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Sant Ajaib Singh’s Message
to Western disciples of Baba Kirpal Singh Ji

Dear Satsangis, brothers and sisters:

Master Kirpal has not left us. He is always with us and protecting
us in every aspect of our life. Master never disappears from this
world. He never dies; He is eternal. His soul is deathless; He leaves
only His physical body but His presence is still to be felt. And we
should love cach other in order to carry out the teachings of our
Master.

Meditation will bring peace to our soul; and if our soul is at rest
and at peace, then only will we love each other. All Satsangis are
related to one another by the ties of brotherhood and sisterhood; so
we should respect and love each other. Hazur Babaji (Master Kir-
pal) has left a message of love for us. It is our duty to take care of
His message and follow His teaching.



If we criticize or talk ill of anybody, it is our great loss. Our Mas-
ter used to say that if we criticize others, all their sins become ours;
and all our good deeds become theirs. The one who finds fault with
others always loses; so we should never do it. Guru Nanak also says
that by criticizing others we make our tongue, mouth and mind
dirty; by finding fault with others we are making our way to hell.

Baba Sawan Singh also told me the same thing; that there is no
taste in speaking ill of others. He said that there is taste or pleasure
in sense enjoyments, but where is the pleasure in finding fault?

So, dear brothers and sisters, I request you not to criticize any
Satsangi or any other person because when anyone is initiated by a
Master, the Master takes His seat within the disciple. So if you
criticize or abuse any disciple, then it is the same as if we were
abusing our Master. So I request you not to find fault with any-
body, to put in more time in meditation, and Bhajan and Simran
will be very good for your life.

Our Master told us to leave a hundred urgent works to attend Sat-
sang and a thousand urgent works for meditation. I request you to
put in more time for meditation, to attend Satsang, and not to criti-
cize anybody because criticism will not help your meditation. It is
the ones who are not meditating who are abusing others. So you
are to be careful that you are not criticizing or speaking ill or abus-
ing, and are putting in more time for meditation.

I hope you have followed what I have said.

Tl A’J:*éﬁ—/\v

AJAIB SINGH
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AN INTRODUCTION TO
SANT AJAIB SINGH JI

RUSSELL PERKINS

The following article consists of three
parts: a brief biography of Sant Ajaib
Singh Ji, and heavily abridged versions
of talks given by the author on his re-
turn from his two visits to Sant Ji—in
February and May 1976 respectively.

The biography is based on careful
questioning of Sant Ajaib Singh; an in-
terview was taped especially for that

purpose, and most of the direct quotes
attributed to him are taken from the
transcript. Dates are usually qualified
as “approximately”; this is because Sant
Ajaib Singh has no head for dates at
all, and has great difficulty recalling
specifically in which year a given event
occurred. But the order of events is cor-
rect, and the substance is accurate.

1. A Brief Life Sketch

HE BABY later to be called Ajaib

Singh was born Sept. 11, 1926, in
Maina, District Bhatinda, in the Pun-
jab; his mother died giving him birth
and his father died a few days later. He
was brought up by his great-uncle and
his wife, who named him Sardara Singh
and who loved him as their own child.

His search for truth began when he
was five years old; he used to get up
early in the moming and read the writ-
ings of Guru Nanak, and an overwhelm-
ing longing to meet a true Guru would
come into his heart. But whenever he
asked anyone about a Guru —“Where
can I find a Guru?”— everyone told
him that the Guru Granth Sahib (the
holy scripture of the Sikh religion) was
the Guru. His great-uncle said, “When
you see this holy book, you are seeing
God; when you read it, you are talking
with God.” The little boy took these
statements very seriously, kept the book
with him as much as possible, and read
it as carefully and devotedly as he
could. He dwelt on it so much that he
used to see the book in his dreams; nev-
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crtheless, as he says, “There was no real
peace in my mind. For in that book
also, it was written that there should be
a true human Guru for real peace and
salvation.” So his search for a Guru con-
tinued through his childhood and ado-
lescence.

At one point he met a sadhu who
told him, “Believe me, I am your Guru,
and I will take you to God.” Then he
started to teach him how to change
forms — from his own form to various
animal forms, etc. — “But I told him that
I wanted to rise above the man body,
I didn’t want to convert myself to any
other form.” And the sadhu also gave
him a book in which some of the signs
of a true Master were given — “and
when I read that book, I didn’t find any
signs of the true Guru in that sadhu,
and so I left him.”

In Lahore he met another sadhu who
was also working miracles, “but I was
longing for the knowledge of Naam, as
Guru Nanak had written, and 1 was not
interested in miracles.” This sadhu took
an interest in the young seeker, then in
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his early teens, and gave him the man-
tra, Hey Rem, Hey Gobind, which he
repeated for many years. This sadhu
also taught him to do the well-known
“austerity of the five fires,” in which
the aspirant sits in a circle of four
burning fires with the sun overhead; this
rite is done during the hot season (when
the temperature may reach 130 degrees )
for about forty days each year. When
asked if he had derived any benefit
whatever from doing this, Ajaib Singh
replied emphatically, “No!”

This sadhu also gave him a rosary to
repeat the mantra with, and encouraged
him to eat meat and drink wine; which
however he did not do. ( His family had
also urged him to eat meat, being non-
vegetarians; but he never did, and has
been a vegetarian from birth.)

Although he was happy to repeat the
mantra Hey Ram, Hey Gobind, he did
not otherwise derive much benefit from
that sadhu; and a short while later, ap-
proximately 1940, he met Baba Bishan
Das, a sadhu who was to become his
first guru and who had a tremendous
influence on him. It was Bishan Das
who changed his name from “Sardara
Singh,” an inauspicious, almost mean-
ingless name, to “Ajaib Singh” or “won-
derful lion”—“Ajaib” means “strangely
wonderful” in Punjabi. Bishan Das ac-
cepted, in his own way, Ajaib Singh’s
devotion, but refused adamantly to in-
itiate him or to give him anything for
many years. In Ajaib Singh’s words: “I
used to go to many sadhus, because 1
didn’t get anything from Bishan Das.
Still T went to Bishan Das and he was
a hard nut to crack. I used to go to oth-
er sadhus also but I didn’t find any like
Bishan Das, so I came back to Bishan
Das and tried again and again to get
something. But Bishan Das was very
hard and he didn’t give anybody any-
thing. But still T tried — I tried for ten
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years to get the knowledge. . . . And
when I went to Bishan Das, he slapped
me. And he never allowed me to wear
any fine clothes. And all my relatives
and other people who saw this, they
abused me and made fun of me: ‘He
has gone mad! He is going to a mad-
man. When he goes, he gets slapped and
told to go away!” But Ajaib Singh said
that Bishan Das’s slaps were sweeter to
him than the smiles of the other sadhus,
because he saw that he had somcthing
real.

Not too long after meeting Bishan
Das, in the early 1940's when he was
still in his teens, Ajaib Singh was draft-
ed into the Army, where he served ap-
proximately seven vyears, and at one
time saw duty in Germany. He contin-
ued to visit Bishan Das whenever he
could, and he continued to be treated
roughly by him. Once, when under the
influence of some fashionable colleagues
he was tying up his beard in modern
Sikh style, Bishan Das grabbed his
beard and forcefully untied it, saying,
“Who do you think you are —a fine
gentleman? Who taught you to do this?”
and pulled it down to full length. He
also demanded of Ajaib Singh his en-
tire salary, with the exception of five
rupees a month which he allowed him
for his own expenses; with that money
he built an ashram which, however, he
refused to allow Ajaib Singh to visit, on
the grounds that he might think it was
his ( since his money had paid for it).

During this time he was still repeat-
ing the mantra, Hey Ram, Hey Gobind,
so much so that the repetition had be-
come automatic. While on parade duty
in the Army he was supposed to be say-
ing, “Left, right; left, right,” but the
mantra had become so much a part of
him that he was saying “Hey Ram, Hey
Gobind,” instead. A Punjabi speaking
native officer heard him and was very
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displeased with him, singling him out
and making him repeat the mantra in
front of everyone. He was true to his
heart and repeated “Hey Ram, Hey Go-
bind,” in exactly the same way. An Eng-
lish officer of higher rank who was pres-
ent interceded on his behalf and ex-
cused him from parade duty; from that
time on he had a great deal of freedom
to pursue his spiritual practices. That
officer became very friendly with Ajaib
Singh, and told him that even though
he was younger than he was, he (the
officer) felt that Ajaib Singh was like a
father to him.

His regiment was stationed at Beas
for a long time, and here Ajaib Singh
made the acquaintance of Baba Sawan
Singh, whom he loved dearly. The
whole regiment used to go in a body to
Sawan Singh for darshan, which was
happily given: Baba Sawan Singh had
a special love for soldiers, perhaps in
memory of his own Master, Baba Jaimal
Singh, who was in the Army for thirty
years. Ajaib Singh requested Baba Sa-
wan Singh for initiation four different
times, and was four times refused; Ha-
zur told him, “The one who is to initi-
ate you will come to your own place;
you need not seek him out.” On one of
these occasions he was accompanied by
a sadhu who often meditated with him.
That morning they had been meditating
together in front of a fire and a buming
stick had rolled away from the fire and
came to rest against the sadhu’s leg. The
sadhu’s concentration was so complete
and profound that he never faltered for
a moment; when he finally came out of
meditation, his leg was very badly
burned. That afternoon Ajaib Singh and
the sadhu went to see Baba Sawan
Singh together, both requesting initia-
tion; Hazur was very pleased with the
sadhu, told him, “You are a very good
meditator,” gave him a salve derived
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from the neem tree which eventually
healed his leg, and accepted him for
initiation. To Ajaib Singh, however, he
repeated what he had told him before:
“The one who is to initiate you will
come to your own place; you need not
seek him out.” And again he refused
him.

When Ajaib Singh was discharged
from the Army in the late 1940’s, he re-
turned to his foster parents’ home to dis-
cover that they had plans for him which
involved marriage and inheriting their
property. Although he had great love
and respect for his foster parents, he
had (like Baba Jaimal Singh) no incli-
nation to marry;® neither did he want
any property. His foster parents pointed
out to him that if he refused his inheri-
tance, it would be divided up among
the relatives, which they did not want
to happen. So he selected a bastard, an
outcaste of the village with no hope or
expectations, and designated him as his
heir, passing on the property to him on
the death of his foster parents; today
that man is a leading citizen of the vil-
lage.

At this period he was living with his
foster parents and working as a farm
laborer, in the fields. In the year 1950
or 1951, Baba Bishan Das came to him
in the garden of his home; he had
walked 24 miles to see him. He said,
“Ajaib Singh, I am very pleased with
you; I want to give you something!” He
then gave him the first two of the Five
Holy Names, telling him that he would
get more later from Someone Who
would come to him at his own place;
and transferred all of his power to him

* “Since birth I have never known kam (sex-
ual desire), in dream or otherwise. If I had
experienced kam, 1 would have married, but
this never entered the mind.” Ajaib Singh,
answering a question from Arran Stephens
Sat Sandesh, October 1974, p. 31.
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through the eyes. The next day he left
the body.

Ajaib Singh was Bishan Das’s only
initiate, and his love for his first guru re-
mains strong to this day. He says, “It
never occurred to me to think that Bish-
an Das was any less of a guru because
he did not have large throngs of dis-
ciples. I saw that he had truth, and 1
loved him.” His love remained constant
and deep despite rebuffs, insults, and
repeated refusals to give him anything.
Finally, Bishan Das rewarded that love
by giving him everything he had.

Bishan Das’s guru was Amolak Das,
who had two initiates: Bishan Das and
Raja Gobinda Singh. How this particu-
lar line, with its partial knowledge of
Surat Shabd Yoga, originated is not
known. Bishan Das knew Baba Sawan
Singh, went to him for darshan, and
held him in deep veneration; but he
was not connected with him. Neverthe-
less, as subsequent developments show,
the initiation given Ajaib Singh at this
time, while incomplete, was real and
valid as far as it went; and Bishan Das
himself, while not a complete Master,
was a man of genuine inner attainment,

After his initiation, Ajaib Singh con-
tinued to live with his family and work
as a farm laborer; but before long, in
response to orders from Bishan Das
within, he moved to Kunichuk in north-
ern Rajasthan (about fifty miles from
his present ashram in Satatararbi) and
built an ashram there in the middle of
the desert. At the time that he moved
there, it was a very inauspicious place:
water from the canal system that has
transformed the face of that part of
India was not available there, and it was
very remote. He dug a pond to hold rain
water, and for a time that was the only
source of water. ( Eventually other sour-
ces became available.) Following his
inner orders, he did build the ashram,
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and for twenty years he operated it as
both an ashram and a working farm:
not only did the produce supply the
langar (ashram free kitchen), but a por-
tion of the crops was sold for cash to
meet the needs of the ashram and pro-
vide a livelihood for the ashramites.
Ajaib Singh managed the farm while
assiduously cultivating the gift that
Bishan Das had given him, spending
many hours in meditation; so much so
that the people of that area, aware that
a genuine devotee had come among
them, began spontaneously to call him
“Sant Ji,” by which title he is now uni-
versally known in that part of India.
(Master Kirpal Singh also called him
“Sant Ji.”) People began coming to Kun-
ichuk Ashram to meditate with him, to
be with him and to ask him questions;
many of his present-day initiates began
their acquaintanceship with him during
this period.

Baba Sawan Singh had in the mean-
time left the body (in 1948) and his be-
loved gurumukh disciple, Baba Kirpal
Singh Ji, had been entrusted with the
task of giving Naam and taking the
children of God back to their Father.
But Kirpal Singh was prevented from
carrying on the work at the Dera in
Beas, Baba Sawan Singh’s ashram, and
after several months” meditation in the
Himalayas, began carrying out his
guru’s orders, with the help of a handful
of Sawan Singh’s disciples, in Delhi.
This however was unknown to many of
Hazur’s disciples in remote places, and
it was unknown to Ajaib Singh, who at
this point knew nothing of Kirpal Singh.
And when in the course of time Sawan
Singh’s grandson, Charan Singh, came to
occupy the dais at the Dera, Ajaib
Singh went to see him and to question
him.

According to Arran Stephens, inter-
viewing Ajaib Singh in September 1974,
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he referred to his relationship with
Charan Singh in this way: “I was never
initiated by Charan Singh, but I went to
sce him at Beas. I asked him if he was
competent to guide me further on the
inner planes, to which he replied that
as far as guiding me spiritually within
he was not competent, but that his mis-
sion was to give the theory and the five
names. I appreciated Charan Singh’s
honesty and as a result sent hundreds
to him.”®

When a question was put to him by
this writer on the nature of his connec-
tion with Charan Singh, he replied sim-
ply, “I loved him,” but reiterated that he
had not taken initiation from him or any
other Beas guru.

For many years, Ajaib Singh contin-
ued at Kunichuk Ashram, operating the
farm and progressing further and fur-
ther within; while his reputation for
holiness and sanctity increased as the
years went by, and more and more peo-
ple came to him, he did not take any
disciples or initiate anyone in any de-
gree; he knew that he was not fit, no
matter what those around him thought.
At last his deep and prolonged medita-
tion bore rich fruit, and he began see-
ing the Radiant Form of Swami Ji Ma-
haraj (the spiritual ancestor of Baba
Sawan Singh and Baba Kirpal Singh)
within, Whose face gradually changed
into another face which he did not rec-
ognize, but which he later came to
know was that of Kirpal Singh. In his
own words (as recorded by Arran Ste-
phens): “In 1966, Maharaj Kirpal Singh
Ji manifested to me in His Radiant
Form, and one year later through the
efforts of Shila Mata I came to know of
the physical existence of the Master
Who was blessing my meditations, and
was initiated by Him in 1967.”

Baba Sawan Singh’s prophecy was
* Sat Sandesh, October 1974, p. 32
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fulfilled when, during the course of his
1967 Rajasthan tour, Baba Kirpal Singh
stayed with Ajaib Singh at Kunichuk
Ashram; he was apparently initiated at
Sri Ganga Nagar, the nearby chief city
of the district. Several eyewitness ac-
counts agree that Ajaib Singh was initi-
ated in a separate room, apart from the
hundred or so who were gathered in the
main room. According to one witness,
when Ajaib Singh tried to sit on the
floor at His Feet, Kirpal Singh stopped
him, saying, “No, you are a saint,” and
made him sit on a chair. The Master
gave him the remaining three of the
Five Holy Names, looked into his eyes
and took him up; when Shila Mata, who
was present, protested that the Master
was not giving Ajaib Singh any of the
theoretical instruction, Kirpal Singh re-
plied that he did not need it. From that
point on, Ajaib Singh was totally and
completely devoted to his Master, and
used all his influence and whatever rep-
utation he had on His behalf. Since he
had formerly been sending seekers to
Beas, this caused quite a stir, and many
of the peoplc who had taken the Beas
initiation now requested Baba Kirpal
Singh to initiate them, which He gra-
ciously did. It is important to note, how-
ever, that at no time, then or now, has
Sant Ajaib Singh spoken of the Beas
guru or anyone else except in terms of
love and respect. He says, “Now in the
monthly Satsangs which we are having
here, there are many initiates of Charan
Singh, of Baba Sawan Singh, of Baba
Kirpal Singh, many Nirankari people,
and initiates of Mastana Ji (another dis-
ciple of Sawan Singh). They also loved
Baba Kirpal Singh very much with their
heart. And I hoped at that time that if
Master would live for a few more years
that all those who came to my Satsang
would be initiated by Baba Kirpal
Singl, because I never abused or criti-
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Baba Kirpal Singh Ji and Sant Ajaib Singh Ji at Kunichuk Ashram, 1972

cised their own gurus. When they had
darshan of Baba Kirpal Singh, it was
He who was attracting themn, and it was
because of His love that they were lov-
ing Him.”

Ajaib  Singh’s association with his
Master on the physical plane lasted for
seven years; during that period Baba
Kirpal Singh visited Kunichuk Ashram
and stayed with him several times, and
Ajaib Singh accompanicd the Master on
his tours of northern Rajasthan. 1le did
not, however, visit ITim at Sawan Ash-
ram in Delhi, His hcadquarters, and
that has been questioned by many; a
misleadingly translated version of his
comments on this subject has caused
some to accuse him of violating the or-
ders of his Master. But this is not true,
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Although Master Kirpal had lovingly in-
vited him to come to Delhi, it was never
a question of orders or instructions on
any level; and the Master within made
it clear to him that he was not to go to
Sawan Ashram during Kirpal Singh’s
lifetime. When, under the influence of
longing to see his Guru and the pangs
of outer separation, he tried to go any-
way, the Master worked through various
outer circumstances to prevent him, Ile
did spend a few hours therc after the
Master’s physical departure, as we shall
see.

The Master’s last visit to Rajasthan
was in the spring of 1972, two years
before He left the body; on this occasion
He again stayed with Ajaib Singh at
Kunichuk and this time told him that he
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would be carrying on the work of
Naam-initiation. Ajaib Singh protested.
but the Master was adamant. An initia-
tion was conducted at the ashram, at
the Master’s orders, at which fifty peo-
ple were given the instructions by Ajaib
Singh while Master sat on a sofa and
watched. This was the first initiation
given by Ajaib Singh. On this occasion,
Master Kirpal also said to him, “Ajaib
Singh, I am very pleased with you; I
want to give you something”—the very
words used by Baba Bishan Das in
1950. And then, in Ajaib Singh’s words,
“Maharaj Ji passed His very life and
power into my soul through the eyes.
And T begged the Master not to do this,
as I feared that it would not be long
before He too would leave”—just as
Bishan Das had left. From this point on,
Ajaib Singh had the authority to give
Naam without asking the Master first—
a fact that was well-known at Sawan
Ashram, as this writer has heard from
several independent sources; this is, so
far as is known, the only instance of this
in all of Master Kirpal’s mission.
Before leaving Kunichuk, the Master
ordered Sant Ji (as He lovingly called
him) to leave off all outer activities and
meditate full time for two years. At this
time also he was forced to leave Kuni-
chuk, due to legal action on the part of
people who were very displeased with
him for following Master Kirpal Singh;
with the Master’s grace, Sardar Ratan
Singh. a local farmer and old associate
of Sant Ji for many years (he has since
been initiated by him) offered him an
underground room located on his land
in a nearby village, where he could
meditate full time and obey the Mas-
ter’s orders. That is where he spent the
next two years, coming out only to an-
swer the call of nature; sitting on a
wooden slab and devoting his whole
time to Surat Shabd Yoga. (A recent
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picture of him sitting in this room is on
page 4.) He came out of this samadhi
just a few days before Master Kirpal
Singh left His body, in August 1974,
and visited Satatararbi Village, a few
miles away, on the invitation of some
loving devotees there; he was staying
there when he heard the news of Mas-
ter’s physical departure and, weeping
bitterly, went to Sawan Ashram to pay
his respects.

On arrival there, he was greeted and
shown to a room; but after scveral
hours, he was asked to leave by the
person in charge, and was escorted to
the railroad station to meet his train
even though it was the middle of the
day and the train did not leave until
9 p.m. But in the few hours that he was
there, he was noticed by Mr. H. C.
Chadda, Editor of the Hindi-Urdu Sat
Sandesh, who invited him to his apart-
meut at the ashram and treated him
with great kindness and respect. Mr.
Chadda later told Arran Stephens “that
he had the good fortune to meet (at
this time) one saintly disciple of the
Master, from Rajasthan, who was vir-
tually unknown to the Sangat in other
parts of India. . . . Then Chadda Sahib
told me that when this disciple spoke of
the Master, he saw his eyes turn into
the eyes of the Master. That was enough
for me: I wanted to go and see him for
myself.” As is well known, Arran did
go; and while he was not convinced
(and at this writing, is still not con-
vinced) that Ajaib Singh was indeed
the next Master, he was sufficiently im-
pressed to write the story of his meet-
ing with him: a story that has been read
by many, and for a year and a half was
the only information about Sant Ji
known in the West, An abridged ver-
sion of his experience appeared in Sat
Sandesh, October 1974, page 28, under
the title “A Possibility,” and the inter-
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ested reader is invited to refer to it
there; some of the inevitable inaccura-
cies on Sant Ji’s life in that account
have been corrected in these pages.
The day after Arran left Satatararbi,
Sant Ji went into the wilderness; he had
told Arran that the Master had told him
from within to wait for him. He was
gone five months, and during this time
he wept so much over the separation
from his Master physically that he dam-
aged his eyes. (This may seem to Wes-
tern minds like carrying things too far;
but those familiar with the Sant Mat
tradition [see, for example, Sat Sandesh,
April 1975, page 1] or the lives of Rama-
krishna and other devotees like him,
will instantly recognize the sign of a
true lover. At a time when 90 per cent
of the sangat was tearing itself apart
over who the Successor was or was not,
and heaping insult and slander on ev-
eryone who saw things differently, the
one who knew better than anyone who
had been entrusted with the Guruship
was thinking only of his Master.) The
devotees at Satatararbi, where he had
been staying, loved him dearly and
missed him terribly; finally, after three
months, one of them, Pathi Ji, left the
village in search of him, while another,
Babu Ji, supervised the building of his
present ashram—with no certainty what-
ever that he would ever use it, As Babu
Ji said to the present writer, “We had
only hope—only hope. We built the ash-

ram on hope.” After two months’ search,
Pathi Ji did find him; and to the great
joy of the devotees, Sant Ji did consent
to make use of the ashram they had so
lovingly built. There, working quietly
and doing nothing to further the terrible
controversies among his Master’s disci-
ples, he began to carry out his Master’s
orders; holding Satsang monthly, giv-
ing Naam to those who came to him,
giving darshan and counsel to those
who wanted it. And so it went until this
writer's visit to him in February 1976
(a full account of which is given below),
by which time there were probably four
hundred initiates either of Master Kir-
pal or of Sant Ji in that area who were
coming regularly to him for satsang and
darshan.

In the early part of 1976, the desire
to go back into fulltime meditation
came upon him, and he decided to do it,
much to the sorrow of the satsangis.
(He was not planning to abandon them
entirely, as he had agreed to continue
the monthly satsangs and to give dar-
shan for a day or two around that time
each month.) He gave out to the vill-
agers in that area that he would go into
meditation for a year, starting March 13.
But the Master Kirpal Singh had other
ideas, and the events that followed ef-
fectively prevented him from carrying
out that course; as he says, “Your love
has pulled me out.”

2. The Finding of Ajaib Singh
AN ABRIDGMENT OF A TALK GIVEN BY THE AUTHOR
IN FEBRUARY 1976

Y ONLY PRAYER is that I can do
Mjustice to what I have experienced,
and the message that I have been given.
I see that the trip was the easy part;
the hard part is coming up now. I don’t
know to what extent you know the rea-
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son why I went. I had no personal de-
sire to go; in fact, I was terrified of go-
ing. But it came very strongly from
within that the time had come to go to
Rajasthan and find Ajaib Singh. I re-
sisted it like anything; I did not want to
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go. I was afraid, my mind rebelled—per-
haps he’s not there... But the call was
very clear and there was no evading it.

So I went. And I was apprehensive
and frightened on a hundred different
levels. 1 was frightened of all the vari-
ous human pressures I was going to be
under and I was frightened of being
fooled—I was frightened that 1 would
be fooled one way or the other: either
that I would think that somebody was
a Master that wasn't or that I would
think that they weren’t when they werel!
But now that I'm back I can say with
all assurance in the world that Master
was with me every inch of the way—
not just every step but every inch. He
very unerringly put me exactly where I
had to be at exactly the right time, with
exactly the right people.

I was grateful that Arran had given
me his wife’s cousin’s name as a transla-
tor and to accompany me. He and his
wife were in India (they had been liv-
ing in Canada, his wife is a Western
girl) visiting his parents and Arran ca-
bled them and asked them to give me
any help they could. And the first day
I went to a hotel when I arrived and I
debated whether to look them up first
or to go to Sawan Ashram first; and the
thought came very clearly, Go to Sawan
Ashram. So 1 went to Sawan Ashram
and they were there. That was the first
sign that things were going right. I
spoke with them (Khulwant and Linda
Bagga), told them my plan to go to
Rajasthan and why, and asked them to
go with me; they accepted in a second.

Two days later I moved into the
Bagga household and it was a very lov-
ing place; they were so kind and good,
it made all the difference in the world.
And on Monday morning we left for
Rajasthan.

When I reflect on our trip to Ganga
Nagar and our adventures there, the
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image that comes to mind is the Prin-
cess’s thread, in George Macdonald’s
The Princess and the Goblin. 1 had a
hold of a thread like that, and all I
knew was to keep hold of it and follow
it, no questions asked. Ganga Nagar,
while a big city, is very remote, un-
mechanized, and unused to Westerners;
after many adventures, some of them
scary, we did manage, with Master’s in-
credible grace, to locate Dogar Mal,
the local Group Leader, who knew how
to find Ajaib Singh. When we found
him, he said, “Well, I took Stephens to
see Sant Ajaib Singh; but then Sant Ji
told me he didn’t want anybody else to
see him and not to give his address to
anybody.” And he just stopped there.
And it just fell flat out into the air. And
we were sitting there and my brain was
working like anything—what to say to
convince him?!—that I was really okay.
And Linda was getting nervous and she
said, “Well, does he know that Russell
has come all the way from America to
see this man?” And there was silence
for a while; finally he said, “Well, I will
arrange for the jeep tomorrow.” We
were greatly relieved. Mr. Aroda, Do-
gar Mal’s relative, graciously and kindly
put us up for the night, and the next
morning we started out.

And just a short while after we left
Sri Ganga Nagar we were in a world
so remote that I can’t even describe it.
We went through roads that weren’t
roads, and places where there aren’t
houses for miles and miles, where the
only animals you see are camels, where
everyone that you meet is a peasant,
where there’s no electricity—it’s hard to
explain. At one point the driver asked
directions of two men riding on a camel
that came along. It was surrealistic, it
was so remote. Each village that you
go through gets more and more primi-
tive.
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Before we left him, we asked Dogar
Mal what he thought of Ajaib Singh; he
said, “In my opinion, he is a Sant, def-
initely. But he doesn’t want to be a
Guru-T1l tell you that right now.” I
asked him would he be happy to see
us; he said, “Oh yes, he’ll be happy to
see you.”

So we drove on and on through the
wilderness — I never knew the meaning
of that term before —it was another
world, as different from Delhi and
Dehra Dun as Delhi and Dehra Dun
are different from America.

We finally reached the village of Sat-
atararbi (77RB) where Ajaib Singh
lives, and we came to the house and
we went in and—here is where I real-
ly want to convey what happened as
carefully as possible. Master uses the
phrase, “revolutionizes the thought pat-
tern of the disciple.” And that is what
happened to me during the next five
hours.

We were ushered in—nobody seemed
surprised to see us—and Sant Ajaib
Singh came out to meet us. And nothing
I had heard had prepared me for how
much like Master he was going to be.
This was the first thing: physically and
personality-wise, he’s astoundingly like
Him. More than I would have dreamed
possible. How subjective these things
are I'm not in a position to say—some-
body may go there and feel that he’s
not at all like Master—but that was my
first impression as he came toward us:
of someone who is very much like Mas-
ter. And he greeted us warmly, and with
a total lack of surprise, as though he
got visitors from America every day;
he was very much on top of everything.
We sat down, and he asked me why I
had come. And I was looking into his
eyes (because I had looked into other
people’s eyes and I had not got what
I wanted), I was looking into Ajaib
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Singh’s eyes and I was realizing that
they were indeed very much like Mas-
ter’s eyes. So when he asked me why 1
had come, I said very boldly, “I had
Master’s orders from within to come to
Rajasthan and find you—but I don’t
know why.” And that was conveyed to
him and he nodded, he accepted it, and
we began talking. And everytime he
would say something (it would have to
be translated of course; he spoke in Pun-
jabi)—he would look at me. And I
would be looking at him. And every
time he looked at me—and this is the
thing that it took me about a minute to
realize what was happening and then
the flood-gates opened up inside me—
every time he looked at me, it was Mas-
ter looking at me. There was no doubt
about it. It was Master doing it. It was
like—it was like—he would say some-
thing—one thing was happening physi-
cally, outer, and yet, on this other level,
I would look—his eyes would be dancing
just the way Master’s eyes used to
dance—at me, just the way Master’s
eyes used to dance at me! And his smile
—the way that his face crinkled up and
the way that his smile happened—was
exactly the way that Master’s smile used
to happen. And I found myself—I'd look
into his . . . and this tremendous inner
joy—that I had never experienced since
the last time that I saw Master,—began
to come up. It just welled up inside me.
And I couldn’t believe it. I suddenly
understood what is meant by “our
Friend with a different coat on.” This
is the way it is. And I was just sitting
there looking at him and he’d say these
things and then he would sit back, and
look at me, and smile, and there would
be Master! It happened over and over
and over again. And it was like, you
know he was saying,—on the face of it
he didnt even know my name, you
know—who I was or anything—he was
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not even terribly interested, maybe, on
that level. But on the other level he was
saying, “Yes, here I am, hello, it's so
nice to see you again,” that was hap-
pening on the other level.

Now I also must say that he is ex-
ceedingly simple—this is a very simple
man, who lives, as you've already gath-
ered, in an environment as simple and
uncluttered as probably exists on this
planet. He lives in one room in an ash-
ram built by his devotees—we sat in the
inner courtyard of it;—the bathroom is
a hole in the floor;there are no ameni-
ties of any sort; he dresses in simple
clothes that are nothing at all, and this
is his world.

Well, in the first place he said he was
hiding. He said that many times. He
said it with great glee, and I must say
that another way in which he is as-
toundingly like Master is his sense of
humor. The same things appeal to him
—the same things tickle him, you might
say, that used to tickle Master. And the
more that I was with him, the more
that feeling of love was evoked.

So he said that he was hiding, and I
questioned him quite a bit about vari-
ous aspects of what his plans were and
what he was going to be doing and he
said that the time had not yet come,
that he was hiding, that the Master
Power could not come forth in fullness
until the squabbling among the Sat-
sangis had died down. The squabbling
over property, the hatred for each other
that the Satsangis have been manifest-
ing, this has to totally stop—or subside
at least—before anything can happen.
And Tl tell you, he has absolutely no
interest in a personal way in being a
Guru—none. Nothing appeals to him
less. What Dogar Mal said was abso-
lutely right: he has absolutely no in-
terest in being a Guru. And he told me
that Taiji had telegraphed him last
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December, to come to Delhi—and the
presumption is that she was going to
check him out and see if he would be
given the dais at Sawan Ashram. But he
wouldn’t go. And he said, “Who wants
to be a guru? What is there in being a
guru—tell me that? Is it not better to
be a disciple?”

He was really displeased with me for
setting him up in opposition to Darshan
Singh. He said to me, “I have respect
for Darshan Singh—he’s my Master’s
son. I have respect for Taiji, teo. Why
should I have been dragged into this?”
And I saw very clearly that he was not
fighting anybody, had no interest in
fighting anybody, didn’t want anybody
to fight for him—this was totally where
he was not. And that I had been wrong
in using him that way. And I apolo-
gized.

And then he did something that Mas-
ter used to do all the time also: he re-
buked me — he taught me — through
seemingly making a mistake. In Shirley
Tassencourt’s account® she relates how
Master made the ludicrous error of re-
versing what she had said, saying “10%
hours shopping and % hour meditation,”
and everybody was saying, “No, no,
Master,”—but Shirley knew that Master
was doing that on purpose to show her
something. Well, that’s also happened to
me many times with Master. And Sant
Ajaib Singh and I were talking about
the various letters that had been circu-
lating amongst the Sangat, some of
which had been translated into Hindi
and he had seen. And he said, “I was
very surprised to read the letter that
Russell wrote.” As he said it—he looked
at me and smiled and his eyes were
dancing and it was Master smiling. And
I got a real pang, a sinking feeling in

* «“The White Brilliance,” Sat Sandesh,
Nov. 1974
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my stomach, like I used to get when
Master was getting after me. And I said,
“Why?” And he said, “Because it had
nothing to do with Sant Mat.” And
instantly it clicked, you know—I under-
stood that on one level he was confus-
ing my letter to Darshan Singh with
Michael Grayson’s. But while I realized
this, at the same time I understood in-
stantly and totally that Master was us-
ing this to tell me that I had been
wrong to write that letter. T knew with
my whole being that my Master was
telling me something which I ignored
at my soul’s peril. And I looked into his
face and there was Master there—totally
loving, eyes dancing, smiling at me, and
vet, he was rebuking me. And I said,
“T was wrong.” And . . . Master smiled.
He accepted it.

He had many questions to ask about
why people were doing this and that;
on one level the whole affair that has
been going on since Master’s death was
incomprehensible to him; on another
level he understood it totally, and was
totally above it. For example, some of
the local Satsangis in Sri Ganga Nagar
asked him to hold Satsang down there
after Master had died. And he agreed;
he went down and held it a couple of
times. And Mr. Aroda, whose house we
stayed at, who was one of the ones who
had asked him, told us that he thought
they were very beautiful-that he had
held Satsang very much the way Master
had done and it was uplifting and
everybody got benefit. But some people
put tremendous pressure on the local
Satsangis and objections were raised:
they said that he was after the guruship.
So he wouldn’t go down and do it then;
he just stayed up in his village, And
with all that he had no negative word
- for anybody.

After we talked for a long time in the
courtyard, we washed up;—people had
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brought water in buckets and poured
it over our hands. Then he served us,
he fed us—he didn’t eat anything but
he sat at a table with us while we ate,
in an inner room—and we talked some
more. He put on dark glasses at that
point. (He has had difficulty with his
eyes.) Of course that prevented me
from looking into his eyes any more.
But he was still beautiful to look at.
The three of us agreed that the very
least that can be said is, “he’s a very
holy man, and I love him.” We agreed
that that was the minimum that can be
said. When we left him, Linda was cry-
ing. She had never seen the Master.
And he patted her on the head—he said,
“You are my daughter.” So similar to the
way Master would do it.

I realize that hiding business—on one
level that was Ajaib Singh talking about
hiding away from the world, and on
the other level it was the Master talk-
ing about the Master Power hiding
away from a Sangat that didn’t really
want It. I mean: Who has Him? A few
hundred villagers in the Rajasthan des-
ert have the Master all to themselves!
Just think of it! Remember when Guru
Amar Das was kicked off the platform
by the son of the previous Guru—Guru
Angad’s son? He went off and he went
into a house and he bricked up the door
and he put a sign, “Whoever breaks
down this door is no Sikh of mine.” Do
you remember thatP—he went into med-
itation full time. And after a while the
disciples decided that they had been
wrong and they came bombing in and
they read the sign and they tore down
the wall (Dbecause he had said not to
go through the door), and begged him
to come out. Perhaps something like
that has to happen. I didn’t feel it; when
he explained to me that he was in hid-
ing, and that the time had not come,
the Master Power was not yet ready,
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I felt that he was telling me the simple
truth. That it was not in my hands to
change that. And I said, “Well, you
know best.” That's the way 1 felt. He
does know best.

Still, later when we were eating, he
said that when Master had told him
to give Naam, He had told him not to
hide it. And I asked the very obvious
question, I said, “Well, if Master told
you not to hide it, why are you hiding?”
And when the question was translated,
the whole room just broke up, including
him. He roared with laughter, the dis-
ciples all laughed, everybody laughed.
And then he explained that he was in
hiding only on a temporary basis, and
that the time just hadn’t come yet, that’s
all.

He spoke very lovingly of Arran. He
said that the question that Arran had
asked him—whether or not he had ever
dreamed of a woman—he said that no-
body had ever asked him a question
like that before in his whole life. He
still remembered it! He said he re-
spected that question, and he respected
the concern out of which it came. And
his last words to me were to give his
love to Arran.

You know, it's so hard to believe in
what you feel yourself. You hear what
other people have to say and you think,
“How can I be right? How could I pos-
sibly know, when so many other peo-
ple don’t know? Why is it that I have
this pull in this direction, if this is the
truth, and other people dont?” We
think like that; we're very insecure.
And even when we get glimpses of
what’s real, well, we tend to ignore
them.

I asked him about privacy—he con-
firmed that he had indeed told Dogar
Mal not to bring anybody else up there,
and I said, “Are you unhappy that we
have come?” He said “No!"—very em-
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phatically. He said, “I am very happy
when anyone who really wants to know
the truth comes.” And he said that
Arran and I were the only two people
from outside the area who had come to
see him, since Master had left. Even
when Taiji wanted him she sent him a
telegram. Nobody came up. So really
its small wonder that he’s hiding.
There’s nobody wants him! Why should
he not hide?

Anyway, T'll tell you that he’s not
concerned (and this is the thing I think
that I understood and must keep hold of
— I must keep it in my mind )— that he
is totally unconcerned, in a personal
way, with anything. If he never is rec-
ognized by a single person as Guru, it
wouldn’t bother him one bit. He’s very
happy that way. He doesn’t care if any-
body believes in him; he’s just himself.
He’s sitting there, this incredibly simple
man, in this incredibly remote and
primitive village, sitting there doing his
meditation. And if nobody knew who he
was, it wouldn’t make a bit of difference
to him. And it doesn’t bother him if
somebody wants to go to this person or
that person, he just doesn’t care. And
that's the way it’'s got to be with us,
too. This is the Master’s attitude, there’s
no doubt about it.

I asked him — because he was dis-
pleased at my setting him up in opposi-
tion to Darshan Singh — “Is it all right
if I write an account of this experience
also?” He said, “Yes; write the truth as
you see it, but no propaganda, no pub-
licity, no big splash.” It’s a simple mat-
ter of bearing witness and leaving it
right there. Those who are inclined in
this direction, why should they not come
this way? And those who are not in-
clined, why should they come? What he
wants — and I think nobody will deny
that this is what the Master wants —
what he wants from us is for us to love
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one another, to love the Master, and to
do what He says. There is no necessity
for anyone to believe in him, as an indi-
vidual, as the Successor. If it happens,
it will happen; it just doesn’t matter.
» o £

Reflecting on all this on my return, I
thought: “We can only speak from our
level. The whole thing is beyond me.
Master’s dragging me there, the trans-
formation of the almost mythical Ajaib
Singh into a very Master-like, very lov-
able human being — suppose I had gone
all that distance and it was nothing?

What would I have done then?” I
thought, “Well, I would go back home
and meditate and not worry about the
Successorship and follow Master’s com-
mandments.” And the funny part of it
is that that’s exactly what I have to do
anyway. The only difference is that now
I know to my satisfaction that the Mas-
ter Power is on earth and that he not
only is more like our Master than I
could have dreamed possible, but also
that he speaks wisdom and truth devoid
of self-interest that is food for the soul.
And that makes all the difference.

3. Return to Rajasthan
SELECTIONS FROM A TALK GIVEN IN MAY 1976

1siTING with Sant Ajaib Singh Ji on

my second trip in May, I told him
that when he had rebuked me in Feb-
ruary, he had made me feel right at
home; because he had rebuked me just
as Master used to. He said, “T didn’t re-
buke you. Your Master rebuked you. If
I rebuked you I apologize. I don't even
remember what I said.” So I reminded
him: it was basically two sentences, “I
was surprised to see the letter that Rus-
sell wrote,” and when I asked why, “Be-
cause it had nothing to do with Sant
Mat.” He said, “Oh, yes, now I remem-
ber.”

* * *

He always referred to Master as Baba
Ji or Hazur Baba Ji or Hazur Maharaj
Baba Ji. He spoke of the power that He
had and the love that He showed even
to those who weren’t initiated by Him.
He told us of two brothers in Ganga
Nagar — in their twenties — who were
initiates of Charan Singh. But when
Master came to Ganga Nagar, they
loved Him; they had His darshan and
attended His satsang, and they loved
Him. They did not take His initiation.
They died young and together, through
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an accident. And Sant Ji, who was with
them when they died, told us that Mas-
ter came and took them even though
they weren't initiated. But because they
loved Him, He came; their love made
it possible. Sant Ji said, “Love has a
great power, a very great force. The
Master is compelled to come because
of love.”

And that’s why Sant Ji has agreed to
come over here this summer. When I
saw him last February, he told me that
he had made plans to spend the coming
year in full-time meditation. I accepted
that; the thought did come to plead
with him, to say, “Well, T have come
so far; is this all I have to take back?”
But I felt, No; and I said, “You know
best.” I went home and I shared what
I had experienced. Other people also
wanted to go. They went, then still oth-
ers. This group that just returned took
with them many heartfelt pleas from
brothers and sisters who didnt go, for
him to come soon. And what has hap-
pened, as he explained to me, is that
our love has pulled him out.

* * *

When we left Sant Ji this time, I didn’t
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shed large quantities of tears. But I sure
didn’t want to leave. When we were
riding in the jeep, my whole being was
telling me it was going the wrong way —
“Make it go back.” We got on the train
and there was a cutting edge of sad-
ness; I kept feeling the train was also
going in the wrong direction —“Can’t it
go the other way?” At one station where
they juggle the cars around, there was
a period of four or five minutes when
we actually did ride backwards. And 1
felt in my heart, “This is more like it.”
From the time we went out of the gate
at the Ashram . . . and Sant Ji disap-
peared so quickly, you know. He was
standing there and we were looking out
through the jeep door at him and then
all of a sudden the jeep drove away in a
cloud of dust and he was gone. And it
was even hard to see the Ashram in the
distance because of the angle and the
way the jeep was going. And from that
point until we arrived in Boston it
was a cutting edge of grief that was al-
ways there — that I'd lost something in-
finitely precious: those ten days in that
Ashram in that village are gonc forever.
I didn’t regret it in an ultimate sense;
but the cutting edge of grief was there.
And when the mind stopped I would
just be back there,

Every night we would have satsang
outdoors under the stars by the light of
a kerosene lantern. The girls from the
village would come and sing bhajans,
and Sant Ji would come down and lis-
ten. He took the singing very seriously;
he told us that it’s a very important part
of Satsang. He said (as Master Kirpal
had also told me in 1969) that the at-
mosphere at Satsang is greatly enhanced
by the people joining together in sing-
ing these songs, all written by Masters,
in sweet remembrance of the Lord.

* * *

In 1972 our Master Kirpal Singh or-
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dered Sant Ji to meditate full time,
which he did; on a wooden slab in an
underground room which we visited.
The same whatever-it-was that enabled
him to do the austerity of the five fires
for three years running, forty days dur-
ing the hot season; that enabled him,
with two Names — with less than half
an initiation, in other words — to go so
far that by the time he met his Master
he only had to look into His eyes to be
taken up; that same whatever-it-is en-
abled him to sit two years on that wood-
en slab in day-in, day-out meditation.
And that’s the stuff that Saints are made
of. Go into the lives of Masters, any of
them — Kabir, Nanak, Swami Ji, Rama-
krishna, Buddha — not to mention our
own Master, Who used to stand all
night in the pond with the water up
to His chin and meditate. ( Someone, in
my presence, once asked Master Kirpal
if that were really true. Eyes twinkling,
Master said, “Yes. Very good way to
meditate.”) This is what is called “ruling
passion.”

He told us a story of Pathi Ji (his dis-
ciple who searched for him in the wil-
derness) who was once meditating out-
doors and a nestful of ants began to
bite him. Sant Ji said that Pathi Ji didn’t
stop meditating; it never occurred to
him to stop. He kept on meditating, be-
cause that’s what he was doing.

* * *
From now on, people who want to visit
Sant Ji must go from October through
April; the months of May through Sep-
tember are out because of the heat. I
never knew what heat was; you just
can't imagine it. It comes in rolling
waves off the desert, 120 to 130 degrees
(Fahrenheit) every day. The after-
noon we spent lying on our beds. There
is no electricity so there are no fans, al-
though the sevadars would sometimes
fan us by hand —a service that I felt
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funny about taking. We lay on our
beds from right after lunch until supper
time; we neither read nor talked nor
meditated nor slept; we lay there. That’s
all we had the energy to do.

The nights were just beautiful. Once
the sun went down and the stars came
out, the nights were like incredible, ex-
quisite jewels. Our beds were taken out-
side and lined up in the courtyard.
We'd lie there and look up at the stars
and see five times as many as we can
see over here, because that’s what the
desert sky is like. The nights were
beautiful.

Sant Ji himself rang the bell — a big
gong affair that hung on the roof over
our heads. He rang it the first day at 3
am., but after that, out of pity for
our exhaustion from the heat, he rang
it at 4 or 4:30. With such joy he rang
that belll But we were so tired from the
heat of the day before that it was even
difficult to get up, let alone to sit.

So the hot months are not so good,
because he wants people who come to
put in a lot of time for meditation. A
special meditation hall is going to be
built, and it will be reserved only for
meditation.

He apologized to us many times for
calling us over during the hot season;
he said, “T had to call you over because
these things had to be discussed; it was
Master’s orders. I'm sorry.” I knew he
was speaking truth, and I was happy:
I said, “I am very happy to be here
now.” And indeed I was.

£ * *
It so happened that T meditated in his
presence on two occasions; once at the
initiation and once afterwards. And he
noticed that I was leaning against the
wall, and many other flaws, no doubt,
So at some point he said to me, “After
Satsang tonight you follow me.” Papu
(our translator) explained that this
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was very important and just for me.

I was really apprehensive; I had no
idea what was going to happen. At the
appointed time I followed Sant Ji up
onto the roof, and I saw his bed —a
rope bed —and next to it there was
a cushion, on the floor; and he told me
to sit on the cushion. I sat; there was no
wall anywhere, no way I could lean
against anything. And he arranged me
with my back just right, my head just
right; he said, “Bheto,” which means
“sit”; he sent Papu away, and he sat on
his bed and watched me sit. T sat an
hour in that position.

Within five minutes the pain began
in my lower back. It grew and grew
and grew until it became all consuming.
I couldn’t move; he was sitting right
there watching me; how could I move?
It was not possible, But I wasn’t med-
itating; I was sitting there thinking
about my lower back. Then after some
time (I had no idea of the time; it
seemed like T was there for 24 hours)
one of my legs began to hurt; and that
very quickly made my lower back seem
like nothing at all. The pain in my leg
became excruciating. I was sitting there
hurting in my back, hurting in my leg,
totally divorced from anything that I
had ever thought about in connection
with meditation. Every ounce of my
being was concentrated on not moving.

Finally Sant Ji called Papu and told
me to leave off. He looked at me with
infinite compassion, and asked me about
pain — where it hurt. T told him. He
didn’t ask about my meditation; he
knew exactly where I was that night
on that score. I was rubbing my leg
like anything, and he asked me if I
would like a massage. He was so gentle
and compassionate, I said no, it would
be all right. “All right,” he said; “to-
morrow night you will come up again.”
And he sent me off.
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The second night it had been raining,
and we sat inside his room. I was get-
ting a cold again by this time; the pneu-
monia that I had had just before I
went began to come back again at the
very end of the trip. So the second night
it was the same, except it was worse.
And I moved some; I couldn’t kelp it.
I didn’t squirm or shuffle but I stretched
out my back and then I lowered it down
and I moved around and tried to crack
my neck. (When we meditate, you
know, we are not aware of how many
times we move. When we sit in our lazy
way leaning against something, we
might even be doing well; but if some-
thing occurs to us, we don’t even think
twice — we simply move our leg a little
bit, or whatever. I think there are thou-
sands of movements that most of us
make without even being aware of it.
This is my experience; based on all of a
sudden being made aware of it, you
see. )

So the second night was worse than
the first; it was awful. I was ashamed
because I had moved, and the pain was
worse; especially the back pain. Every
muscle of my lower back was rebelling
and shrieking against having to hold me
up. And when Sant Ji took me out this
time, I questioned him: “Sant Ji, I am
not saying that this is not something I
ought to be doing; I sense this is a very
important thing that I have to leamn.
But T have had very good and fruitful
meditations using a back support. Is it
absolutely necessary to sit like this?”

He said, “It’s not necessary at all. You
don’t have to do it. You don’t have to
come up here either; you can sit down
on your bed at this hour, if you like.
You can meditate anyway you like.” But
he added very humbly, “I have found
that this way has been helpful to me,
and I would also like to see you do it.
If you can get proficient at this you
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will find, first, that you will never get
sleepy. You will be able to meditate
for hours without sleeping. And, second,
your progress will be greatly acceler-
ated. This is my view.”

He was very humble, and there was
no question of ordering or forcing, al-
though I understood very clearly from
within that I had to do this: that this
was something that I should have
learned years ago.

I asked him, “How long will it take?
Its like I'm not meditating. I'm sitting
here, but I'm thinking only about not
moving and having pain. How long will
it take before I'm meditating again?
He said, “Ten to fifteen days should do
it, if you sit like that. I want you to sit
an hour and a half daily in this position
when you get home, at least; and a half
hour in bhajan.” T said, “All right” I
thought I'd never do it. And I went
down.

On the third night I was following
Sant Ji up the stairs when 1 realized
that I didn’t have any kleenex with me.
I had a bad cold by then and I needed
to blow my nose constantly. And while
I was prepared not to blow it during
the meditation, I thought that I should
at least get a good blow before I start.
But I had somehow neglected to put
any in my pocket. I was already follow-
ing him up the stairs, and I couldn’t
turn around and run back for the kleen-
ex—it seemed so much what he was
weaning me away from. So I thought,
‘All right, Master, I'll do it. Whatever I
have to do, I'll do.”

Now I'm telling this story in the full
realization that I should have learned
all this years and years ago. In my trips
to India Master used to look at me
sometimes when I'd sit against the wall.
And I knew that he would prefer me
not to. And also many times I did sit
without a back support, but I sat
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hunched over, moving a lot. I just
chose to think it didn’t matter.

The third night was on the roof again.
We sat there. Now when Sant Ji would
call me up he was in his underwear.
He had some kind of little loin-cloth
and a T-shirt, and his turban off. It was
a very different visual impression from
when he was wearing his clothes and
his turban.

I had to blow my nose. Before I even
started, I had to blow it. And I'm tell-
ing you the third night it began to work.
From beginning to end, I did not have
any pain. That was the first thing. The
effort to keep still was enomous; with
all my being I had to work on that.
But T was able to do it. T didn’t move
once the third night. And 1 actually
meditated, this is the point. The with-
drawal process began and with it came
experience which I would not have be-
lieved possible considering the circum-
stances, where my attention was and
how I was sitting. But it was like just
enough had been accomplished so that
everything started to happen and it was
beautiful.

When Sant Ji took me out, there was
a stream of mucous—one long stream—
down to my lap. And I had not been
aware of it; it had happened by itself.
I just didn't know it was there until T
came out of meditation. I had a note in
my pocket that somebody had given me
and I blew my nose on that note be-
cause 1 had to do something. I was ter-
ribly excited and I turned around and
Sant Ji asked me what was going on.
And I told him that tonight there was
no pain, that meditation had been pos-
sible, the withdrawal process had be-
gun. I told him what had happened in-
side and what T had seen. And he lis-
tened. He said, “Good.” And T said, “I
hope that when I go home I will have
discipline enough so I can do this with-
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out your sitting there, right there,
watching me.” Because I understood it
was because of his interest, the fact that
he was watching me, that enabled me to
do it. He said, “Never think for one min-
ute that I am not watching you.” Which
I should have known anyway, you
know,

And T started to get up. And I looked
at this figure sitting there, in his under-
wear and his T-shirt, without his tur-
ban, sitting on the bed, who had just
taken me through some kind of rebirth
experience, during which something
that had been crystalized had been bro-
ken. (Some teachings have this theory
that wrong crystalization can take place
and then it has to be broken forcibly in
order for further progress to happen. I
felt like that had happened.) I couldn’
see him well in the darkness, his face
was hidden. I couldnt even see his
eyes. I could only see his white beard in
the moonlight. But his greatness and
power overwhelmed me and spontane-
ously from my heart I leaned forward; I
went down and bumped myhead on the
floor and reached out to touch his feet
— which was the first time I tried to
do that. He was up off that bed in a
second. He grabbed me around the
waist and pulled me up to a sitting
position. He was laughing. He said,
“Don’t do that. Never do that.” And he
picked me up so that I was standing
and he put his arm around me and led
me to the stairs. And he said, “Have a
good rest tonight” And sent me off,
And that was the last night we werc
there.

I knew when I went in February
Master dragged me there because T had
to learn something for my growth. And
when I met him and talked to him, I
heard my Master talking to me and I
knew I had to listen. He was telling me
at that time what I needed to learn
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about the whole business relating to the
succession and to the fighting and the
quarrcling among satsangis. And T lis-
tened; I knew my Master was talking to
me.

And this time he dragged me over
there because I had to learn something
else. And I don’t mcan just sitting still,
although that’s a part of it. But the Path
is a real thing. We walk it like dilet-
tantes. But the Saints, all of the Saints,
and their real devotees—for them it’s a
ruling passion. It's the rcality. Other
things come into play only in order to
make the reality possible. But in daily
life, we forget that, Even if we've sup-
posedly devoted our lite to Master, to
His cause, to His service, even then.
And this is what T needed to under-
stand: —the ruling passion that enables
you to sit even if your leg goes into the
fire, even if ants are biting you; because
you care more about finding God than
you care about your leg. That kind of
thing is what takes a person to Sach
Khand in this very lifetime. And as Mas-
ter said, “Those who have done it can
help someone do it. And the world is
not without them but they are rare
always.”

So I was outwardly dragged there
this time for some rcason or other con-
nected with trips and organizations and
his coming and this and that. But in-
wardly, because I needed to learn some-
thing. And I needed to learn it badly.

And, with the Grace of God, T've
learned it . . . I hope. That's all I can
say.

Someone asked me, “Do you take
him as your Master?” T said, “No. I
take him as the man my Master wants
me to be with, to love, to serve and to
work for.” I'm following His orders by
doing that. Yet, sometimes, when I'm in
his presence it's my Master talking. I'm
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not a theologian and I can’t explain and
analyze the differences or how these
things work. But I know this, that on
the physical plane, if we don’t have
guidance from somebody on our owun
level, we make mistakes. I made huge
huge errors after Master left the body
—errors that I would not have made had
I been able to ask him. All of us have
inner guidance and protection; but, un-
less our receptivity is enormous it does-
n’'t work on a day to day basis like that.
A lot of scope is given to us to err. The
errors may even work out all right in
the long run; I don’t say they dont.
On one level Sant Ji told me it didn’t
matter what I had donc—that it was
all in accordance with the plan and it
made no difference. On another level he
rebuked me very seriously, both in Feb-
ruary, and this time too, for having
contributed to the general over-all cli-
mate of slandering each other that has
been plaguing the sangat since Mas-
ter left.

So I was wrong. I had made crrors.
And T needed to be taught by someone
with authority. And that's where a liv-
ing Saint can help us, you know. He
can show us where wc're going wrong
and then we dow't make those errors
anymore.

But there’s no imposition. Sant Ji says
when he comes he is coming because
of love. He does not want to go any
place where people would rather he
didn’'t go. He does not want to be
forced down anybody’s throat or told
you have to believe in him. That sort
of thing is so far from what he is and
where he is. And because of the fact
that I probably will be doing a lot of
the publishing, etc. connected with him,
he gave me many long instructions on
this. Very very serious, delivered with
the utmost gravity. One time he asked
in which Sat Sandesh issues I had pub-
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lished things against somebody. I told
him. And he drew himself up really
straight and he looked at me and it was
Master looking at me. I was sitting two
feet away from him. And he said,
“What is past is past. From now on you
are not to abuse anybody or write
against anybody.” Straight, like that.
“Yes, Master,” 1 thought.

Since Master left the body he has not
been away from me. And there have
been times when he has given me di-
rect guidance from within, including
going to Rajasthan in the first place.
But He forced me to go to Rajasthan,
to go to the desert, to go to this Ash-
ram, to hear through the lips of Ajaib
Singh what He wanted me to hear. Un-
til then I didn’t get it. He may have
been telling me internally but I was not
open enough to get it. When I heard
it coming through Ajaib Singh, it came
with full force. And the same is true of
the things that were taught me in this
trip too.

Again [ say, there’s no imposition.
Some people have a beautiful inner re-
lationship with their Master Who has
left the body. They don’t feel the need
of anybody on the physical plane. That’s
a very high thing and I have enormous
respect for it. Sometimes those people
may feel that they would rather not
relate to another form on the physical
plane, even if he’s the real successor,
because it interferes with their own in-
ner connection with the Master.

My feeling is this, that if anybody
feels that way, this is between them and
God. This is a very beautiful thing and
I have respect for it. If it is to their
benefit to have a connection and a rela-
tionship with the current living Mas-
ter, then Master Himself will take care
of it. It will work out one way or an-
other with no imposition, no worry, no
anguish, no pressure put from outside
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or from within. Somehow or other, the
line of least resistance of that person
will open up and Master will show them
that it’s to their benefit—that to sit at
the feet of a Saint is a good thing and
that it does not interfere. But this He
can do, we don't have to do it

Some people want to hear about Sant
Ji like anything. I've gotten phone calls
and letters from all over the world. In-
vitations for him to come to different
places, letters from people who have
seen him within, letters from people
who have always felt he is their guru
and want initiation,

But there are brothers and sisters who
do not want to hear, either about any-
body, or, they alrcady feel that some-
body else is the successor. That's be-
tween them and God; it's not our wor-
ry. Sant Ji told me that he doesn’t
force initiation on anyome. At his sat-
sang, he said, come all sorts of people.
He loves them all. They are welcome.
He gives them the truth; those who
want initiation ask him for it. He’s hap-
py to give it to them. If they don’t
want it, it doesn’t bother him at all.
He’s very happy.

And when he comes herc he does
not want one ounce of controversy to
be added to that which already exists.
He'll be very happy to see those peo-
ple who feel love for him and who trust
him. And the love is returned a hundred
thousand fold as we will all sec when
he comes.

So he cautioned me very carefully in
connection with arranging the tour to
bear this in mind: so that nobody will
be put out or feel that anything is be-
ing foisted on them. So I say this thing
because we all relate to other people.
We want to share what we've experi-
enced. It's all right; as Sant Ji said,
there is no harm in bearing witness to
the truth. But many times he’d say, in
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a very personal way, “It strikes my
heart when T think of the satsangis
fighting cach other. It strikes my heart.”
And you know in those times 1 would
hear Master say, “It strikes my heart.”

Ilis own children fighting  among
themselves; for what? And yet so many
of us have done it. T have done it Ev-
cry time he said that it struck home to
me because T was just the same as all
the others, maybe worse. To me he
said, “I thought Sant Mat had to do
with meditation, with going inside, and

with loving everybody., When did it
have to do with all this fighting and
calling names and saying I'm right and
youre wrong. What's that got to do
with Sant Mat?” Simple, simple com-
ment, and yet not one of us so learned
and intellectual, so good at reading
the books and holding satsang and giv-
ing learned talks; not one of us thought
of that simple little statement: that
what we were doing had nothing to do
with Sant Mat.

Sant Ajaib Singh Ji with Russcll and Judith Perkins, May 1976




A Man has been born

. DR. CRISTOBAL MOLINA

TRANSLATOR'S NOTE: Dr. Cristobal Molina, age 56, Medical Doctor, Radiologist,
was initiated four years ago in the city of Bogota, Colombia, during Mr. Khanna’s
trip to Latin America. His daughter Silvia bas married an initiate, and both are
now living in Sant Bani Ashram. Two other children of his are initiates, and his
younger daughter received Master’s approval, but was not able to receive Initia-
tion because of His physical departure.

He is now meditating seven to eight hours a day, at least, and each day adds a
little more. Since Dr. Molina is well known for his veracity, seriousness, love for
Master and exemplary way of living, this has been told to satsangis as Doctor says
it was Master’s will; and also copies are being sent to the people Master told him.

Bucaramanga, July 7, 1975
Colombia, South America

My dear children
Joe and Silvia Gelbard
Sant Bani Ashram

This letter brings you cordial greet-
ings and the most beautiful news. As
you already know I have been working
real hard since my Initiation, December
12, 1971, and day after day I try to put
in more time in my spiritual practices,
specially after Master’s physical depar-
ture.

On some holidays I have reached up
to eleven or twelve hours of meditation
and bhajan, and since last June I have
been dedicating seven hours daily, five
of meditation and two hearing the
sound. Well, this effort has been re-
warded enormously by Our Beloved
Father, Kirpal, because I have no other
merit, if I have any at all, since it is
well known that is all due to His love
and mercy. All I have done is to try
to follow His teachings, staying still
so that He may work.

Authorized by Him, who asked me to
give faithful testimony of what had been
revealed to me in meditation and bha-
jan, I will tell you some details. I had
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been feeling that something of great
transcendence was about to occur to
me, because of some signs and symbols
which are not necessary to speak about
right now.

When meditation was about to finish
the 25th of June, right in front of me
the SS initials which denote Sat Sandesh
(quite big) appeared to me but this
was really fast. I asked Master what it
was about, and He answered saying it
was the Sat Sandesh issue of October
1974, and could not know any further
since meditation ended.

The following day during meditation
I asked Master to please make clear
everything about the Sat Sandesh issue,
since T had not found it anywhere at
home and maybe had loaned it. He
said: “All has been told in Sat Sandesh,
October 1974. All the Truth.” He
added: “Master Power is already mani-
fested in a human pole, but actually is
given to meditation in order to perfect
Himself and then enter into action.”

All the time premonitory signs of
something really great and about to
happen were going on, both during
meditation and bhajan. Beautiful music,
the prettiest bell sound, and—as for
meditation—everything all right.
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Several days passed by in the sweet
remembrance of the Beloved; my life is
centered around Him. It is because of
Him, that I am in such happy state.
With His help I hope the turn will be
of 180 degrees.

And so the 1st of July arrived, the
month of Sawan. I had told Master
that I was worried about the confusion
that was being formed around His Spir-
itual Succession; that to the Satsangs
which take place in my home, came a
group of people who had not received
the Holy Initiation, and I feared that
some of them would be led astray by
offers of all kinds that were arriving,
and that if one soul was led astray, I
considered it something very painful.
Of course, He knows everything, but
one is so childlike, and has to say things,
and in this way I felt more calm.

The meditation on the 1st of July was
triumphal and Master without me ask-
ing Him, said: “A MAN HAS BEEN BORN—
AJAIB SINGH IS THE NEW MASTER.”

On several occasions Master has au-
thorized me internally and without me
asking Him, and on one occasion He
said, “YOoU SHOULD GIVE FAITHFUL TESTI-
MONY OF WHAT HAS BEEN GIVEN TO YOU.”
This I am doing now.

In the Satsang on July 1st, I read
“The True Master and His Mission,”
and I ended informing them that the
human pole that was to succeed Kirpal
Singh was incarnated, and His name
was AJAmB SiNGH. It was a surprise for
everyone and I saw happy faces. I
should say that in our Satsang we only
read the teachings of Master Kirpal
Singh and we have not read out loud
the letters that now circulate, no mat-
ter where they come from.

After Satsang I took home some peo-
ple that live far away. The last person
to be left off told me that the meeting
had been very beautiful and that more
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beautifu] still had been the “proclama-
tion” I had done about “Ajaib.” This
commentary worried me. The word
“proclamation” bothered me,since I had
only tried to give some information; I
thought that I was not doing anything
different than that done in Mr. Maldo-
nado’s Satsang in Bogota with another
name. So I went home and practiced
Bhajan for half an hour in order to ful-
fill my usual schedule. About twenty
minutes had passed by (here T must
take a deep breath so that I may be able
to tell you what follows) . . . there was
a short silence in that which I had been
listening to, which was a very harmoni-
ous, sweet music, and suddenly other
music began to reverberate . . . and later
the sound was drowned by the ringing
of thousands of bells tolling, all kinds
of tones: clear, fine, low, high, that
shook my poor soul. I understood that
Master was approving all I had done.
One of the bells ended with a golden
brooch. A bell with the voice and the
deepest sound or tone resounded four
or five times. If it had lasted longer my
soul would not be here in this poor
body. It is impossible to describe this
in words. In this world no bell has been
cast with that sound, no metal could
give such a grave, clear and vibrant
sound or else it would break into pieces
trying to imitate it. If in the time I have
left of life I do not hear this bell agaiu,
I could tell you, my children, that it has
been worth living what I have lived,
suffered what I have suffered, having
had the privilege of listening to God’s
voice in the resonance of this Bell.

This ending of my Bhajan practice,
was Beloved Master’s mark to what this
puppet had done. I do not want to do
anything that does not come from Him,
and this letter—it is He who writes it
because it is His wish.

Last, I would like to tell you that a
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chorus has been intonating a song all

these days during my Bhajan practice.

The tune repeats itself but with music

from all parts of the world, say, Chi-

nese, Oriental, American, Latin, cte.
The only thing it says is:

A MAN 11AS BEEN BORN
AjaB

A MAN 11AS BEEN BORN
AJAIB

Up to here T can tell you. The curtain
lhas fallen and the rest is only for me.
If it comes up again, I will write. He
will say.

July 1976

My children, your father has bcen
looked upon with eyes of great mercy.
Merits I have none. I am only trying to
follow the Path the Beloved Master has
shown me. If I succeed, it is through
His Grace. Exert yoursclves as much as
possible,please, on God’s way back; as
Master Kirpal would say, I am also
making efforts to “craw!l” in meditation
and bhajan.

Blessings in His Holy Name,
your father
sicNep: C. MOLINA
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THE ESSENCE IS
MEDITATION

Sant Ajaib Singh Ji answers questions
on the morning of April 3, 1076

vestioN: May I ask you some ques-
Q tions, Sant Ji?

saNT J1: Whatever you like.

QUESTION: I have general questions
and personal questions. T'll just start
with personal. When 1 sit for meditation
Master is very loving to me and he gives
me something, but I'm not worthy of
it. I have difficulty with being chaste,
with brahmcharya. I have trouble being
pure. For a short period, a few days, 1
am okay. I remember the Master. And
I have no desire for sex, for kam—lust.
But then after a few days my mind de-
mands and I am weak. I need help. My
wife is very Deautiful and she has no
trouble with this problem. So it is really
my problem. I want to become pure.
But it seems . . . I don’t try hard
enough. I lack the strength. I lack the
love for the Master. So I am praying
for that.

sant Ju: Well, when you are feeling
kam [lust or sexual desire] you start
meditation. You have mind on one side
and Satguru on the other side. If you
are diverted toward mind and your own
feelings then you are going to be a slave
of mind. And if you divert your atten-
tion toward Master then you can get
Master.

Sant Ajaib Singl’s words are trans-
lated from the Punjabi on the spot
by “Papu” (Raj Kumar Bagga), Sant
Ji’s translator and secretary, and tran-

scribed from a tape recording.
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Meditation is just like lighting up a
light within. And if you go to the light
that will go on increasing. And in the
place that is full of light, no thief is
going to come. The thief of kam will not
come to you if you are meditating prop-
erly and meditating for a long time. If
you are going to meditate continuously
for a long period then you will be get-
ting more love from Master. And if you
have left meditating after ten or fifteen
days that will not bring so much love.

Unless you give time for meditation,
two and a half hours or three hours,
you don't get to cat anything. As it is
necessary for our body to have diet it
is also necessary for our soul—the diet
of meditation. So first you give food to
your soul, then afterward to your body.

The knot that is tying up all those
things, kam, or lust, krodh, or anger,
etc., that knot lies behind our two eyes,
where the soul resides. And when the
soul gets free from this body and we
rise above Trikuti, then this kam, krodh,
are not going to destroy anything. They
are not going to come attack our soul.
That stage has nothing to do with these
things. All these things are tied at that
place behind the eyes. If you go rid-
ing up and up by doing meditation
daily you are not going to feel anything
about kam, or krodh, or the other pas-
sions. And it is necessary for a satsangi
to do meditation and to be free from
these diseases: this is one type of dis-
ease, having kam, and krodh.
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Because of kam or lust the soul comes
down again in the body. And because
of anger the soul spreads all around.
Where there is kam there is no Naam.
Where there is day there is no night and
when there is night there is no day.

So one who is desirous of kam, krodh,
or one who is greedy, he can never do
meditation, Meditation is done only by
the brave people. In meditation we have
to give up all our mind and our heart
to Master. We have to wander in search
of Master, And if you have given up
your heart or your mind to Master then
why do you think about kam or krodh?
Or why do you give your mind to kam
or krodh?

If you want to be a true disciple of
Master you will be away from this kam,
And the way of being away from kam
is meditation. If you meditate you will
be heading away from kam. And if you
are going to meditate for two and a half
or three hours in the morning and the
same time in the evening also, three
hours; if you are going to give that
much time for meditation you will be
happy. And you will not be having any
desire of kam.

If you are doing meditation properly
you will not be getting anything in
dreams also. When you are not stable in
this world, then what are you going to
do on the inner planes, where there are
temptresses and spirits who are very
much more beautiful than anything in
this world.

So there is one shabda of Kabir that
says, if you are going to do kam with
your own wife, or with any other’s wife,
or any other woman, you are definitely
going to suffer. It is the same thing: if
the fire is burning then if you put your
hand inside, definitely you are going to
burn your hand. All fire is one. So if you
put your hand in fire you are definitely
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going to burn. This was said by Kabir.

Woman is a life companion but not
for kam. We can get children by having
it once. Afterwards you are to clean
your mind and go towards the path of
Truth. And neither the woman should
look at you in that way nor you should
have any desire after having the child.

Take the example of a dog. He is de-
sirous of kam only at certain times, and
the other times he doesnt go to any
bitch. But man is always desirous
throughout the year. It is a very danger-
ous disease. And to prevent this disease,
whenever you have desire of kam you
sit for meditation. If you meditate you
will never have such problems.

QUESTION: I have difficulty taking
more than three hours a day for medi-
tation because of all the things I'm in-
volved in. Should 1 leave off some of the
things I'm involved in?

sanT J1: If you're going to take time
for all these worldly things then you
should also have time for meditation.
You can carry out the things in which
youre involved and side-by-side you
can also do meditation. There’s no need
to leave off these things.

QUESTION: I also have trouble with
lust, and with my mind. Sometimes 1
don’t seem to have any control over my
thoughts, or very very little. And I'd like
help with that.

sant J1: Well, the helper is residing
inside you. And if you are going to give
attention to Him He is going to help
you. Whenever a Sant initiates us, the
Sant always resides above all the nine
openings of our body. If you take your
soul above these nine openings, then
you will meet the Satguru. When you
get above the nine openings it's the
duty of Master to take care of you, just
like a good mother cares for her child,
that he should not put his hand in the
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fire or go out. She looks after him.

Once somebody came to Master Sa-
wan Singh and bowed down at his feet,
and the Master told him to go away.
The other devotees said, “Master, give
mercy.” But the Master said, “At three
o'clock in the morning I go to each and
every door with a basket full of mercy
but everybody’s sleeping then and there
is nobody to receive mercy from me.”
That is the time of giving mercy, early
in the morning,

There is one verse of Kabir: “A Sat-
guru is always meant for giving and not
for taking. He always gives all things to
others, to His devotees.” Master used to
say that the Saints are always coming
for giving to people, not to take. And
there are very few people to receive
from them.

We see the physical body yearning
in this world. But that is going to be
destroyed one day. And if we go and
see in Sach Khand, we see the form of
Word, the form of Naam. Because we
are the slave of our mind and of our
body we think that Sants and Masters
are also the slaves of their bodies when
we see them in the same form. But they
are entirely different from us. They go
to Sach XKhand and come back while
living in the body. So neither the body
of a Sant nor the body of a devotee is
going to remain for a very long period.

The form of Satguru is Shabda or
Naam and the form of the devotee is
soul. So our soul is the servant and our
Guru is the Shabda. The soul and the
Naam are not going to be destroyed
anytime. They are immortal. The Kal
power has attached mind to the soul;
and the reign of mind is given to all
these indriyas, all the organs and fac-
ulties of our body. Whatever the mind
wants us to do, we do. And it doesn’t
allow us to take the name of Satguru
or to do meditation.
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Whenever Satguru comes to this
world, He always teaches how to fight
against this Kal power. The biggest
enemy in this world of all mankind is
our mind. There is nobody else who is
the enemy of man. So we are not to bow
down to our enemy. We are to fight
against him. You be brave and fight
with mind. So the weapon to fight
against the mind is the Naam. Satguru
is always ready to help you. Remember
Satguru, every difficulty will be re-
moved. So you are to give more time
for meditation. Any other questions?

QUEsTION: I have some questions
about meditation. Master said that we
should meditate two and a half hours a
day. But I'm not initiated. So when I
try to meditate for a long time I get
very bad headaches and have to stop.
So one question is how should 1 medi-
tate? What should I use for Simran and
hotw long should 1 sit at a time? Also,
sometimes the sound comes into my
right ear or it just seems to pour down
from the top of my head. Should I try
closing my ears and listening to that
sound even though I'm not initiated?

saNT JI: You will be initiated before
long—I promised to Russell and all oth-
er satsangis, so at that time all your
difficulties will be removed. Because
you don’t have that power inside you
right now, the power which is to guide
you is not residing in you just now, that
is why you are having some difficulties.
Don’t leave this sitting for meditation,
just remember the form of the Satguru.
And if you are going to sit daily you
can control your mind or you can divert
your direction of mind towards Satguru.
And if you sit daily you will be helped
within yourself.

questioN: [ will be helped within?
SANT JI: It is just like working. If you
are working for a man or if you are
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working 'in a company, the company
owner is going to give you some wages.
And it’s just like if you're going to work
for Master, that is youre going to sit
for meditation, Master will also pay you
for your sitting in meditation. If you are
getting desserts, if you are getting fruits
of doing sins, then you will also be
benefited by the fruit of doing bhajan.
Don’t think you are simply sitting and
the Master is not listening to you. Each
and every one of your feelings is lis-
tened to by Master and He does reply
to your questions. But as you're not
guided by that Power you are unable
to hear that. He is replying to each and
every thing. Any other questions?

COMMENT: ['m so happy to be sitting
here and looking into your eyes.
[laughter and some conversation cnsue.]

varu: Well, they are saying that be-
fore you get to Sant Ji you have many
questions arising in your mind but when
you see Sant Ji you forget all these
questions.

saNT J1: Jim Russell also told me that,
“When I'm not with you I have many
questions to ask you and I make up my
mind that I should ask each and every
one of the questions which I have. But
as soou as I see you I forget all these
questions.”

puestiox: Oh, I have another ques-
tion. [much general laughter] I just
looked in my book where I wrote some.
Should people who are not initiated try
and keep the diary daily the same way
that initiates do?

SANT JI: It's necessary. It's good for
each and everybody. To raise the spirit
is the goal of education. Everybody
knows how to read and write. But in
the old days there was a Moslem Sant.
He used to throw one stone in a ditch
whenever he did any wrong thing, And
once he got a lot of stones. And he tried
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to reduce them. Diary makes the man
perfect; it makes the man’s life. Because
we are not remembering the Saints,
that’s why we are going on doing sin.
And diary is the thing which can tell us
the part we are doing wrong. If we are
noting down all the sins which we are
doing by mistake, knowingly or un-
knowingly, then we are going to re-
duce or at least we are going to prevent
ourselves from doing those mistakes.
And when we are going to write down
with our pen what mistakes we did we
will be ashamed to think that, “I am so
much downward that I am doing this
type of mistake.” So that’s why you
keep writing diary.

QuEsTiON: I have a question. Master
Kirpal Singh said that it was important
to try to have a ruling passion in one’s
life. And I'm wondering if you could
say more about how to develop a ruling
passion for God . . . a controlling de-
sire for God?

sANT J1; The essence of it is medita-
tion. You develop after meditation. The
answer to all questions is meditation.
The more time you give to meditation
the more happiness you find.

Master Sawan Singh used to say to
his servant, “You prepare my food and
put it on the shelf and whenever I
would like to I would have that food.
No need to ask me for eating.” And
whenever he came from his office he
started on meditation. After four or
five hours his mind asked him to eat
some food, and he started eating. This
is how he controlled His mind—first He
gave diet to His soul and then to His
body.

We are like dead bodies before our
mind. Whatever mind wants us to do
we do. And the work of the Satguru is
to give life to us so that we can fight
against mind. Because life comes from
life. If we are going to remember the
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true holy man we can at least get some
of his qualities. We can get radiation
from him.

Well, there are a few who are slaves
of Master or are like a dead body be-
fore Master; they are doing what Mas-
ter wants them to do. But there are
many who are dead bodies before the
mind and they do according to the
mind’s will,

So there is one verse of Kabir that
says there are many people who are
working according to their mind’s will.
And there are very few who are work-
ing according to the desire and will of
Master. So we eat, we drink—whatever
we do in our daily life we are all do-
ing according to our mind’s will.

Meditation is the medicine to control
mind, or to destroy your mind’s feeling.
We have got this man’s body, and we
have to use it in diverting our attention
towards Satguru. It is the form in which
we can get Satguru, and not in any other
form. There is a verse of Guru Nanak
that you have wasted your day in play-
ing, you have wasted your night in
sleeping, and this life is as precious as a
diamond. You have to use it in medita-
tion and searching for God.

There is one verse of Kabir Sahib that
the birth as man is very precious to us,
in the same way that if fruit falls down
from the tree, it is not going to get
again to the tree—it is very precious. If
you are not using this body for medita-
tion you don’t know where you are go-
ing to go in another life. It may be
possible that we will not be diverted to-
wards Satguru in that form, So these
devis and deuvtas (gods)— they are also
waiting for this manbody so that they
can meditate and get Satguru. So the
only benefit, the only special thing
about having man’s body, is the search
for God and getting Satguru. You can
get everything else in any other form.
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If we are beasts, wild animals, we can
still eat and sleep, and we can do all
these things—kam, krodh, lobh, moh
[lust, anger, greed, attachment]—but we
don’t have such a mind—such a feeling
—as will enable us to get Satguru with-
in us. That we have only in the man
body.

Kabir described the form of cattle:
they have four legs, they are dumb—
they don’t know how to speak, how to
remember—they don’t have such type
of mind. So how can they get God?
How can they get Satguru within? The
owner of a cow will always give a
strict blow in order to make the cow
stand up, or sit down, or in order to
carry the burden, In that situation, how
is the cow going to remember God?
The owner puts a ring in the hole in
the nose; and the cow has to carry a
plow with its shoulders. They have to
do a lot of hard work, and in that situ-
ation they are unable to remember
Master. It gets cattle feed for eating,
and not good proper food. After work-
ing for the whole of the day on the
farm, he is tied up in the owner’s house
—then also he doesn’t have any free
moment. So he is always bound just
like a slave. He doesn’t have any spe-
cial mind to think about Master or any-
thing else except his work. The form of
that cow is got because in the former
life he did not work according to the
will of Satguru, so he is now getting
such troubles,

Kabir used to say to one old man
who was sitting there, “Old man, you
go and meditate.” That old man always
had some work at home to do first:
“Well, I should give water or feed for
the cattle” He always put his cattle
before meditation. So in the unext life,
when he died, he came in the form of a
calf in the same home. Kabir was a
very knowing man and he saw that that
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was the same old man in the form of a
calf. He told that calf, “Well, now you
have become a calf. As soon as you will
be grown up you will be sold away to
another man to pull a cart so that he
may ride. And you will have to carry
heavy burdens. And afterward those
people will sell you to those who take
oil from seeds, so you will have to go
round and round on a treadmill. And
afterwards, when you will be useless,
they will sell you to the butcher. The
butcher will cut you up and will sell
your skin to the drum makers, and they
will beat you every morning, playing
the drum.” So Kabir told him that,
“Well, you have earned so much bad
karma that after you have died, all of
your flesh is eaten up. Then also you
are getting a beating daily.”

So we have to use our manbody for
meditation because we can get each
and every thing in any other body, but
not this gift of meditation. We can get
children in each and every form. When
we are going to die then nobody will
come to our rescue—neither our wife
nor our sons nor our brothers—nobody
else. Moreover all our wealth will re-
main here—nobody is going to keep us
from dying. The One who helps in cri-
sis is the true friend; Satguru is the true
friend. That's why Guru Nanak said
that you don’t make friends of this
type of people—you make only one
friend, and that is Satguru. And that
true friend will never leave you even
after you die. All these worldly friends
are going to leave you when you die.
The relation with Master is forever. It
is not going to end when you die, but
will continue in the other world also.
Whoever is an initiate of the Master
will go to Sach Khand. Masters come
into this world with responsibility to
carry people to Sach Khand. They don’t
come to build any new religion. They
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only come to unite the soul with the
Oversoul.

The false gurus teach us to attach
ourselves to all these temples. They
teach us that you go to temples, gurd-
waras, and churches, etc. So Satguru
sends his man (the Guru) to prevent
us from attaching ourselves there, be-
cause if we go to the temple and do
this sort of thing, we are not giving any
time to our soul. That we are doing be-
cause our body needs it. So the Sat-
guru sends someone in the form of Mas-
ter for us—to take us to Sach Khand.
So that’s why the Master always used
to say, “Oh man, you have seen all your
surroundings—all temples and churches
which are surrounding you—but you
have never seen within. So now you
look in yourself and you try to know
what you are. Man know thyself.”

The Master used to say that you have
read all these books and experienced all
about your surroundings. Now it is time
that you should have knowledge from
inside.

Well, we have kept clean all the tem-
ples which we have made for Satguru,
We make temples that Satguru may
come and reside in this temple, and we
put the incense there and keep them
very clean. But Satguru is residing with-
in our own self, and in our body we go
on drinking and eating meat and wine,
and all these things. So how is it possi-
ble that Satguru, who is living in Sach
Khand—so clean and pure—could come
into our body if we are eating all this
stuff?

We used to clean the temples and all
these things which we have made for
the Master to reside in, but the place
that Master has made for Himself in
our body, we don’t clean that place.
And He always used to say that there is
no Satguru in the temple. Satguru re-
sides within us and we have to clean
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our body by not having such food and
drink. We are like the patient who goes
to the doctor and has some medicine
from there, and when he comes home
he puts away the medicine and doesn’t
take it. Then he abuses that doctor:
“Oh, he is not a good doctor, I am not
cured,” So in the same way we have the
knowledge of Naam and we don’t medi-
tate. We abuse all these holy men—we
are not benefited. Unless we use that
Naam, how can we get benefit of that?

When we are on a treatment and we

take medicine, then we are not to take
heavy food. Similarly, if we meditate
sometime and also keep on eating and
drinking all this stuff, we are not going
to clear ourselves. So we have taken
medicine of the knowledge of Naam
of the Master. We have to use that in
order to make ourselves clear and very
good, That will help us to fight against
mind and prevent us from succumbing
to kam, krodh, and all the other pas-
sions.



At the Feet of My Guru

SUSAN C. WINN

tt s THE enclosure will indicate, Our

A Beloved Master has passed and
we are unable to initiate you at this
time . . .” So read the letter dated Sep-
tember 1974 which ran my heart over
the edge of despair. For the previous
three years each avenue leading to the
Holy Feet of Baba Kirpal Singh Ji had
closed in abrupt silence to me. In Sep-
tember, 1971, 1 had taken Kirpal Singh
as God personified. Later, however, 1
began to wonder if this lifetime would
be used in searching for a Master and
the next in finding Him. One incident
in particular, occuring late in 1973, con-
tributed to this line of thinking. It
proved to be one of the final obstacles
of this strange pilgrimage. I had recent-
ly moved to a new area and had phoned
the local group leader’s home to find out
the time and location of satsang. I still
don’t know whether it was the actual
group leader I spoke with or not. But
whoever it was informed me pointedly
that I couldn’t attend since I was not
yet initiated; I was effectively barred
and felt utterly lost.

Master has His ways of breaking us
down into single-mindedness while
scrubbing off the crust of unconscious-
ness with great love. This was one way
He used to determine my durability.
Intuitively I saw that Beloved Kirpal
would not be the human pole from
which I might receive guidance on the
physical level. So with some grief and
a single square inch of buoyancy in my
heart, I determined to learn the theory
of Sant Mat and live the path as best

The author, who lives in Seattle, was
one of Sant Ajaib SingW’s first two
Western initiates.
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as one could seemingly deprived of the
Living Master.

Months passed and I sensed some-
thing terribly wrong, having thoughts
that Master had left the body or was
going to soon. I gathered all available
courage to write another group leader
in a nearby state. He responded lovingly
with the letter quoted in part above.
For most of us there was nothing to live
for following Master’s physical depar-
ture. My own existence seemed cast into
oblivion, though all the while T knew
Master’s unseen and protective hand to
be over my head. Thoughts of coming
to Him through His true gurumukh son
revivified my life. In April 1975 I
learned of Sant Ajaib Singh as a poten-
tial successor. From then onwards I as-
pired to meet, recognize, love, and re-
ceive the much-needed inner and outer
guidance by the Sat Purusha working in
Sant Ji. “Ajaib” means wonderful. Only
wondrousness could proceed from mer-
cifulness, I imagined.

One morning in October of 1975, 1
availed myself of an opportunity to hear
an initiate of Baba Kirpal recount his
experiences with one who has assumed
the role of mastership in India. I lis-
tened very attentively. Though obvious-
ly I was predisposed toward Sant Ajaib
Singh, I still wished to be open to all.
The brother was only a minute or two
into his talk when my whole being
gushed forth in waves of soundless,
tears, and I comprehended that there
definitely would not be a connection
between the one whom he described
and me. For several hours the intense
crying continued without let-up. So
strong was the soul-felt response to the
entire discussion, that I was the last
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person to leave the building. Because
of the tearing, I could not safely see my
way out as there were many stairs to
descend. I bore no malice or even con-
descension in my heart, just simple
awareness narrowing with great cer-
tainty to the Sant of Rajasthan, Ajaib
Singh. Two days later inner confirma-
tion came at the hour of elixir: “Ajaib
Singh is your Master. Follow Him.”

By the grace of God the early morn-
ing hours of January first bestowed an-
other experience, perhaps the most con-
clusive of all, of Sat Purusha Kirpal’s
unceasing guidance affirming that I was,
at last, on the way to Him in this life-
time. And again more proof in March
1976. This time it was a type of outer
confirmation. Mentally I had questioned
how one destined for initiation by a
Perfect Saint would know beforehand
if he or she had the Holy Writ upon the
forehead. A foolish and small question,
perhaps. Nevertheless, the answer was
swift with the special force of love. I
felt enormously focused energy in my
forehead moving with a steady rhythm
from the center outwards. Tuming
spontaneously to face an adjacent wall
mirror, there, to my total amazement
was a fully resplendent lotus. In glori-
ous relief it rendered the mind voice-
less, captivating the heart. It unfolded
across the entire forehead. His Grace!
His Grace! So overjoyed was I that the
only thing to do was to take a long
walk,

The day before, I had seen the first
slides and short film ever taken of Ajaib
Singh. And I knew that here, insofar as
could be indicated with photographic
reproductions, was the Living Radiance
of Merciful Kirpal. I had to go to India.

But before I made the journey, Mas-
ter taught me how dependent I am up-
on Him for everything. And that no
matter what the outer circumstances,
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never to rely entirely on the eyes and
ears of others. Also, to the greatest de-
gree possible, to cultivate a loving aloof-
ness from the influence of others, at-
tuning myself solely to His divine in-
fluence. In short, receptiveness, attend-
ance to earthly duties, one-pointedness.
Although I'm far from gurumukhta, the
following incident served as an encour-
agement on the path of sweet and se-
rene resignation to His Will.

Nearly three months ago, a friend
phoned to relate that Sant Ji wasn’t
seeing any more westerners for another
year or so. At least this is what the Mas-
ter Power would have me hear. As it
was, I knew initiation hadn’t been given
to those who had gone to Rajasthan.
For me the agony of not being initiated
had become chronic. But not to see
Master for twelve months, perhaps
longer . . . I literally was unable to
move after finishing the conversation.
The next morning I arose, bathed and
dressed with very much effort. Such
separation from Master I had never
known in this life. If He has ever
granted the state of true hireh to me
for even a fraction of a second, this was
it. I returned to bed realizing that Mas-
ter and Master alone would make mc
get up again. In one sense, it was death.
I did not move until the phone rang
hours later. Then I learned of Russell’s
intention of leaving for India in May
to be with Sant Ajaib Singh. It was
suggested that I “consider” (!) going,
too. Master’s presence was felt once
more, restoring energy to me complete-
ly. T phoned Russell who said the
chances of being initiated by Sant Ji
were quite good. Approximately two
weeks later, the morning of May 18
(India time) Alexandra Weiss and I
received the gift of Naam directly from
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji in His own hallowed
environment.
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To some of those who are fortunate
to travel to India, arrival there repre-
sents a second homecoming, On May
13 and 14, as the journey unfolded,
through Delhi’s cloak of ancient smells,
to Ganga Nagar on its tireless trains,
by jeep through the incandescent Great
Indian Desert to Padampur, we arrived
covered with the dust of Saints to the
source of the joy that is Bharat’s. T got
out of the jeep and stood awed by the
radiation of love saturating all the at-
mosphere. I felt the ashram site as be-
ing the densified physical counterpart
of our Grand Destination. We were
warmly ushered into our living area by
sevadars for tea. My eyes were truly
aching to behold Kirpal in Ajaib Singh.
Yet partially bound was I in objectivity,
and in that objectivity I wished to ob-
serve the little-little things about Sant
Ji. My heart was pleading for the grace
to discern those things which indicate
the unique continuity linking Successor
to Preceptor. With vision occluded by
the sins of ages, I wished to see the per-
fection of a Saint.

Soon Sant Ji joined us. We stood to
greet Him, and as it turned out, my
caravan of considerations and I were
first in line as He walked in. Sant Ji’s
carriage was at once humble, vital and
very jolly. Here I must digress to ex-
plain an occurance of several weeks be-
fore. While repainting my kitchen, I
slipped forward from the table on
which I was standing, cracking my head
against a cupboard and sustained a mild
concussion. No pain was felt from this,
whatsoever. The blow, however, did
cause a large amount of heat to escape
from the top of my head. This extreme
heat loss continued for many howrs and
once again [ felt the gracious Master
Power behind the incident.

Well, upon sceing Sant Ajaib Singh
for the first time, He lovingly, but with
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firmness, placed His hand exactly on
the previously injured spot. A subtle
look of knowingness shone through His
eyes and face. It was compassion in a
new garment, He gave me the gift of
recognition and I wept for it. From
then on with one later exception, my at-
tention was embedded in His eyes.
Here was Master! Timelessness per-
sonified.

The next two days we spent with
Sant Ji going to local villages by jeep.
His quiet continuity, coupled with pos-
itive little-little things, reassured me of
His true identity. With His grace the
jeep rides, in all of which T sat almost
directly behind Him, reinforced these
joyous observations. I floated on His
constant emanations of Divinity. He is
not the body, but such a magnificent
form He uses. I now believe that a God-
man’s physical body is composed of the
finest particles available in the denser
realms.

Sant Ajaib Singh was always lovingly
on top of each situation. Nothing es-
caped His benign concern. In traveling
between villages, roads and pathways
would cease to be, and He would at
times direct the driver. It seemed in
reality that He was directing the course
of our spiritual development. His Kir-
pal-shaped hands moved to conduct
symphonies from the Beyond. To our
confined perceptions, Sant Ji was only
in one body, riding in one jeep going
to one village to give one satsang. How
I prayed for true Oneness in Him. You
have contracted Yourself so much for
our sakes, oh Master, let us expand un-
to You. So I sat behind Him in great
joy—inches from the Beloved Lord—
knowing the utter stillness of devotion
would reveal no separation from Him at
all in any of us. Our destiny is to love
God as completely as Sant Ajaib Singh
does,
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Sant Ji used two situations in partic-
ular during the jeep tour to gently
shorten the rope which ties me to Him.
I believe it was village 64PS where we
were seated around Sant Ji. Along with
perhaps 25 villagers, some sitting, some
standing, having chai (tea), fried sweets,
savories, and the ever-present Glucosc
D biscuits. I was seated to right of
Master by His quick gesture to do so.
Tea was given to us but not to Sant Ji.
Mentally I asked, “We have our tea;
where is Your tea, Master? Why hasn’t
Your tea come?” and on like that for
what seemed a ninety second infinity.
Ajaib Singh sat quietly. Not knowing
that His tea was coming, in my con-
cem I was about to commit a grave
error in protocol by pouring some of
our tea for Him. Precisely at that very
second, in walks a villager with Mas-
ter's Chai in a special container and
cup. Sant Ji poured His tea and com-
menced passing rapidly five or six plat-
ters of food to me. With each platter,
He smiled, looking into my eyes with
Godlike playfulness. And in taking each
plate, I endeavored not to touch His
hand out of respect for His person. On
passing the final plate, He purposely
touched my hand. My heart pounded
with thankfulness, and it was then that
He gave me an utterly unforgettable
darshan. Master’s eyes, especially His
right eye, were barely seven inches
from these completely unworthy eyes
as He gazed into me with the force of
eternity. T have never been the same.
The real relationship of the initiate’s
soul when tied to the Lotus Feet of its
Master is inexpressible. One may relate
the experience but not the thing experi-
enced.

Near the conclusion of the jeep tour
on May 16, Sant Ji again evidenced His
wonderful sense of humor to me. Tt was
extremely hot as I filmed Master getting
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out of the jeep in which He'd been rid-
ing. The angle of vision wasn’t good,
and He motioned me over to the same
side of the vehicle as He was standing.
So I took some more footage, silently
chanting, “Beloved Master, Beloved
Master.” Still after brief seconds He
motioned for me to come even clos-
er to Him. Sant Ji gestured like this
again and again, beaming the most
enchanting smile I'd ever seen. Final-
ly T was standing just a few feet from
Him under a large tree. He was speak-
ing to me in Punjabi and no one was
around to translate. He motioned to
me once more and I became desper-
ate with wanting to obey His every
wish. “Master! Please, what is it you
want of me?” I cried mentally. Then
Papu (Master’s translator) walked up
to the jeep. Quickly I requested him to
tell me what Sant Ji was saying. “Get
out of the sun,” was his straightforward
response. “Oh!” I said, extremely sur-
prised. “Oh!” Sant Ji rejoined, laughing
s0 heartily, throwing His head back and
raising the eyebrows of His beautiful
face in mirthful unison.

Days later, at the conclusion of an
evening discourse at village 77RB, Sant
Ji subtly revealed a fraction of the fact
that He is my soul’s sustaining power.
We were seated on large, square, pat-
terned cushions in a semi-circle around
Master’s feet, with our dear brothers
and sisters from the villages behind us,
as He rose, bidding us all good evening
to return to His room. As unbclievable
as it still is to me, I had ceased behold-
ing the eyes of His majestically glowing
face. Instead I was mindlessly gazing
away in the complete opposite direc-
tion! Waves of pure Attention then cas-
caded over me, returning my own atten-
tion to Him with redoubled intensity.
There was Master just three feet away
chuckling softly, gesturing to me with
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upraised hands, palms together. I'm
learning lessons yet from the message
emitted from those eyes.

Experienres with Master Ajaib Singh
Ji are not only for retelling or filming,
or savoring as personally our own, but
are actual rest-stops on the Path Divine
offering bread and crystalline water to
famished spirits. We are too unaware
of our tremendous fortune to have again
a divinely commissioned One leading us
beyond these apocalypse threatened
times.

Each morning at nine o'clock, we
would assemble in Sant Ji’s room for
darshan and questions. So gracious was
He with His time (literally His) that
these historic sessions lasted two and
a half to four hours. Ajaib Singh Ji be-
gan always with inquiries concerning
our health, how we had slept, or if any-
thing more was needed for our comfort,
and frequently commented about the
immoderate Rajasthani heat, which was
very tamsic generally. Truly, to have
had so much outer communion with
Sant Ji in the very room He uses to in-
wardly commune with Kirpal, is to give
thanks to God always.

For the soul, Sant Ji prescribes medi-
tation, up to six hours daily for His initi-
ates, and the self-introspection diary.
For the heart, His injunction is love,
love for everybody with no distinctions.
For the intellect, develop, but digest
what you've got, then unrelentingly ap-
ply that understanding from moment to
moment. For the social body, and this
is to be taken in the spirit in which it
was given: don’t meddle in the affairs
of others. And along these same lines
during a private darshan, He said to
me, “Don’t do anything unless it is of
benefit to others.” For the physical body
He advises chastity and cleanliness. For
living life, simplicity.

From these daily darshans I found
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my inner self speaking: “Make no mis-
take, my soul: God’s love is impersonal.
Be worthy of it.”

Though cohesion of outer life and
speed of inner attainment varies greatly
with each one, with some remaining
steadfast, progressing regularly, and
others riding for a time on previous
achievements only to go slowly in later
months, while others yet may have His
inner darshan or get special care from
the physical Master at their own level,
only to fall away from the Path shortly
thercafter — I experienced that through-
out the strata of inner growth an infal-
lible spiritual equation works perpetu-
ally above us as an assist in liberating
ourselves from every phenomenon. That
is: we are to divest ourselves of person-
alness and stifling concepts, and Master
will nearly overfill us with “personal”
attention. Though blessed and salvaged
with Naam, one may take more life-
time than necessary, remaining caught
in spheres of personality; or, in recog-
nizing the nowness of spirituality,
merge with Him, ascending ultimately
to freedom in the midst of one’s earthly
circumstances. He is waiting and we
are wanting in true desire to meet Him
on His own ground,

During these hours I underwent a
great deal of growth and several things
happened that I don’t feel entirely free
to disclose. Suffice to say that Kirpal
Singh Ji did not lead me astray. Kirpal
Singh led me to Kirpal Singh, so to
speak. Also, Ajaib Singh Ji has, to my
perception, the physical markings of a
Satguru, including above all else, the
three vertical veins on His forehead.®

*“They make visible or invisible three ver-
tical veins on their foreheads at will. (This
remarkable sign by which a Sant can be rec-
ognized is mentioned by the ancients [cf.
Yog Vushist] and is not discernible by many
until they learn of it and desire confirmation
by this means.)” Kirpal Singh, “Sant; The
Master,” The Way of the Saints, p. 142,
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As to conveying the changes wrought
in me, by His grace, I sought to coin a
fresh descriptive word. It was “subtl-
ized.” That said it all, quietly.

Contemplating beforehand leaving
Sant Ji's presence, and actually depart-
ing physically, were two divergent ac-
tivities. When you've been spun into the
skein of timelessness, you don’t realize
when youre about to be sold in the
marketplace of forgetfulness. I prayed
to never be bought there, never to for-
get my Lord, even for the highest price
forgetfulness would pay.

About mid-day on May 23, I found
myself photographing Sant Ji on a des-
ert trail forged mainly by stalwart
farmers and camel carts. All save Papu

and 1 had boarded the waiting jeeps.
Drawn by Sant Ajaib’s radiance, I stood
beside Him while He continued looking
penetratingly at me until it became ap-
parent that it was incumbent upon me
to break my eyes from His if I wished
to leave. With more strength than I
thought I possessed, I tore myself
away, walking 25 feet back to the sec-
ond jeep and got in. How terrible a
feeling having your back to the God-
man even for brief seconds. I watched
Sant Ji up ahead with my western com-
panions seated in the first jeep. I saw
He was not the body but the Shabd
Dhun. And then I could leave His pres-
ence in tranquility.

III. The Circular Letters

THE WAY OF THE SAINTS

a new book containing
the collected short writings of

Kirpal Singh

including
I. The Life and Teachings of Baba Sawan Singh Ji
II. Discourses and Essays

Paperback, 402 pages
Nineteen photographs, nine in full color.
Available at $5.00 a copy, plus 35c postage, from:

PUBLICATIONS MANAGER
SANT BANI ASHRAM
FRANKLIN, N. H. 03235, US.A.




THE SONSHIP CONTINUES
Selections from the writings of Baba Kirpal Singh Ji

During Hazur’s [Baba Sawan Singh’s] lifetime and in strict conform-
ity with his wishes, in November 1947, a proposal for “Spiritual
Satsang” was laid before him, the main objects of which were solely
the ethical and spiritual benefit of mankind in general, irrespective
of caste, color or creed—which was heartily appreciated by Hazur
saying: "I am wholly and solely at one with you in this endeavor,”
and directed me to give practical shape to the scheme. It is therefore
due to his blessings alone that Ruhani Satsang today is working suc-
cessfully in and outside Delhi. . . . Old followers [Foor~oTE: Those
initiated by Hazur] as well as the new ones are deriving benefit from
this science and everyday inner experiences of both of them plainly
show that Hazur Maharaj Sahib is helping them with his hidden
hand far more forcefully than ever.
e o4 ]

The remedy for our lacerated hearts lies only with that compassion-
ate and sympathetic Messiah. . . . That Master of Eternal Domain
[Hazur] is keeping his doors open all the time and is calling aloud:

“Bring into actual experience the great principle of ‘withdrawal
before death.” I am impatiently waiting for you to come up to me.
I am nearer to you than the nearest. For those of you initiated by
me it is a sacrilege and a mark of disgrace on both love and devo-
tion if you look upon anybody else as a Guru or Master-guide. You
may, however, derive benefit from the company of some awakened
personality who pays a visit to me every day. He will not misguide
you, but on the contrary, will unite you with me, will instill my
love in you, and will strengthen the Divine link that binds and ties
you to me. Moreover, in the capacity of Guru-bhai [or spiritual
brother] he shall be helpful to serve you.”

A Brief Life Sketch of Baba Sawan Singh Ji Maharaj, 1949

Ages ago, Nature provided for us materially and spiritually. Today
the same unchangeable Law is operating and will continue to do
so in the future. There is food for the hungry and water for the
thirsty. Nature’s inexorable and eternal Law of demand and supply
always works.



BABA KIRPAL SINGH ]I

It is only through a living Master that we can contact the Al-

mighty God within us. . . .
o o o

Masters have come in all ages to offer this Natural Science to man.
Only those who are discontented with this world rush to them.
Others, to whom worldly attractions, pleasures and luxuries are dear,
tarn their backs. Those in whose hearts all noble sentiments are
dead not only put all possible obstacles in the way of the Saints,
but also subject them to various kinds of tortures, as a study of the
lives of Jesus, Guru Nanak, Kabir, and others will show. Masters
have come in the past, are existing today, and will continue to come
in the futurc for the spiritual bencfit of man. To suppose and accept
that Spirituality has become the sole prerogative of any religion
after the passing of the Master on whose teachings it is based, and



that sacred books are the only guide, shows the thoughtlessness of
man.
ko ¥ ko
Guru precedes God. Such a person was Master Hazur Baba Sawan
Singh Ji Maharaj, Who remained with His disciples for a great num-
ber of years and now, even after He has left the body, still watches
over His loved ones and also those who contacted Him once with
love and sincerity in their hearts. Love knows no law, and He is
still appearing in His Radiant Form, even on lower spiritual planes,
for their sake. . . . On the physical plane, He is still showering His
blessings through His medium at Ruhani Satsang, Sawan Ashram,
who now in turn guides men in all spiritual matters. One bulb is
fused and is replaced by another. The same Power works and the
same Light shines from a new bulb. . . .
Man! Know Thyself, 1954

As with the lighted candle, whose privilege lics not in its being an
individual candle but in its being the seat of the unindividual flame
that is neither of this candle nor of that but of the very essence of all
fire, so too with the true Master. He is a Master not by virtue of his
being an individual master like anyone else, but he is a Master car-
rying in him the Universal Light of God. Again, just as only a candle
that is still burning can light other candles—not one that is already
burnt out—so only a living Master can give the quickening touch
that is needed, not one who has already departed from this world.
Those that are gone werce great indeed and worthy of all respect,
but they were pre-eminently for their own time, and the task they
accomplished for those around them must, for us, be performed by
one who lives and moves in our midst. Their memory is a sacred
treasure, a perennial source of inspiration, but the one thing their
remembrance teaches is to seek for ourselves in the world of the liv-
ing that which they themselves were, . . .

The Crown of Life, 1961
Jesus says that no man knows the Father except the Son, and the
one to whom the Son reveals Him. That Son is the Light of God
which exists forever. The Sonship continues. . . .

There were few such Personalities in the past, and even now there
are few; but the world is not without them, . . . The same God Power
and Christ Power has worked ever since the world began and con-

(Continued on page 54)



Rajasthan Journal

SUSAN D. MATHAISELL

OBNINGS were a time when we
Mcould be with Sant Ji. He always
seemed so delighted to see us and we
were of course eager for any moments
that could be spent at his feet. He
would always begin these morning dar-
shans with comments of loving concern
for our health and comfort. All our
needs were met with so completely
through the caring service of the villa-
gers that in spite of the May heat we
were always able to answer, “Teek heh.
Everything is fine, Sant Ji.”

During these mornings Sant Ji was
open to questions on both practical and
spiritual matters, and those who were
open to him received more from his an-
swers than words alone. Often answers
were an emphatic review of guidance
previously heard on tapes or direct
from Master Kirpal: You must sit daily,
feed the soul before you feed the body;
doing Simran during the day will help
with meditation; it is very important
not to move during meditation. For me
these reminders were of great impor-
tance because of their impact when
spoken by a living example of what
man can be if he lives within the strong
shelter of his Master’s sayings.

One morning Sant Ji spoke of the
meditation hall that will be constructed
this winter (God willing), and be re-
served solely for meditation. When he
was asked if financial help should be

The author, who lives and works at
Sant Bani Ashram, has been an initi-
ate of Master Kirpal Singh since
1970; she has written this article
from notes taken at darshans from
May 19-23, 1976.
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given, Sant Ji explained that no money
would be needed for the construction
because almost all of the materials
would be manufactured right there, and
the villagers would welcome the chance
to serve. The new hall, and the request
that Westerners come between the
cooler months of October and April, will
allow visitors to carry out his wish that
those who come put in more time for
meditation.

This self-sufficiency in building is a
natural extension of the way of life of
the simple ashram into which we had
stepped. We were served chapatis made
from wheat grown and threshed just
outside the ashram wall; subji was pre-
pared from vegetables growing in near-
by plots donated for ashram use; and
the white whipped butter served in the
mornings was from the goat who shared
space within those secure mud walls.
(This same goat also kindly ate the pa-
per wrappers from the tea cookies that
were lovingly brought especially for us
because it was thought that we West-
erners usually ate such things. She took
care of the trash which otherwise was
non-existent.) To those of us who some-
times envision a simpler, more self-
sufficient way of living, the ashram was
an example of the possibility of comfort
and security without our servants of
electricity and machines. Yet I wonder
in retrospect how much of our comfort
was directly from his grace and how
much came indirectly through his lov-
ing sevadars. Perhaps the simplicity
and service of the setting are clear chan-
nels for the ever present grace. 1 pause
when I remember Sant Ji quietly say-
ing, “I, too, am feeling the heat.”
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Several of those present lived and
worked at Sant Bani Ashram. Omne
morning Russell brought with him col-
ored post cards showing New Hamp-
shire in the fall of the year. Sant Ji was
as usual delightedly attentive. He men-
tioned that the colorful foliage remind-
ed him of Mussoori and Simla, where he
had visited. Russell was asked how
much time was spent in meditation by
those coming to Sant Bani. He answered
that the guests were asked to put in
six hours daily, just as Master had asked
those coming to Sawan Ashram. Sant
Ji noted that the workers, however,
could not put in so much time; later he
commented that the Ashram would de-
velop if we all put in more time in
meditation. The right type of atmos-
phere is developed by more medita-
tion.

One morning began with Sant Ji ask-
ing questions about the gardens at Sant
Bani. He asked what was grown and
how it was watered. We cxplained that
it was not necessary to have canals be-
cause rain came at fairly regular inter-
vals. He asked how the land was and
whether we grew dried fruit and nuts,

One question was asked about pre-
dictions of the great suffering that
would take place during the present
era. Sant Ji commented that govern-
ments were getting stronger and strong-
er and that people are not trusting each
other. He said that we were not to
worry. We must continue to trust each
other and keep the company of those
who are trusting. We have Sant Bani
Ashram to go to for meditation, and if
it is operated according to Master’s in-
structions, then even if the whole world
is destroyed it will be all right. “Those
who have good shoes don't have to
worry about the thorns on the path.”

At this time Sant Ji told of the city of
Melay Kotra, which was saved during
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the turmultuous times of Guru Gobind
Singh. Even one good deed can save a
large area.

Sant Ji differentiated between proph-
ecies and predictions based on common
sense with an example from the 1971
war with Pakistan. He had listened to
the news on a radio at this time and it
was his “idea” that India would win the
war. Later when India had in fact won,
people said, “Oh, he is a great saint,
he has prophesied correctly.” But Sant
Ji emphasized that this was only his
“idea,” based on common sense and the
information available to him.

There were many things said about
miracles and misuse of the power gained
through meditation. Miracles such as
eating glass and materializing objects
play into the hand of the Negative
Power. We who are following the Path
of the Masters must store up our power
to get to Sach Khand. If Satsangis knew
how much power they had they would
misuse it. To some who Master knows
will not use their power unwisely, He
does give. The next day Sant Ji was
asked about reports of a sevadar from
a nearby village who used the Master
Power to drive his tractor. Sant Ji said
sadly, “He did it again this month, that
man!” and added, “I am not pleased
with him.”

One morning after inquiring how our
meditations were, Sant Ji went into the
following details: We must sit still dur-
ing meditation. If there is pain in the
ankles and it feels as if ants are biting
the feet the soul is beginning to rise.
(Master Kirpal used to explain that
pain at this point arose when our atten-
tion would be put on the withdrawal
process after it had begun.) If we ig-
nore the pain and continue meditating
anyway, then progress can be made.
There must be no scratching or moving
of the hands. I was strongly reminded
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of Master Kirpal saying so often in His
meditation instructions: “Be still. Sit
relaxed but straight. Don’t change
please”

Sant Ji differentiated between Sadhs
and Sants, saying that those who had
reached the third plane were Sadhs, and
could tell others about the Path; but
only the Sants, who reach the fifth
plane, were competent to take others
up. In this context he said, “If you go to
a man who sells coal and ask for dia-
monds you will not get them.” Master
. Kirpal was a giver of the highest, but
due to the Kal power many others were
giving initiation without the necessary
competernce.

At one point Sant Ji got up from his
usual seat on the thin cloths that sep-
arated him from the concrete floor to
show us with his twinkling eyes the
prayer beads he had used before he had
met Bishan Das. He said that he had
practiced every aspect of Apra Vidya
including the rosary, and there was
nothing of value in any of it. He was
questioned, “Did you gain anything
from the austerity of the five fires?” and
replied with an emphatic, “No! Only
my eyes were hurt” He added that if
that austerity is practiced with a pure
heart and with no desire for money or
fame, then some power to read minds
is gained; but this power can also be
gotten through Simran,

I was perplexed by the apparently
great number of choices placed in the
disciple’s path and the scope of the
Master’s protection. How is it, T ques-
tioned, that there are those who at one
point are very close to the Master yet
later may be quite distant. Is this the
result of a choice, and will T get protec-
tion with such a decision? Sant Ji re-
plied that there were no choices, and
told the story of Jogar Singh who was
a sevadar of Guru Gobind Singh. In
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the middle of his wedding ceremony;
Jogar Singh received word that his
Guru wanted to see him. He immedi-
ately left to go, but on the way he was
seized with ego and thought, “What a
good disciple I am to leave my own
wedding because the Guru called me!”
This gave rise to lust, and the thought,
“Surely I can spend the night with a
woman” {he felt he was such a good
disciple he could handle anything). So
he began visiting the houses of prosti-
tution, but at one after another he was
confronted with a guard who said that
the women were all busy and he would
have to wait. Finally, tired of being
kept waiting everywhere, he began
again on the road to his Guru’s place.
There he learned that it was Guru Go-
bind Singh himself who had taken the
form of the guard for his disciple’s pro-
tection. Sant Ji concluded by saying
that the magnet can only attract that
iron which is within its magnetic field.
The disciple is within the magnetic field
of the Satguru’s protection when he is
obeying and putting in time for medita-
tion.

Sant Ji kindly and strictly empha-
sized the difficult aspects of service. As
with Jogar Singh, it is very hard to
serve without the ego entering in. It is
our business to meditate and do service.
We must not keep an empty mind
which can become the home of the
devil, but instead do Bhajan and Sim-
ran. Those in positions of greater re-
sponsibility received emphatic instruc-
tion on this subject. Russell was given
loving attention, extra prashad Coke,
and very specific instructions for future
work. He was told to put in more time
for meditation, do service, and operate
Sant Bani Ashram, but not to write
anything against anyone. True seekers
would come to him, there would be no
need to go to them. If Sant Bani is op-
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erated as it was when Master was liv-
ing, then His orders are being carried
out. Russell is always to understand
himself as the das or servant of the
Master. Regarding his own work, after
his Message to western disciples (see
page 1) was recorded, Sant Ji humbly
said, “If Satsangis take this message to
heart, I will think I have done some
seva (service).”

This tone of loving humility again
came through when Sant Ji was asked
what our relationship should be with
others who are not supportive of him.
He said that we should love all; some
may have misunderstandings, but only
love will help. There must be no quar-
reling. I was saddened to be reminded
that some people use the Satsangis’ ac-
tions as an excuse to criticize my Mas-
ter, saying that He must not have been
perfect if His disciples are now fighting
each other. I remembered Master giv-
ing the example of dogs who bring dis-
credit to their owners when they fight
or go mad; no matter what the dogs do,
it is the owner who is held accountable.

I feel like hurrying past this difficult
thought to the sweeter memories that
abound, On one of the last mornings at
77RB Sant Ji was so pleased with Eric,
the 14-year old in our group. The previ-
ous night Eric had led the villagers in
singing bhajans before Satsang. They
had sung:

Apana koi nahin hai ji ki apana
Sataguru pyaara ji

No one in this world belongs to
us except our Dearly Beloved Sat-
guru.

Sant Ji said it was very good to sing
bhajans in groups; that it creates the
right type of atmosphere and draws in-
spiration from within, thus helping our
receptivity. He said that this is not a
new thing, but is traditional in Sant
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Mat. Russell commented that Master
Kirpal had told him the same thing in
1969.

At another time Sant Ji spoke with
Eric about his future plans. Sant Ji
said that he appreciated education,
even though he was not an educated
man. “I always advise young people
coming to me to get as much education
as possible.”

I spoke of how the poetic simplicity
of the local villagers seemed so prefer-
able to my education with its emphasis
on science. That morning, Babu Ji, one
of our gracious hosts, had spent hours
patiently shaking a long bamboo stick
at birds who constantly flew in and out
of the room we meditated in, to try
and keep them from bothering us. He
had said, “Kal power is sending these
birds to disturb your meditations.” But
the eyes of science saw only birds in
search of a nesting place to rear their
young. Sant Ji said that Spirituality is
also a science: there is the science of
the soul and the science of the world;
we should not mix them up. It is good
to get knowledge but appreciate each
thing in its own realm.

My “grown-up” thoughts gratefully
receded when Sant Ji’s attention shifted
to the dear little baby nursing content-
edly beside me. He smilingly reminded
us of the Master’s love which cuts
across all questions, saying, “If you
love the Satguru as the baby loves the
mother, He will nurse you well.”

Like a caring parent, he paid atten-
tion to our questions. When asked
about simple living, he said “Yes. Sim-
ple living and high thinking!” We must
eat less — two times a day. We eat too
much and then ask for medicine to
help digest it

One mother asked what arrangement
should be made for children during Sat-
sang when Sant Ji visits the West. He
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said that a separate place could be set
aside for the children to play. “Tt is the
mothers” responsibility,” he said.
Another (uestion came from a disci-
ple who had considered a profession

which necessitated touching people. e
saicl there was no harm, but care must
be taken not to use our chareing for
that
Saints sce whether a diseiple will store

healing; would  retard progress.
up his power or waste it before they
give inner experience. Tle told of a
couple at Kunichuk Ashram whose duty
it was to prepare the tea. The Tashand
used his power to hicat the water, and
the result was that the inner Light was
taken away from him, Even those who
have ready access to great power often
choose not to use it ITazrat Mian Mir
offered to work a miracle to save Gurn
Arjan from the torture chamber; but
the Guru refused. saving that his suffer-
ing was God’s will and must be ac-
CL‘l)t(‘(].
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Though stay at the  Ashram
seemed beyond the reach of time, time
did come to usher us away to the world
of trains and planes, to the world which
requires  that timelessness come from
single-hearted attention rather than an
absence of clocks and schedules. At the
last morning darshan, Sant Ji was light

our

and cheerful as usual, though we were
mnch sobered at the prospeet of leav-
ing. e gave us cach rock candy pra-
shad and then with grcat love and still-
ness said, T feel vou are taking myv
heart away with vou.”

As the jeep that would take us to the
train station in Ganga Nagar pulled
away from Sant Ji and the villagers
who waited at the Ashram gate in fare-
well, Twrapped my scart tightly around
my face to keep out the hot dust of the
trip and to keep in the tears which over-
{losved from the first vivid glimpse T had
been given of wanting God and God
alone since my Master left,
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THE SONSHIP CONTINUES

(Continued from page 48)
tinues for those children who are hungry and scek the Truth. When
that hunger and thirst arises in anyone, God, Who resides in every
heart, makes arrangements to bring him to wherever he can be duly
contacted with his own Self. . . .

God Power, Christ Power, Guru Power, 1963

There is always food for the hungry and water for the thirsty. A
babe that was born five hundred years ago was provided by Dame
Nature with milk from the mother's breast; and so was the case
with one who came into the world a thousand years back. Those
who are in the present age are also being provided with similar
means of sustenance.

The law of supply and demand is an immutable one in Nature.
In exactly the same way this law works inexorably in spiritual mat-
ters also.

For the aspirants before the time of Guru Nanak, or in this age,
or hereafter, Nature canunot but provide the means of satisfying their
aspirations.

To delimit a particular period of one or two centuries as the period
of Gurus and to say that there were no Master Souls before or after
that particular time, is against the fundamental law of supply and
demand, and hence incorrcct.

The teachings of the Masters are for all times and not for any
particular period. They utter eternal truths which hold good for
eternity, and are the commmon heritage of mankind in general. Their
seed-dictum for instance is that God is One and is the Gift of a God-
man. It is an axiomatic truth, self-evident, and hardly needs any

comment,
Godman, 1967

Hafiz Sahib has said that the words uttered by the Saints are for
those who are ready to receive them. . . . Though Truth is in each
being, yet it must be rekindled by the Guru through the eyes, for
the charging involved in the process cannot be done through form
and formularies. This charging is an intoxication never forgotten by
the person throughout his whole life. There are those who think that
the Guru’s succession can be accomplished on legal papers; but how

is that possible or even feasible?
“To Gain His Pleasure,” Sat Sandesh, December 1970



Lord Krishna said, “I will give you divine Light and you will see
my glory within.” Buddha said the same thing: “Every man possesses
the bright mirror of illumination.” This, all the Buddhas realized.
Buddha further proclaimed that, “The way of illumined ones is the
growth of snowdrops behind the eyes”; and then Christ came, and
it was as if a few crocuses opened their hearts to the winter sky. But
now the time has come when we can have a rebirth; this is what
Christ spoke of when he said that the poor in spirit shall inherit the
Kingdom of God.
So Springtime is upon us now; there will be more fragrant Saints,
I would say now, who will come up and give us through the grace of
God, a contact with the God-into-Expression Power. And this is the
revolution, the spiritual revolution, which is coming up—an awaken-
ing all around. . . .
“The Coming Spiritual Revolution,” December 1972
(Sat Sandesh, March 1973)

piscipLE: Many have seen the Master becoming like Guru Nanak
and some have seen the Master becoming as our grandfather Hazur.
THE MASTER: That very power comes through the different human
poles. When Guru Nanak left the body, he blossomed. When they
wept, he simply said, “Look here, if a friend of yours goes away
today, he comes in another robe another day. What difference does
it make?” Clothes may be changed but That won’t. These are very
delicate points. . .
“You are Dealing in Diamonds,” August 8, 1974
(Sat Sandesh, April 1976)

QuesTION: I once read that your Master Sawan Singh had in a pre-
vious incarnation been Kabir and I wonder if this is correct? . . .
THE MASTER: They all had the same power working through them,
Kabir and everybody else. They are Word made flesh. So Word is
sometimes manifest as Kabir, sometimes this, sometimes that. The
Word never changes. When your friend comes today in a white suit,
tomorrow in yellow clothes, third day in brown clothes, would you
not recognize Him? I hope you recognize and do not discard Him
[chuckles]. That's all I can say. . . .
“I Am Within You: Come,” August 14, 1974
(Sat Sandesh, October 1975)



Front row from left: “Papu” (Raj Kumar Bagga); Mrs. Wendy Schongalla;
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji; Robert Schongalla; Kent Bicknell.

EDITOR’S NOTE

With the exception of Dr. Molina’s let-
ter on page 28, very little has been said
in this issue about inner experiences;
and there is a reason for that. The
spectacle of Master Kirpal’s initiates
broadcasting their experiences has been
less than edifying. In addition, Sant
Ajaib Singh is not engaging in any
contest with anybody, although he is
happy to give what he has to those
who come to him,

Nonetheless, no one should assume
that inner experience is not being given.
Dr. Molina’s letter has been specifically
authorized by Master Kirpal Singh
within and by Sant Ajaib Singh without,
and is included here for that reason;
but many people (including the pres-
ent writer) have had direct and clear
inner confirmation that the Master Pow-

er is indeed working in the present age
through Sant Ajaib Singh Ji. And I
can further testify that I have so far
been present at all of the initiations of
Western disciples, and that every one of
them has received first-hand inner ex-
perience, some lesser, some greater, ex-
actly as in the days of Baba Kirpal
Singh Ji.
-] 0 -]

While the publication of this maga-
zine may be irregular for a while, we
hope to have an issue out for August,
which will include more color pictures
and a detailed account of the April
visit to Sant Ji's ashram by Kent Bick-
nell, the Principal of the Sant Bani
Ashram School. That issue will be sent
only to subscribers,

Russell Perkins
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Sant Bani Ashram Publications
by Param Sant Baba Kirpal Singh Ji Maharaj

The Way of the Saints: Sant Mat $5.00
" The Crown of Life: A Study in Yoga hard cover 7.00
paperback 3.00

Naam or Word (a study of the Sound Current) hard cover 7.50
paperback 3.00

Morning Talks 3.00
The Night is a Jungle and other discourses hard cover 8.95
The Jap Ji: The Message of Guru Nanak 3.00
Prayer: Its Nature and Technique hard cover 4.00
paperback 2.00

Baba Jaimal Singh: the story of a great Saint 2.00
Godman hard cover 4.00

paperback 2.00
The Teachings of Kirpal Singh (selected from writings
and compiled by subject matter)

I. The Holy Path 2.00
II. Self Introspection/Meditation 3.00
III. The New Life 3.00

The following pamphlets, all of which are included in The Way of the Saints
listed above, are available separately at 50 cents each (the last two at 25 cents
each)—Man! Know Thyself; Ruhani Satsang; Simran; God Power, Christ Power,
Guru Power; How to Develop Receptivity.

by other authors

The Third World Tour of Kirpal Singh $2.50
The Celestial Music: An Introduction to Kirpal Singh, by L. Gurney Parrott  4.00
The Transformation of Man, by George Arnsby Jones hard cover 5.00

paperback 2.00
The Song of Everything and other stories, by Tracy Leddy 2.95
Scientific Nutrition & Vegetarian Cookbook, by Dona G. Kelley 3.50
A Nutrition Compendium S50

Please add 5% to all orders to cover postage costs. Books are available from:
Publications Manager
Sant Bani Ashram
Franklin, N. H. 03235, U.S.A.



The desert sun goes down outside Sant Ajaib Singh's ashram
at Satatararbi in northern Rajasthan.





