me at  once, 
hard: First, that this was what the Master had told me when 
H e  appeared to me two nights before (the evening of the 
operation)-He had told me of His operation and that H e  
was not coming-I remembered now with a rush what H e  
had actually said, but I had been unable to retain it at that 
time and blocked it and substituted what I had wanted to  
hear; and the second realization was this: that the Master 
(His physical form) was going to die some day. I had only 
briefly and fleetingly grasped this before, but now I 
understood that it was inevitable. I went deep deep into the 
forest and wept. 

My experience with that particular manifestation of the 
Master speaking to me within taught me a great lesson: to 
make sure that I have really heard what the Master is telling 
me before jumping to conclusions about it. It also taught 
me to  be healthily skeptical about other people's ex- 
periences with the Master within: if I had had an insuffi- 
cient capacity to hear and had ended up deceiving myself, 
so could others. 

The Master's operation had been a serious one-on his 
prostate-and he was a long time recovering. His body had 
been exhausted for years, of course, and he kept it going by 
sheer will. (As I once heard him say, "A strong horse can 
pull a broken cart.") Now he was a long time recovering, 
and it made us nervous. A t  last encouraging reports came 
back, and,  after what seemed an  interminable amount of 
time, a detailed account of his operation was sent me for 
publication in the magazine. As soon as I could arrange it, I 
made another trip to see him-my third. I left Boston on 
January 3 1 ,  1972, intending to stay five weeks. 

I went with mixed motives. The years since I had last seen 
him had been good years for me, and I thought he would be 
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pleased. My going alone, without Judith, was prompted as 
much by my desire t o  recreate my last trip (when I was also 
alone) as it was based on necessity. I had made many 
assumptions about myself and my importance to the Master 
and his work, and these were all shattered. The Master was 
very very kind to me and in many ways He gave me exactly 
what I wanted; but he also showed me exactly where I stood 
spiritually-nowhere-and He showed me just how much 
my wish to  be there independent of Judith was worth-by 
making me miss her so much I couldn't think of anything or  
anyone else, and by calling her over from within for the 
final three weeks of the stay. It was a good lesson, one that I 
hope that I will never forget. 

The following paragraphs are excerpts from a talk I gave 
at Satsang just after returning home in March 1972 (I  was so 
sick at  the time that I could hardly sit up, but I was buoyant 
with the memory of His love and infinite care): 

"When you come into the presence of the Master, the 
one thing that's always true is that nothing is what you ex- 
pect. Looking back on it, it's like a big kaleidoscope: 
preconceptions broken, Master's greatness shown to  me in 
ways I never really knew before. I went there full of self- 
importance: I had done all this work Master had assigned to  
me; 1 awaited further assignments-that kind of  thing. 
Well, H e  was not displeased with anything. H e  didn't say 
anything negative or  positive. It took me a while t o  grasp: 
all He wanted to  talk to me about was my own inner 
growth. 

"He talked a lot about my ATTITUDE toward work. He 
said, 'When you talk to people, make sure that they under- 
stand that you are telling them from the level of your 
understanding only. Don't assert!' Don't  come on as 
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though Master is saying it. H e  said, 'Whatever you do,  
don't  be the Master of the work assigned t o  you. Know 
you're working for someone else, never forget that!'-very 
strong . . . 

"Before Judith came I missed her like anything, and I 
began to feel ashamed. Here I am with the Master, we're 
supposed to  be above such things, attachment t o  wives, 
etc. W e  went back to Delhi and I was trying like anything to 
meditate and through the Grace of God it was not entirely 
fruitless. But I missed Judith so much . . . That  night a t  
Darshan on the porch, Master said to me out  of the blue, 
'Yes, what's on your mind, speak up, heart t o  heart-' so 
kindly. All during this time, Master was showing me time 
and again how H e  knows our innermost thoughts-it was 
incredible, H e  really knows everything. There's no  doubt 
about it. S o  H e  pulled me out  like that-heart t o  heart. I 
said, 'Master, I'm disgusted with myself because of the tiny 
amount of love that I have for you.' H e  said, 'How can you 
measure love-how can you measure it? It's either there or  
it isn't.' I said, 'When thoughts of outside things come up  in 
meditation, my mind clings-' He  said, 'Look here, when 
thoughts of wife and children come up, don't not love 
them, love them for the sake of Him Who  has given them to  
you. Then you'll be all right.' H e  was so loving, so kind. 
Many times I would be in that kind of a state. H e  would just 
talk to  me and it would be like H e  was washing me with the 
gentlest kind of beautiful water. I would be shaking with 
happiness after just a few words like that . . . 

"Our habit, even when we're with the Master, is t o  think 
always in our own terms, so that we ask questions and con- 
versations take place in a frame of reference that is entirely 
of our own making. I t  is very rare for Master to violate that; 
it's like a game H e  plays. If you select a frame of reference, 
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He'll play the game within that. But if you'd selected 
another one, you might find out a lot more, or  if you just 
leave it open to Him-anything could happen. These are 
subtle things . . .in the Master's presence there is nothing 
that cannot and should not and does not lead to  growth, 
nothing . . . 

"You see, Master has two kinds of beauty. Actually, H e  
has fifty thousand kinds; but He has two main kinds. I am 
talking about physical beauty. The first is his beauty near at  
hand, like when you're sitting on the floor about six inches 
away from Him, and you're looking into His face and you 
see every nook and cranny of the boulder that His face is, 
and you wonder how on earth God could create such a face 
as that. That's one kind of beauty, you see, and you're 
looking into His eyes . . . sometimes I would look into them 
and my eyes would hurt, and I could only concentrate on 
one of His eyes at  a time-I could not focus on both eyes at  
once. And I found it very difficult t o  answer Him when H e  
talked to me: I would have to avert my gaze for a second in 
order to make my mind work enough to  come up  with the 
answer that H e  wanted. Because it's really true that looking 
into His eyes you begin to  withdraw; there's no  doubt about 
it, the withdrawal process starts. 

"The other kind of beauty is His beauty at  Satsang. He's 
sitting up  there on  the dais, and you may be quite a distance 
from Him, no  doubt, but He's sitting up there and H e  is a 
lion. That's His name, you know-Kirpal Singh means 
merciful lion-that's His name and that's what H e  is. And 
those days in Meerut He was sitting up there holding Sat- 
sang, and the most beautifully exquisite experience in 
watching Him-even if you don't  understand a 
word-watching Him make His points with His hands, the 
way He'd move His head . . . Sometimes H e  talks for three 
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hours, more usually two. He  never stirs from His waist 
down.  From His waist up, He's swaying. He's looking, 
He's darting His eyes-He looks at the whole congregation, 
He notices everyone. He's so  ALIVE! you look at Him and 
the life that's coming from Him is so tangible, you think, O h  
my God,  how beautiful, how much beauty can there be in 
the world? So  that's what it was like at Meerut . . . 

"At Manav Kendra there's a little old woman that lives 
there: she looks about ninety. She's all bent over with a big 
hump on her back. She walks around mumbling bhajans 
and moves very slowly with great difficulty with steps and 
things. So  one day we were all following Master along this 
path, and Master's walking very fast-He just floats along 
(and by the way He walks just as fast as He did before His 
operation, and in every way He  appears to  be more healthy, 
more vigorous, more active, and more youthful than two 
years ago)-anyway we were all coming along this path in a 
big cloud following Master and there was this little old 
woman up  ahead, and there were three stone steps in the 
path and she started to  go up  them, with great difficulty. 
And Master, never even breaking His stride, just reached 
down and put His hand under her elbow, and i t  looked 
from behind as though H e  just lifted her u p  the three steps 
and set her on the top.  And then He  kept on going. She 
knelt right down on the ground and took the dust from 
where His feet had been and put it on her forehead. The 
way He  did it, the whole feel of the thing, was just so 
beautiful . . . there were so many things like that.  

"Sometimes there's a certain kind of Indian disciple who 
has a certain way of looking at the Master which to  me is 
meaningful beyond words. It's a smile, but it's a smile 
that's so extreme that it seems like their face is going to  
break in two. And there's tears in the eyes along with i t .  
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Whenever you see that expression, you know that just being 
with the Master is almost knocking them out. And Master 
was so loving to people like that-He pats them on the face, 
He sits right down with them . . . 

"Just before we left we were up in Pathankot and I said 
to Master, 'I can't believe in two days time we'll be in the 
United States.' He said, 'Who says you are leaving, who 
says? You will take me with you. Wherever you are, I ' l l  be 
there.' He patted me . . . It was so hard to  believe that we 
were coming home, so hard. You live in India for a little 
while, even six weeks, i t  gets into your blood. You just 
think, 'Oh, India,' just like you think, 'Oh, Master,-how 
can you be so beautiful?' . . . 

"There was a Satsang the morning of our last day, and 
despite the fact that I was sick as a dog, I wanted to go to i t  
. . . In both good and bad ways, that Satsang was 
something. I was sick in a way that's almost indescribable. I 
was sitting cross-legged on the ground. In the morning i t  
was cold, but as the day went on it got hot, and I was dress- 
ed for the cold morning, with long underwear, etc., and as 
the day went on I really began to stifle. Master gave the 
longest talk without a doubt that I've ever heard Him give 
anywhere-three hours exactly, of which only a phrase or 
two were in English. And for the last two hours of that 
three-hour talk I was in such intense pain that I had to sit 
absolutely straight because any other position put too much 
pressure on me . . . with all that, Master's face was so 
beautiful-1 was sitting there looking at i t ,  I couldn't 
believe it. I kept getting sicker and sicker, yet 1 kept looking 
more and more at His face and 1 realized I would rather be 
there than anywhere else in the world doing anything else. 
You see, you can't-pictures don't get it, movies don't get 
i t ,  you have to see i t  with your own eyes. 
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"Everything about the Master is so subtle. Like when He 
makes a point H e  smiles, just a little bit of a smile, and the 
subtle beauty of that smile just floats out across at your 
heart.. . 

"When we are at His Feet, these things are very clear; but 
when we leave Him and time goes by and we get involved in 
other things-lip service is paid, but less and less of our real 
heart goes to the job of finding God.  The Path is a very real 
thing. Master wants us to grow, He wants us to break 
through our attachments. H e  wants us t o  love, H e  wants us 
to be happy, be jolly, and live always from the level of 
someone who sees that the Master is taking care of him. 
Because He really really is. What He doesn't protect us 
from is the very thing we're supposed to have . . . H e  
showed me in a million ways He knows everything. He un- 
derstands everything-our hang-ups. our attachments-He 
can go  deep down inside our minds, He sees what is there. 
H e  loves us anyway! I said to  Him the last day, 'Master you 
have showed me over and over again that You know every 
thought I am thinking, the innermost desires of my heart. ' 
He  didn't deny it; He  said, 'Yes?' I said, 'And yet You love 
me anyway?' He said, 'Look here, if a child comes to  its 
mother smeared with filth, what does the mother do? Does 
she not love it? Does she not wash it down and hug it to  her 
breast? Does she hate him? Does she beat him or  kill him?' 

"There is nothing, you know, that He doesn't know 
about us. He knows where we're at .  He knows it. When 
you're in front of Him, H e  knows, but H e  knows equal- 
ly well over here. Because H e  made direct reference to 
fears and hang-ups and things like that that I had over 
here before I went. H e  knew all about them; I never 
talked about them, not a word, but He knew. H e  really is 
God . . ." 
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O n  the afternoon of the last day in PathankoLJudith and 
1 were in our room-I was wretchedly sick and she was tak- 
ing care of me. I had begged her to go  and have darshan, so 
that at least she should not waste our precious last day, but 
she refused on the grounds that I needed her. God knows it 
was true-1 felt as if I was coming apart inside. It was just 
after the three-hour Satsang 1 described above, and I was, 
in addition to being very ill, utterly exhausted. I lay on the 
bed like a piece of dough-no life, no  spirit, no  anything. 
Suddenly, 1 became aware that it was time to go and see the 
Master. I got up  off the bed and said to Judith, "All right, 
let's go over." O n  the way over, though, I got cold feet and 
began to  be apprehensive: it is not a light or easy thing to  
knock at the Master's door and request admittance-not 
for me it isn't. Greatly d o  I prefer for Him to ask me first; 
then I know for certain that it is His will. S o  this afternoon I 
said to  Judith, "I'm not going in unless someone in high 
position tells me it's all right." I was thinking of  Bibi 
Hardevi or  Master's driver. But before I even had a chance 
to knock, the door opened and the Master Himself was 
standing there: "Come in! Come in!" We went in and Bibi 
Hardevi was waiting, with tea-our tea!-in cups and a 
bunch of shawls-our farewell gifts-on her lap. The  
Master in His great kindness let us stay with Him all after- 
noon, and while He did not take away my illness-when I 
did leave Him I was as sick as ever-somehow H e  worked it 
so that it did not matter while I was with Him, and that love- 
filled afternoon in one of the farthest corners of India, that 
He had called me to from a sickbed, was without blemish. 

The next morning we had to leave Him very early, for the 
eleven-hour drive back to Delhi to catch our plane home. 
We said goodbye to Him before dawn; the last thing He did 
was to  give me more parshad anacin and tea. We went and 






