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and he went and lay down on his bed,
saying, ‘All right, if you don’t want to
burn, don’t burn.”” While he was lying
on the bed, again the anger came into his
mind, and he got up and destroyed that
fireplace. After that he again went and
lay down on the bed. And again the
anger came upon him. So he poured a
bucket of water into that fireplace; then
he again went to the bed. Again the
anger came upon him and he got up.
And then he urinated on what was left of
the fireplace, saying, ‘‘Now, you burn!”’
Still he was very angry. Now the shed
was made of wood and thatch. And he
set fire to the shed, saying, ‘‘Now you
will burn!’’ Then he set fire to his home.
His home was being burnt, and the fire
station was called and told, ‘‘The can-
tonment is burning.’”” And then he went
again to his bed. In Satsang when
Master Sawan Singh was telling this
story, that man was also sitting there.
And Master Sawan Singh would say,
“You go and ask him, if you don’t
believe me.’’ :

So this is the condition of anger. That
is why Kabir Sahib says that it is a very
bad fire. You see the condition of your
own home, how it is controlled by anger:
the husband is displeased with his wife
and they are tearing each other apart;
the children are not obeying the parents,
and parents are suffering because of
their children. Now He says, if you want
to survive, go into the refuge, take the
protection of some Mahatma and, ac-
cording to his teachings, collect all the
thoughts from your body and concen-
trate at the third eye. It is not true that
there is no medicine for the disease. The
disease is within us, and the treatment,
the remedy, is also within us.

The speed of the stream of Shabd is
faster than the speed of the stream of
our thoughts.
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Millions of bad actions are done be-
cause of anger.

When egoism comes in, everything
is lost.

Now Kabir Sahib says: don’t understand
this thing as an ordinary thing, because
when we are controlled by anger, that
causes many other bad karmas, or bad
actions.

Now we are meditating and doing
seva, and we give donations. But what is
our habit? Unless we tell about our
meditations, or our donations, or our
seva, to somebody else, we think we can-
not digest it. But Kabir Sahib says that if
you will exhibit your meditation, or
seva, or whatever you are doing, if you
will tell others that you are doing so
much seva or meditation, you will lose
everything. Master Sawan Singh used to
say that doing that is just like cooking a
lot of good food, and spreading ashes on
it. Hazur Maharaj Kirpal used to say,
“How do you digest your food? Can’t
you digest the meditation or seva which
you are doing?’’ The dear ones should
always be grateful and humble and tell
Hazur, ‘““We are very grateful to You
because You are making us meditate,
and in fact, You are meditating and You
are doing seva.”’ All of us say that we
are going and searching for the Master
or Guru. But those whose inner vision is
open, what do they say? They say that
the disciple is not searching for the
Master, but the Master is searching for
the disciple. We say that we are
meditating on Naam as long as our eyes
are not open. When our eyes are open,
we realize that we were not meditating,
we were not practicing, there was Some-
thing, there was Someone, that was
making us meditate and practice. We are
sitting in remembrance of God, because
of the grace of God. Otherwise, who has
the time to think about God, or to sit in
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the remembrance of God, in this Iron
Age?

Egoism, anger and Kal are decep-
tions for the souls.

The trap of Kal is such that it even
traps the advanced one.

Kabir Sahib says that the Negative
Power has created deception for man.
Because when souls were given to the
Negative Power from Sach Khand, at
that time souls were very pure, so they
came to their real home, their origin,
very easily. That is why to trap the soul
in the body, Negative Power attached
lust, anger, greed, attachment and
egoism to the soul, and made the mind
as their President. And he gave the duty
to the mind not to allow any soul to do
Satguru Bhakti., We could cure them
easily if lust or anger were coming from
outside; but they are arising from within
our body and they are making us mad.

Kabir Sahib says: ““To become safe
from these things, what do you have to
do?’’ If we want to protect our houses,
we keep the lights on; similarly, when
any fire of lust or anger is burning in us,
what should we do? Take our attention
right into the light. And Kabir Sahib
says, “‘O traveler, be alert; there are
many thieves coming into this city of the
human body.”” And when they see that
this man is sleeping, or this man is not
alert, they will take away the wealth of
Naam which we are having, and instead
of that they will give us lust and anger
and all these evils, and involve us in
them only. The Negative Power distracts
us from Naam, and he gives us his work
to do. And mind says, ‘“This world is
sweet. Who has seen the beyond? Do
whatever you like here, This is a very
sweet world. Who will see the ac-
counts?”’

So Kabir Sahib says that this is all the
deception created by the Negative Power
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to trap the souls: don’t trust him,
because he is even deceiving the souls
who are going above. Hazur Maharaj
Sawan Singh Ji was giving an example of
one Sadhu who was teased by a woman
who had designs on him, saying, ‘‘Are
you having a beard on your face? or a
bush?’’ But he always kept quiet. And
when his end time came, when he was
just about to die, he called that par-
ticular woman, and when that woman
came there, he asked her, ‘“What was
that question you were asking before?
Now you ask it.”” And when she told
him, she asked, ‘“Why were you not
responding to that question then?”’ He
replied, ‘‘Now it is my last moment, my
last breath; I am answering your ques-
tion honestly, exactly as you asked it.
Up till now, there was some possibility
that mind would have deceived me and 1
would have fallen into the trap you were -
laying for me.”” That is why Kabir Sahib
says that the trap of Negative Power is
very great. Beware of it.

Abuse acts as fire,anger as a fan,
and criticism is the smoke created
by that fire;

One who is free from these three is a
Sadhu.

Now Kabir Sahib says that to speak bad-
ly or to abuse anybody is just like
starting a fire. Anger works as a fan, to
accelerate the fire, and criticism is the
smoke. When we are angry, how we are
fighting one another! somebody brings a
stick and somebody brings a sword, and
we are Kkilling each other. After that
criticism starts—one criticises the other,
one speaks against the other, and in that
way smoke is going up. Kabir Sahib says
that only he can be called a Sadhu who is
free from criticism, who is free from
anger. Many great people in the Punjab
were coming to argue with Master
Sawan Singh. But Master Sawan used to
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say that Saints win only by keeping
quiet. We are all intellectual wrestlers;
we only want to win by talking. Masters
say: meditate, rise above, and every
question, every problem, will be solved
by its own self.

Hazur Maharaj Ji used to give a very
good example to clarify this. One man
fell into a well which did not have any
fence. Someone had pity on him and
wanted to save him. So he threw a rope
into the well and said, ‘I am holding
this rope. You come out.”’ But instead
of holding on to that rope, the man
began to question him: ““Who has made
this well? Why was it made? Why did I
fall down in here?’’ When the man who
wanted to save him had been there for
some time, he said, ‘‘Many fools like
you can again fall into this well,”’ and
walked away. So Master said that what
was required was first of all to hold that
rope and come out. And after coming
out of the well he could have asked any
question he liked.

When abuse comes, in the begin-
ning it is one;

When responded to it multiplies.

Kabir says: If it is not responded to,
it remains only one.

Kabir Sahib says that when we are call-
ing names, or when we are speaking
harsh words to anyone, in the beginning
it is only one, because it is coming only
from one side. If it is not answered, then
it remains only one. But when it is
. answered from the other side, it becomes
two, and in that way, it is multiplied,
because angry people want to win over
each other, using bad words.

Abuse creates everything: unrest,
problems, battles;

One who argues is a low one, one
who accepts defeat is a Sadhu.

Kabir Sahib says that all this unrest and
6

these problems are created only by using
or speaking bad words to other people.
But one who surrenders is a Sadhu, and
he says, ‘“‘He is the low one, he is the
mean one, who is keeping that thing
with him and is arguing.”” We, the
worldly people, are always presenting
our so-called truths, but Saints and
Mahatmas always wait, because they
say that time will tell by itself. When
Mastana Ji of Baluchistan’s end time
came, He took some of his disciples and
showed them the tombs of the Mogul
emperors. He told them, ‘“You see how
the birds are making this place dirty?
Nobody cares even to sweep this place.”
And after that He took His disciples to
Gurudwara Sis Ganj where Guru Teg
Bahadur, the ninth Guru of the Sikhs,
was martyred. And when He brought
His disciples there, He told them to see
what was going on there: people were
very respectful, cleaning their feet
before entering, distributing parshad,
meditating in the temple. And He said
that the Mogul emperors had made
many buildings, and the Army at that
time had saluted them at many different
places; but now there is no one who
cares enough to keep those buildings
clean—the birds are making them dirty.
But at this place of Chandni Chowk,
where the Gurdwara is located, the
Emperor beheaded one Sadhu there. He
said that, now, after 300 years, how the
people are worshiping the cremation
place of that martyred Sadhu! That is
why Saints say that time always tells the
truth by itself: that Saints have the truth
within them, and eventually people
realize that truth. That is why Mastana
Ji of Baluchistan said, ‘‘To meditate is
the best.”” Because that fragrance of
your meditation spreads all over the
world—even after your death—for
many, many years. Hazrat Bahu says,
““He is the real Fakir whose tomb is
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alive.”” You see, time reveals itself. The
Saints and Mahatmas who were given
many troubles by the worldly people of
their time—all the people of this time are
going to the places where they were
cremated or born, in the memory of
those Saints, and those places are made
into memorials, and we are understand-
ing that God is there.

Before the ninth Guru of the Sikhs
was beheaded, the Mogul Emperor told
him, *‘If you are Guru or are called
Guru, and if you have that power, you
show me some miracles.’”’ He said I have
only one miracle to show you: that in
whatever way you will torture me, I will
bear that.”” Because Saints are never ex-
hibiting their supernatural powers, that
is why they depart from the world,
understanding themselves as defeated by
the world. But what are we worldly peo-
ple doing? We are always ashamed to
understand ourselves as defeated, so
Kabir Sahib says that one who under-
stands himself as defeated, He is a Saint,
and one who argues is low.

No one is our enemy if we become
cool;

Become cool and everybody will
have mercy on you and will help
you.

Now Kabir Sahib says that if you clean
your mirror, then you will see the whole
creation clearly. If we make ourself as
our friend, we will see all the world as
our friend. That is why Kabir Sahib is
saying that nobody is our enemy in this
world, if we stop allowing the mind to
do enmity to us.

Now the question arises: we are not
having mercy on our own selves, but we
are thinking of having mercy on others.
First of all, we have to have mercy on our
own selves. We can have mercy on
ourselves only when we make our soul
free from the clutches of mind. Swami Ji
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Maharaj says, ‘‘Have mercy on your
own self, and in that way avoid the cycle
of 84 lakhs.”

Speak such words which please
others,

Which make others cool and you
yourself will feel coolness.

Kabir Sahib says that you have to speak
such words with your mouth, that, hear-
ing those words or bani, other people
can get coolness from them. If you are
speaking harsh words, or strict words,
first of all you are burning your own
self. Just think that the fireplace first
feels the heat, and after that it is giving it
to others. So Kabir Sahib says always
speak sweetly to make yourself sweet. If
we can become cool, we can make others
cool.

In Ganga Nagar, one ‘‘Mahatma”’
came to the Satsang. He was very
famous. He was a disciple of Master
Sawan Singh, and we all respected him
very much. When the Satsang was fin-
ished, we thought of serving him tea,
and we thought that we should respect
this Baba, and we should take him into a
separate room to serve him tea. Mean-
while tea was brought, and the Sangat
started to drink. Now all the coolness
vanished from the Baba, and he
thought, ‘I am greater than everybody,
I should have been served first.”” And
when we saw that the Baba was becom-
ing very angry, we told him, *‘All right,
we are bringing tea for you here.”” But
by this time he couldn’t speak, he was so
angry. I went into the kitchen and
brought tea; I thought maybe he would
drink it. But that Baba, who was so
angry he couldn’t speak, took off his
turban and told me to pour that tea on
his head. And those people who were sit-
ting there, they all laughed and clapped
and went away, saying, ‘‘Who is this Ma-
hatma who has come here to Satsang?”’
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So there is no benefit in having mercy
like this on others. First of all you have
to extinguish your fire. Guru Nanak
Sahib says, First of all you control YOUR
mind—first of all you give peace to
YOUR mind and soul, and after that
think about others. Kabir says, Those
who are preaching to others don’i real-
ize that sand is coming into their mouth;
protecting others’ fields, their courtyard
is destroyed. So this is our condition.
Our own self is burning with the fires of
lust, anger and all these evils, but we are
preaching to others, ‘“You do this, you
do that . ..”

Words are precious, if we know
their value;

Before speaking , weigh them, then
bring them out.

Kabir Sahib says we must consider what
effect it will have if we speak this thing.
It is well to always think: ‘““The words
which I am telling to others, if
somebody else is telling me the same
words, will I be displeased or pleased?”’

Bad thoughts are the bow, bad
words are the arrows.
Those arrows pierce our heart,

through the ears.

Now Kabir Sahib says that bad thoughts
work as a bow, and speaking bad words
is just like using the arrow with that
bow. Those bad words affect us
through the ears. Through the ears,
they wound our heart. And after that,
within the body, we feel burning.

Bad words are the worst sin—they
burn body and soul.

But the words of a Sadhu are as
water;

Nectar comes through His words.

Now Kabir Sahib says that there is no
greater sin than to speak to others with
bad words, or to hurt others, Sadhus are
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always cool and they always speak very
cool words. And to those who are speak-
ing bad words, to them also the Sadhus
say, ‘‘Dear ones, speak sweetly.”” Two
pundits [learned men] once came into
our Ashram arguing with our Master.
And they were speaking very harsh
words, so Master said to them, ‘“Pundit
Ji, at least have some coolness.”” And
when Master spoke this way with very
much humility, both the pundits sat and
became quiet. And then they called me
and said, ‘“We have never heard such
sweet words as from your Satguru.”
And they told me that they wanted to
bcome disciples of my Master. But
Master did not initiate them then; He
said, ““When I come again on my next
trip I will initiate you.”” Our Master was
S0 sweet.

The wound of a pointed weapon is
easy to bear,

But to bear the wound of Shabd is
difficult;

One who bears it is my Master.

Now Kabir Sahib says that to bear the
wound of any pointed weapon is very
easy, but to beat the wound of shabd is
very difficult. Because one who is hurt
by the arrow of Shabd, he only knows
how much wound he is having. Kabir
Sahib says that a man wounded in this
way can never live, because his medicine
is only his Beloved. If he is meeting his
Beloved, only then he is alive; if he is
not, then he dead.

In this small hymn, Kabir Sahib has
shown us how we can save ourselves
from anger, and what a very bad fire it
is. We can survive it only when we make
our soul free from the clutches of mind.
All of us should meditate and make our
soul free from the clutches of mind. In
the beginning I told you that as long as
our soul is below the third plane, there is
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no question of surviving lust, anger, and
all these evils.

The earth tolerates digging,
the forest bears the cutting;

Abuse is tolerated by the Sadhu; no
one else can bear it.

Now Kabir Sahib gives a very beautiful
example, that the earth has very great
powers of toleration: no matter how
much it is dug into, it is never complain-
ing, it is very tolerant. And if you cut
down a whole forest and reduce it to
small pieces of wood, then also it will

never complain. Similarly, Sadhus also
have that great bearing strength. Only a
Sadhu can bear this kind of abuse.

I have tasted all the tastes of the
world;

But the taste of tongue is supreme,
if one knows how to use it.

Now Kabir Sahib says that he has tasted
all the tastes of the world, but the taste
of tongue is supreme. Because when it is
speaking very bad words, there is

nothing worse; and when it is speaking
very sweetly, there is nothing sweeter.




S

On Satsang and Darshan
Baba Sawan Singh Ji

ou wiLL find the gate of salvation

by attending Satsangs of the Saints.
No one will get comfort without Sat-
sang. You will find this recorded in the
Vedas.

Satsang is a very great wealth, but we
do not value it. Even if one word of Sat-
sang be imbibed, it will transform the
whole life of an individual, what to
speak of a whole discourse.

A thief, while dying, called his only
son and gave him a twofold piece of ad-
vice: (1) Do not go to any temple to hear
the sermon; (2) If you are caught while
stealing, do not confess even if you are
hanged.

Once the young man was coming back
from breaking into a home, when he saw
a policeman coming. There was an alley
nearby, so he ran there to save his life.
There he found a temple where a sermon
was being given. Immediately he recol-
lected the advice of his father and put his
fingers in his ears so as not to hear any
word. While doing this he heard one sen-
tence: The angels, gods and goddesses
do not have shadows.

At another time the young man was
caught as a suspect. He was presented
before a king who asked him if he had
committed theft. He answered, ‘‘No sir,
I did not steal.” The man was then
beaten, but still he would not confess.
He was then put into a prison house.

One woman in the king’s police force

This article is reprinted from the July
1971 SAT SANDESH, and was first pub-
lished in Sari Duniya magazine.
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was very clever and told the king that she
would cause the man to confess. The
king agreed to her plan and gave her the
assignment.

That night she disguised herself as a
goddess. She got two artificial arms
fixed and held two burning torches in
her hands. She walked with an artificial
lion and made a terrible commotion.
The doors of the jail where flung open,
and in the darkness the light of her
candles shone brilliantly. When the poor
thief saw that the goddess Durga was
standing in front of him, he leaped up
and prostrated himself at her feet. The
self-made goddess gave him her bless-
ings and said, ‘‘Behold, son! I am Durga
goddess. I have come to remove your
misery. Please tell the truth, if you have
committed a theft. If you tell the truth, I
will help you to be released.”

The thief was ready to confess, but
when he saw the shadow of the fake god-
dess, he remembered the utterances at
the temple that gods and goddesses do
not have shadows. He understood im-
mediately that it was all deception. The
thief said, ‘‘Mother! I did not commit
theft, and the king is punishing me un-
necessarily.”

The next day the clever woman told
the king that the young man was not the
culprit. The king ordered the man to be
set free. The thief was pleased at this. He
considered how wonderful it was that by
hearing only one sentence from Satsang,
he was released from prison—“If I
could hear all the words of Satsang, it
would surely transform my life.”” Thus,
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he started attending Satsangs. The result
was that he left the profession of a thief
and became a Mahatma.

(Great Master Baba Sawan Singh Ji
gives here some specific, practical advice
concerning conduct at the Satsang.) Do
not sit ahead of the entire audience. Do
not talk unless the Great Master asks
you to do so. Before the arrival of the
the Master, sit at such a place which
won’t cause you to move in order to
have the Master’s Darshan clearly.
When taking a seat, whether the Great
Master is on the stage or not, please be
amiable before the audience—consider
that all initiates are brothers and sisters
and that you are their servant. Do not be
contemptuous toward a poor man,

SECRETS NOT REVEALED BEFORE:

Remember the Satguru so much so
that at every breath a pang of separation
from Him troubles the heart. This con-
dition will only come when you drive
away all other thoughts.

When you meet the Great Master, as a
result of good fortune, then have
Master’s darshan as if you were a man
tormented by acute hunger, or like an in-
fant who yearns for the protective moth-
er, the only source of nourishment; if
anyone interferes between him and his
mother, he cries painfully and falls into
desperation—

Like a rainbird who drinks only the
water of the rain, when finally
the skies burst into showers—

Like a fish separated from water,
when it goes back to the soothing
water—

Like this, one should get elated on seeing
the Satguru, so much so that on having
darshan, the devotee should forget the
consciousness of his body and have no
thought or consideration of rain, sun-
shine, or shadow.

Look minutely into the middle of
Master’s two luminous eyes, riveting
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your attention, Don’t blink your eyes, as
far as possible. Hear the recitation and
utterances of the Great Master with your
ears and have darshan with your eyes.
The gaze should be so confined that
you see only the holy face of the Satguru
and do not see the face of anyone else.
Silently, imbibe the utterances of the
Satguru. Do not pay any attention to
any noise, such as knocking at the door
or what anyone else says. If individuals
come in and say hello, shake hands or
say good morning or evening to the
Great Master, don’t pay attention to
them. If you do it means disrespect to
the Master. It is a great loss for one to
leave the Master’s precious darshan and
look toward others. Be so much ab-
sorbed that your attention doesn’t divert
toward the person who might interrupt.
Do not laugh in the Satsang. Even if
the Master laughs, you need not do it.

VALUE OF DARSHAN:

If my Satguru (Great Master Baba
Jaimal Singh) would come and give me
darshan even for a minute, I would glad-
ly give away everything I have.

At the time of distribution of parshad
(sanctified food), generally there is noise
and disturbance. This is a great mistake.
You need not pay attention to parshad,
as to whether you get any or not. Do not
leave the most precious darshan of the
Satguru to lose yourself in the thought
of parshad. Parshad may be taken, but
do not sacrifice the darshan.

Do not get bored when listening to the
discourse. It is a sin to do so. When the
Master gets up from the Satsang, having
finished His discourse, consider
yourselves as unfortunate that this most
valuable time went out of your hands.

DUTIES OF A SATSANGI AFTER THE SAT-
SANG:

After hearing the discourse, one
should not speak with anyone. Put em-
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phasis on Simran. Escape from the com-
pany of those talking and socializing.
Rest assured that the Satguru has filled
the pipe of our heart with His darshan.
If you start talking with anyone, the
heart will keep on emptying of the dar-
shan. It is the duty of a Satsangi not to
squander the boon given by the Satguru.
He is, rather, to increase Master’s gift. It
will increase if a devotee engages in
Simran for three to six hours after Sat-
sang. Also, he should recall the utter-
ances made by the Satguru in the Sat-
sang. He should ask himself what short-
comings he has. From that day on, he
should try to eliminate those faults. If
those faults are not overcome, then he
should pray before the Great Master,
*‘Oh, True Emperor, I am feeble and a
sinner. Please forgive me.”” When the
disciple will devote more time to Bhajan
and Simran, the attributes of the
Satguru will start coming into the
devotee, and his shortcomings will begin
to depart. This is the benefit of hearing
the Satsang.

Therefore, a satsangi should try to
follow and act upon the command-
ments, after listening to the Satsang
of a perfect Master. He should leave off
lust, anger, criticism, back-biting and
bad company. One should eat morsels
gained only from hard-earned and hon-
est money. A satsangi will not progress
spiritually until he earns his living by the
sweat of his brow.

If a satsangi is a guest of somecone and
is served food, he has to compensate the
same by giving the merit of three hours
of meditation. Otherwise the mirror of
his heart will not be clear. Unless and
until the mirror of his heart is clear, he
cannot love the Satguru.

DEVOTION AND DEEP FAITH:
Love and faith are the foundations of
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spirituality. A house cannot be built
without a foundation. Similarly, if a
person devotes twenty hours daily in
meditation and has no love and faith, he
cannot progress spiritually even a little
bit. Of course, the ego comes up that
one is an aspirant on the spiritual path.
Just like a bullock at an oil press who
keeps on going all day long, but remains
at the same place (walking in a circle)—
such is the situation of the person who
has not yet developed love.

It is seen generally that any work done
with enthusiasm is accomplished quickly
and well. The student who studies whole-
heartedly geis smart in his studies. [tisa
principle that the teacher who teaches
the students with love gets better results
from his students. On the other hand, if
a teacher is full of anger, then the
students do not get benefit from his ef-
forts.

Therefore, it is necessary that a
Satguru be love personified and the sat-
sangis meditate with love and devotion.
When the Satguru is love personified
and the satsangis love Him, they will
also love to follow the Master’s com-
mandments. This way the benefit is
gained very soon. One cannot bring the
mind into concentration unless one has
deep love and devotion for the Satguru.
Unless the scattered mind gathers
together, one cannot enjoy the Simran.

Without love the Simran seems to be a
burden. If you do Simran now and will
forget it after a little while, you will re-
main forgetful for several hours. The
sign of complete Simran is that the soul
will gradually start leaving the body.
After crossing the stars, moon and sun,
it will reach the luminous form of the
Satguru. To reach this point is the job of
Simran. Before that, consider that the
course of Simran is not yet accomplished.
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Arrival at Sant Bani Ashram, April 27

ARRIVAL IN AMERICA
The first few days of Sant Ajaib Singh's first world tour

On the way to the Boston Airport to
get Him, [ was so nervous and ex-
cited that [ lost my way twice—on a
trip that | had made hundreds of
times. . . . When we arrived, there
were probably 200 people waiting to
see Him. I had not expected so
many. I was not even absolutely cer-
tain He was on the plane. My
stomach grew tighter and tighter as
the minutes went by. The door from
Customs kept opening and the
wrong people kept coming out. Fora
long long time we couldn’t even
catch a glimpse. Then the shout went
up—one of the children saw Him
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first, just a glimpse through the open
door, across the vast room—"1 saw
Him!" I thought, “Oh my God, He's
really there!” Then after many rore
minutes, [ too caught a glimpse of
Him. He looked so jolly. . . . Then
He finally came out. As He came
through the doors, the crowd be-
came absolutely silent and still for a
few seconds—followed by the sound
of weeping. At least half of the peo-
ple were crying. He came through
the crowd slowly and lovingly look-
ing at almost everyone, greeting by
name those who had visited Him in
India.
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Such a long wait, then—there He was




When he saw Mildred Prendergast,
Master Kirpal Singh's Boston Repre-
sentative for many years, who is now
in her seventies, He bent down and
touched her feet; one of His initiates
presented Him with a bouquet of
flowers which He gravely and loving-
ly accepted and then just as gravely
and lovingly gave to a 12-year old
girl—also one of His initiates. . . .

When we finally got in the car, |
was half numb with excitement and
joy; I started up and drove straight
into a cul-de-sac—a corner I couldn’t
drive out of. About half the dis-
ciples, observing this, raced over to
have another glimpse. One man,
running like mad, with tears stream-
ing down his face, shouted in
through the window, "Thank you
for bringing me back to the Path!”
We backed up; somehow we managed
to leave the Airport and get through
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the tunnel, at which point | again
made a wrong turn and we left the
highway and landed in downtown
Boston—much to the joy of those
people following who had observed
us, since in the confusion that fol-
lowed, they had a lot more darshan.

That night in the Satsang Hall at
Sant Bani Ashram, Sant i told of
Bulleh Shah, who was a high-caste
Muslim, and his Master, Shah In-
ayat, who was low-caste, and how
once Bulleh Shah invited his Master
to wvisit his house, but he couldn't
come, because He was busy; so He
sent a disciple, also low-caste, in His
place. And when Bulleh Shah and
His friends saw the low-caste disciple
instead of their Master, they were
wnhappy and treated him badly; and
when he reported that to Shah In-
ayat, He was very displeased. And
so Sant Ji told us that we could
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leaving the airport




down the road to the Master’s house

understand Him as that low-caste
disciple of Shah Inayat: that Master
Kirpal is very busy on the inner
planes, and could not come Himself;
50, In response to our requests and
prayers, He has sent Ajaib Singh;
and it is up to us how we treat Him.
We can understand Him as having
Master within Him, or we can treat
Him as Bulleh Shah and his friends
treated the low-caste disciple of Shah
Inayat,

He also said that [im Russell had
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told Him in India that there is an
American proverb, “A penny saved,
is a penny earned,” and that He was
worried about the money people
were spending coming to see Him in
India; He thought that if He came
here it would save many people
money, . . .

So began a month that will never
be forgotten by those fortunate
enough to be a part of it. Next issue
will have many more pictures and
perhaps sonte more words.

Russell Perkins



the first night in the hall




Weed Out Your Faults With Love

Sant Ajaib Singh answers questions after morning medita-
tion at Sant Bani Ashram, New Hampshire, May 8, 1977

SANT J1: Yes, now you can ask any
questions about meditation.

PERSON A: Very often when I’m read-
ing the teachings from this Path I come
across the statement that the Master is
always protecting the disciple, and I find
this difficult to reconcile with the state-
ment that if the disciple does not do cer-
tain things, there is only failure.

SANT JI: If after going to school, we
will not study what our teacher is
teaching us, if the teacher is telling us to
change our habits and study, but we do
not do that, we will not progress or suc-
ceed very soon, Similarly, when we come
to the school of Masters, that is Satsang,
Masters tell us to change our habits and
do what they are telling us; if we do not
do that, they are telling us that we will
not progress very soon. Once a girl asked
Master Sawan Singh, ‘‘What is the need
of doing meditation when Satguru is go-
ing to liberate us?”” Master replied,
“‘There is no doubt that Master will take
you, but, at that time, you will have
much pain, because you will be involved
in the world, in the habits of the world,
and you will find much pain in leaving all
that.”” Hazur Maharaj Kirpal Singh Ji
used to say that if you want to take off a
piece of silken cloth from a thorny bush,
if you take it up at once there is some
possibility that it will be torn, but if you
take it off slowly, easily, it can be taken
without tearing it. 1 have seen with my
own eyes in my area that the people who
do not change their habits and do not
meditate even after coming on this Path,
no doubt Master is coming to take them
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at their death time, but, still, because
they have not changed their habits, they
cannot stand in front of the Light, the
glory of Master, and they suffer much
pain at that time also.

If we will change our bad habits, our
worldly life will also become easy.
Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say that a
satsangi should present himself as an ex-
ample to others. Once there was a time
in India when the disciples of Guru Go-
bind Singh were called as witnesses be-
cause people knew that the disciples of
Guru Gobind Singh would never speak
lies. And there was a time when Maharaj
Sawan Singh’s disciples were also called
as witnesses, for the same reason. Just
think: because they had good habits and
qualities people understood them as
good. It is a proverb in India that if the
dog becomes mad, the master is blamed.
If we have bad habits, what will the
world say? That’s why we have to
change our habits.

If a child says, “‘My father has a lot of
wealth, why should I work?”’ that son’s
heart is dead. And people also criticize
him because he is idle.

Similarly, we should try to carry our
own burden. We should not give our
burden to Master. If we give all our
work to the Master, it is not our bravery.
Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say that
people who are repeating, ‘“Master will
take, Master will take,”’ that condition is
just like saying, ‘“Yougive us the wealth,
then give us the cart to carry that, you
should give us everything,”’

There was one satsangi named Labh
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Singh in our area. He was initiated by
Baba Sawan Singh. After getting initi-
ated, he was drinking wine and eating
meat. And in his last days he suffered
for three years. He couldn’t turn his
side. He was not even aware of the call
of nature. When he prayed to Master
Sawan Singh, always a voice came from
within: “‘I have to take you after puri-
fying you.” I went to see him a few
hours before he left the body, because
his house was just opposite to the ash-
ram. He asked me whether he would be
liberated, whether Master would come
to take him. I told him that the brave
Satguru has promised you and He will
come, but now He is finishing your kar-
mas. That’s why the mistakes, the things
which we have done throughout our life,
become a problem at the time of death.
Similarly, there was a Master Kirpal sat-
sangi in Ganga Nagar who sold vege-
tables. When his death time came, one
month before he left the body, he said,
‘‘Master is now meeting me, and Master
is telling me, ‘you were putting water on
the vegetables and you were cheating on
weight.” > For one month he requested
like anything, ‘‘Please forgive me this
time; 1 will not do it again.”” All his
family came to 77 RB, Sant Bani Ash-
ram. They said, ‘“We are promising, if
Master forgives him, we will never do it
again.”” He was in the body for 15 days
after that, and he didn’t get anything
from inside.

I have seen in my own life that those
who are doing mistakes have to suffer;
they have to finish off reaction of that
mistake in this world. Guru is not soft-
hearted, because he is determined to
take us back to our home. With what-
ever way we can go back home, he uses
that way. You see if a cloth is very dirty,
the washerman is even striking that cloth
on the stone; but still it is removing the
dirt from that cloth. Similarly, there 1s
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no doubt that Satguru will take us. And
when He’s purifying us, definitely we
will have pain. And that’s why to bear
that pain we are told to meditate; and we
have to meditate. Master Sawan Singh Ji
used to say that the Negative Power is
fighting with the Masters for every single
account of karmas of the disciple.
That’s why we should never have bad
habits within us; instead, we should have
good habits.

PERSON B: Master, the things that we
do suffer, are they always from the
Negative Power or is it the Master’s way
also, helping us to pay the karma that we
owe’?

SANT Ji; That is because of our own
karmas. Neither Master is giving us any
pain or happiness, nor God is giving us
any happiness or pain. Whatever karmas
or whatever actions we have done in our
past life, we are suffering or enjoying
the reactions of that. This is the pra-
labdha karma. It is predestined and we
have to suffer or enjoy that. Saints never
touch anyone’s pralabdha. But they ex-
tend all feasible help.

PERSON C: The five dacoits have made
a wreck of my life to say the least; but,
since I have been in Your presence, near
You, anywhere near You, I feel Divine
protection, like a big bird protector.
And I have no question, just a statement
that I really feel protection from my own
lust, anger, ego and I’'m very glad that
you have come.

SANT Ji: The five dacoits are giving
troubles to everybody. That’s why we
are going to any person who is free from
all these five dacoits so that we also get
some protection from them. Kabir Sahib
says that the beating of Yama, the Angel
of Death, is very bad. He says that it is
very difficult to bear it; but, He says,
I got one sadhu and he has saved
me from it.
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PERSON D: Master, when I am near
You I feel very much love for You, but
when I'm not near You I feel a loss like
it is gone. I want more love for the inner
Master. Will You give this to me?

SANT Ji: Yes, I am telling you, I have
nothing except love.

PERSON E: Could You speak on the
importance of the diary?

SANT Ji: Once Guru Gobind Singh
went to a town named Roop Nagar in
the Punjab. And there many satsangis
came to him. Guru Gobind Singh asked
them, ‘‘Have you counted your sins?”’
Then they replied, *“We are illiterate and
we cannot keep any account.”” At that
time in India only a few were learned,
one out of thousands. But Masters have
their own ways of explaining things to
the disciples; they have many ways. So
Guru Gobind Singh told them, ‘*‘When
you fail in anything, when you make any
mistake, you take one stone and put it
aside. And at the end of the day you
count all the stones: how many stones
are there and how many piles you have
done.”” When they had practiced this for
a month, there was a big heap of stones.
And when they all met again, they said,
““This is a very great burden. How will
we finish off this burden? How will we
stop all these bad mistakes? Qur Master
has to finish off all this.”’ So they made
up their minds that from then onward
they would not do any mistakes and they
would not collect any more stones.

After some time when Guru Gobind
Singh again went there to do satsang, he
asked the disciples: ‘‘Yes, have you kept
the accounts?”’ They said, ‘‘Yes, we
kept account for one month and we col-
lected a lot of stones; but now we have
decided that we will not collect any more
stones because we will not do any more
faults.”” They obeyed the command-
ments of Guru Sahib only for one month
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and in that one month they perfected
themselves.

The same power sat in the body of
Kirpal and He advised us, He taught us
according to the means going on in the
world at this time. He told us to keep an
account of our sins. You are learned
people, so you can keep the diary. But it
is a pity that some people who are initi-
ated 25 years back, or 30 years back, are
still filling out the diary forms; and the
sin which we have done in the last
month, we are again repeating that,

In India, in the villages, if anyone has
to decide any lawsuit, five people of the
villages get together and they decide.
And it is a proverb that when those five
people make any decision, the man to
whom this decision is applied, he says,
“Yes, well, I am welcoming this deci-
sion;”’” but when the five elders go away,
he does not do what was decided.

Now we are filling in the diary forms
but we are not giving up our faults. I tell
you that if you keep account for one
month, and you see how much medita-
tion you have done and how many sins
you have done, if you are really sincere,
you will not need to fill out the diary
forms again. We understand this as
ceremony or custom to fill the diary
forms. But whatever we are writing in
the diary, we are not following that. We
should weed out the faulis with love,
with the same love with which we record
the mistake. According to the Masters,
if everyone had kept the diary, all the
souls would not be trapped, would not
be deluded in the regions of mind, and
Master would have manifested within
them,

When I was initiated by Master, I was
initiated in a separate room; and in the
other room where the other people were
being initiated 1 saw that they were given
diary forms. So I requested, “Give me
the form so that I can also keep the
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diary.”” But Master replied, ‘‘Your life is
your diary.”’

So we should mould our lives accor-
ding to the diary. Master had not given
us the diary to just keep filling up as a
daily account. If we will keep the ac-
counts sincerely for one month and
count all the sins, our soul will tremble
at how many sins, how many faults we
have done in that month.

PERSON F: Well, I tried what Master
Kirpal said—to take one thing at a time
and work on it—and it looks like Kal
pushes you harder on that one.

SANT JI: It is his duty. One who has
sown the seed, he will try all his means to
save it. But we should strictly follow this
because a very great Power is protecting
us and the hand of a very great Power is
over us, working overhead.




ALLISON’S SHADOW

THE SECOND PART OF A STORY BY
TRACY LEDDY

THE FOREST
1

“There are a few things I want to
tell you, Allison,” began the prince as
soon as they had left the outermost gates
of the palace and had set out through
the swirling air following a narrow, ill-
used track which led into a deep, dense
pine forest, “There is a rule my father
suggests you obey all along the way, Do
whatever makes you want to hurry to-
ward him, anything at all. But if some-
thing makes you long for the place you
have left, die rather than do it. Is that
clear?” Allison was still too dazed from
the incidents of the past few hours to
do more than nod silently and smile.

“And Allison, you ought to know that
this path we tread is really an embrace,
an ever-widening embrace. So it would
be wise for you to take along with you
anyone who crosses your path, anyone
at all. Do you understand?”

Allison nodded silently again and
smiled again, automatically, but now she
was feeling rather lonely and frightened
and was really thinking, ‘“Whatever does
he mean? A path is an embrace. How
can a walk be a hug . . . and just look
at this path; so overgrown and rough,
hardly room enough for the two of us
to walk abreast; looks as though no one
ever uses it; who ever heard of a king
leaving the road to his kingdom in such
a state of disrepair; who is this king he’s
taking me to, anyway?”

The first part of this story appeared in
the March 1977 issue of SANT BANI.
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As though he read her thoughts, the
prince stopped in the middle of the path
and looked straight at her as he had
done in the grand hall of the palace.
And the intensity of his gaze made her
quail. “I am taking you to the kingdom
of the sun and this is the quickest way
there. In fact, to be truthful, this path is
the only way to get there. Look at me,
Allison,” he urged her, his face radiating
a peace and joy she had never seen,
“You want to know who this king is?
My father is the giver of light himself;
I merely reflect his glory.”

Allison stood in front of him with her
hands on his shoulders and searched
his face for a long time. She was look+
ing for an expression, a glimmer of
something that was like the people she
had left behind—a hint of furtiveness
and strain, confusion or mistrust—she
could find nothing familiar; only open-
ness and love. Her eyes filled with tears
which she quickly wiped away., “I'm
sorry to have doubted you,” she said
with a bright smile, “I will follow you
anywhere. Just don’t ever leave me.”
“Never,” the prince assured her, “You
need have no fear of that. I have prom-
ised my father to bring you home.” The
song inside Allison rang out anew and
the two travelers resumed their walk.

In the silence which surrounded them
as they made their way among the
soughing trees through the dimness and
gathering gloom, a twig snapped sud-
denly behind them and the princess
turned abruptly, quite startled by the
sound. “Is somebody following us?” she
whispered to the prince. “Can you see
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anyone?”’ he whispered back. ‘“No, 1
can’t see anything, it’s too dark, but
shouldn’t we go back and look around
anyway?” “If you can see nothing, don’t
worry about it. Let’s go on.” And the
prince took her by the hand again and
Allison was reassured,

When night fell and they could no
longer see their way before them at all,
they settled down to sleep on a soft
bank of myrtle and ground pine at the
edge of the path. Allison was very tired
and soon fell asleep but long before
dawn she was awake again and was cry-
ing out for help. “What is it, Allison?”
asked the prince, instantly attentive. “It
was the most horrible dream I've ever
had,” exclaimed the princess, “l was in
an open place and there was a huge
castle looming up behind me. The walls
were made of many open cells with
heavy bars on them. People were in all
the cells, all different kinds of people,
and they were shouting at me and ges-
turing toward me. I tried to move away
from them and found that I was chained
to the castle myself; chains of all kinds
led from me to each cell. Some chains
were heavy and some were light and 1
could not get away from them. Oh, tell
me what it means!”

The prince looked very grave. “You
had to find out about this sooner or
later,” he told her. “You mean it’s
true?” asked Allison, shocked and in-
credulous. He nodded in agreement.
And then, for the very first time in her
life, Allison began to feel the weight of
the chains which bound her to this earth,
chains which ended only in the swirling
mists beyond her feet.

“I am a princess!” wailed Allison like
a spoiled child, “How can this be hap-
pening to me?” “Hush,” soothed the
prince, “I can tell you for certain that
each person in this world, princess or
plowman, lives in bondage just like yours
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whether she or he knows it or not.” “You
are not bound,” retorted Allison angrily,
“What is so special about you?” “I am
bound no longer, Allison,” the prince
answered her quietly, “You see, I have
already made this journey. That is the
only difference.” And a look of infinite
sadness and patience crossed his face as
he remembered. Then he continued to
console her, “Cheer up, the song inside
you will help you to carry this burden;
I will help you; those chains will all be
broken on this journey, that I can prom-
ise you. Remember what 1 told you
about embracing all who come your
way; you have been given an idea of
where they will be coming from.” He
patted her shoulder and drew his cloak
up over himself and went back to sleep.
But Allison lay down and wept bitterly.
“If I had ever known it was going to be
like this, I might never have come on
this journey at all, prince or no prince,
song or no song,” she thought. Then
she sat up and glanced over at her com-
panion who was sleeping peacefully.
There was a soft glow around his body
in the darkness, as though he somehow
shed his own light. It mystified Allison
but it comforted her also and the song
rising inside her gladdened her heavy
heart. She smiled a little and lay down
again, Eventually, she, too, was asleep.

II

For several days the princess and her
guide traveled through the dense pine
forest without seeing any living thing
other than the little creatures who were
at home there anyway-—the rabbits and
chipmunks, the squirrels and birds—un-
til pines gave way to cedars and hard
earth to soft and spongy earth and
they found themselves picking their way
through the damp, silent and mist-veiled
world of a large cedar swamp. However,
they had not gone any distance into it,
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stepping carcfully from hillock to hill-
ock, when they began to notice a pattern
of boards laid down across their watery
path. And for it they were very grateful.
They did not speak as they walked; the
prince seemed lost in thought and Allis-
on was quite overcome by the eeriness
of the place, Sweet-smelling tree trunks
leaned haphazardly on either side of the
path. Thick moss covered all the bits
of solid ground. Slimey mattings of grey-
green plants and sticky insect tracks
covered the surface of the stagnantwater.
There was a smell of rotten wood and
damp vegetation everywhere. Nothing
stirred. There was no frog, no squirrel,
no bird. The only sound was of four
light footfalls on the boards as the two
travelers passed over them.

Then they began to hear voices
through the trees up ahead. The voices
were loud and boisterous; everyone
seemed to be talking at once. As they
approached, the noise became louder;
apparently there was an argument going
on which was getting completely out of
hand. The prince and Allison came to
the end of the board walk at the edge of
the swamp and the princess gasped in
astonishment. At this same moment,
however, the prince unaccountably faded
from sight. What Allison saw was a fine
wooden platform which had been built
right across their path and on it was an
enormous table set with a damask cloth,
candles, silver and crystal. It was laden
with platters of food, both savory and
plain. Obviously a feast had bcen pre-
pared and the celebration was under-
way. Around the table were gathered
seven strange people and as soon as
Allison stepped toward the platform
the argument ceased abruptly.

“Here she is, here she is!” they cried
with one voice, “The guest of honor has
arrived at last! Do sit down, Princess,
sit right here, Princess, are you quite

comfortable, Princess?” It was thus they
all fussed over her. Rather bewildered,
but remembering her manners, Allison
thanked them all graciously and sat
down at the head of the table. Chaos
and pandemonium immediately ensued.
Everyone began eating and shouting at
Allison at the same time,

“Are you getting enough to eat on
this trip, Princess?” inquired a large
lady in a shiny dress that was too tight
for her. “You look a little peaked, child!
Need more of your mother’s good cook-
ing?” And with a gap-toothed and gar-
licky grin, she thrust the half-eaten re-
mains of a drumstick under Allison’s
nose.

“My dear child, that dress is awfully
shabby to be traveling in, aren’t you
ashamed of it?” An elegant dowager in
a stylish hunting costume was plucking
at Allison’s sleeve and wrinkling her
long nose in barely concealed disgust.
“Hadn’t you better go back for a new
wardrobe? Really!”

“Where are your beautiful jewels,
your costly robes and your money?”
hissed a wizened old woman with a gol-
den glint in her eyes as she clutched Al-
lison’s wrist tightly with a withered
hand. “Don’t tell me you left them all
behind!” her thin voice rose to an in-
credulous shriek.

“Here, ducky, what’s going on be-
tween you and that prince of yours?”
The rude poke in Allison’s ribs was
from another lady with a painted face
and an outrageously low-cut gown. She
gave the princess a lewd look and
wagged a finger in her face, “What did
they teach you about men in your fa-
ther’s palace, anyway? Don’t you need
at least one or two young men to serve
you?” She burst into raucous laughter
and winked broadly.

Allison looked around wildly for the
prince, but he was nowhere to be seen.
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“You said you'd never leave me,” she
started to say accusingly in her mind,
but the clamour increasing around her
made any further thoughts out of the
question.

“Why don’t you stay here with us
and forget about any journey,” inter-
rupted a sleepy-looking lady who spoke
very slowly, as though speech were a
great effort for her. “I don’t think it is
wise to exert oneself any more than is
absolutely necessary, don’t you agree?”
And she yawned and slowly reached
across the table to a bowl of fruit,
plucked a single grape from it, and just
as slowly ate it.

A sickly green face leered at her and
spat out, “Look at her! Little goody-
goody, thinks she’s better than we are.
Wouldn’t do something bad if her life
depended on it!”

And from behind Allison’s spinning
head came a roar, “How dare you be so
late to your own banquet! We've been
waiting here for you for hours! Noth-
ing makes me so mad as other people’s
tardiness! I'd like to teach you a lesson
you wouldn’t forget, you little snip, I
really would!” A gigantic, red-faced
woman with bulging eyes and spittle at
the corners of her mouth was reaching
for Allison’s neck.

At her wits’ end, Allison jumped up

to avoid the lunge of the red-faced wom- -

an and managed at the same time to
overturn the table with one blow, sending
everything crashing to the platform be-
low. “Stop it! Stop it! You are dread-
ful people!” she screamed, “How can
you be so horrid to a guest! I'd rather
starve than eat with the likes of you
and besides, I want to go home!” And
she turned and ran back along the
boards through the swamp as fast as
she could go.

But in her fear and anger, Allison
was not at all careful where she was
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stepping and, running too hastily around
one curve, her eyes still fixed behind
her in fear of pursuers, she went right
off the boards on the path and found
herself flailing around helplessly in cold,
brown and seemingly bottomless water.
Almost immediately, two strong arms
pulled her out, gasping and shivering,
and stood her on the boards once more.
From somewhere, those same familiar
arms produced some dry wood for a
fire, a hot broth made from nettles and
some small round cakes filled with herbs
and vegetables. “Give me those wet
clothes while you eat and drink,” said
the familiar strong and gentle voice,
“You may wear my cloak until they
dry.” And Allison willingly huddled be-
fore the fire, too miserable even to ask
questions or complain, until the warm,
soft cloak which smelled of flowers
never dreamed of and the nourishing
food had wrought their homely magic.
In a while Allison was herself once
more and sat in dread, waiting for a
reprimand which never came. The prince
did not mention her attempted flight
back to her family. Instead, he asked,
“Well, where are your friends?” Alli-
son bristled. “Where were you?” she re-
sponded sharply, “You promised you
would never leave me.” “I was right at
the table along with the rest of you,”
replied the prince calmly, “I said I
would always be with you; I did not say
you would always see me. Now, would
you like to go and invite your friends
to join you on your journey? “Fine
friends,” said Allison with a shudder of
revulsion, “Those people were mon-
sters.” “Actually,” observed the prince
with the same calmness as before, “You
have spent much time in their company
in the past, whether you realize it or
not. We all have . . . Now, what was
the rule: bring everyone who crosses
your path, yes? Why don’t you go back
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and get them. There is something you
failed to notice about those ‘monsters,’
I think. And Allison, just because they
accompany you doesn’t mean you have
to listen to them, does it?”

Wordlessly Allison walked back up
the board walk to the wooden platform,
to the banquet table and the pecople
feasting. All the mess had been cleaned
up and when Allison reappeared, no
one seemed to notice her. Nervously
Allison cleared her throat. “Excuse me,”
she said, “I'm very sorry I was so rude
before.” Slowly she lifted her arms and
held them out, opened wide. “Would
you all please come with me to the king-
dom of the sun?” At these words, they
all looked up at Allison. She stood, ut-
terly stunned for some moments, and
then she covered her face with her
hands. Each and every guest at that
table wore her own face. “Oh-h-h!” she
sobbed, “So this is what T am in for.”
Then the prince was beside her with his
arms around her, stroking her hair and
comforting her. “There, there, it’s all
right,” he said, “I know it’s hard, but
they must come with you; every one of
them must come with you. Once you
embrace them they have no power; they
must follow you. I can promise you this,
however, if the embrace is not com-
plete, they will follow you but they will
still have somec power and then you
must beware. And Allison, I can prom-
ise you something else, you will never
have to face anything or anyone you
cannot bear to face.” And the music of
his voice and the song inside her rang
out louder than ever to soothe her
troubled thoughts.

Very soon they had left the cedar
swamp far behind and had stopped to
spend the night on a little rise in a hard-
wood forest, nestled under the bounti-
ful foliage of a massive oak tree. Alli-
son lay against its trunk in a bed of wild
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strawberries and ivy and watched the
branches fanned out above her like the
spokes of a giant wheel until they began
to spin round and round and she went
off to sleep and dreamed of leaping and
bounding easily, gleefully over the tall-
est of trees.

I wish that I could tell you that Allis-
on never listened to those voices from
the banquet table during the rest of her
journey but, in truth, I cannot. Her
embrace at first was not total and so
she did listen to the lazy voice and the
greedy one, to the angry voice and the
vain one and all the others from time to
time and she was always terribly sorry
whenever she did. None of them had
enough power to persuade her to return
to her father’s country; the worst mis-
chief any of them could do was to make
her stop along the way, reject the
prince’s help momentarily and indulge
in self-pity and other useless emotions.
Even this did not happen very often
and it is true that those other voices
faded as they traveled on. Allison came
to embrace them more and more fully
and the song inside her became louder
all the time.

Now from that time on, irue to the
rule which had been given to her, Allis-
on invited anyone who crossed her path,
no matter who she was, to come along
with her on her journey. They made a
motley crew, T can assure you, There
was a cook and a seamstress, a student
and a poet, There was a tecacher and a
dancer, a gardener and a carpenter.
There was a scribe and a weaver. There
was an authority and a nonentity. There
was a shirker and a helper, a bully and
a peacemaker. There was a lover and a
hypocrite, a busy-body and an observer.
There were many children of all sizes
and an old, old woman and a foolish
young girl. The list seemed endless and
there were many, many people Allison
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was loathe to meet but, since she had
come to accept the rule with all her
heart, she opened her arms to all of
them. For, to help her with this most
important task on her journey, the reali-
zation came to her very quickly that,
no matter how ordinary or bizarre the
behavior, no matter how misshapen or
lovely the body, no matter how twisted
or lucid the intelligence, each person
who confronted her either wore her own
face or was bound to her by chains.
And in this way Allison’s self-under-
standing grew and grew and her chains,
both the light ones and heavy ones,
dropped steadily away.

The number of people following her
became that of a small army and still
Allison and the prince traveled on
through the forest. “I must be bringing
the whole world along with me,” she
remarked to herself once. “Exactly,”
responded the prince, walking beside
her. Sometimes he stood right beside
her while she opened her arms to yet
another traveler; sometimes he seemed
to fade out of sight leaving her to face
the constant flow of people alone. But
she was never really alone; it was as he
had told her. He was always there;
sometimes she could not see him,

But then again, behind all her cher-
ished and invited guests, a twig would
snap, something would move just out
of Allison’s sight as she turned to look.
The mist was still around them although
it was far less thick than it had been
earlier in their journey. When the prin-
cess wanted to delay, to go back and
look for whatever was there, the prince
would ask her if she had seen anything
and she would be forced to answer no.
He would say, “Let’s go on then,” and
she would follow, her curiosity barely
appeased.

111
Many days further along on their
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path through the forest, Allison and the
prince came to a natural clearing among
the trees. It was a lofty, hazy chamber—
a birch wood—through which a little
very pale light filtered. In this clearing
were two choirs singing the most beauti-
ful music Allison had ever heard. It
sounded something like her own song,
but it was deeper and richer and round-
er in tone. She stood quietly, holding
the prince’s hand, and listened as the
conductor who was in her path signaled
the soloist to come forward to sing. Then
Allison drew in her breath sharply. As
the soloist came forward and stood op-
posite him, Allison could see her face
and the face was clearly her own, but
more remarkable than this was the con-
ductor’s face, for it, too, was her own.
And it was clear to her that there was a
deep feeling of rapport between the two;
they worked together as though within
a charmed circle, each accepting his own
special task and respecting that of the
other.

“So that’s it,”" said Allison turning to
the prince, “I should have known. I'm
not just a woman, am I; I am also a
man.”

At the end of the song she went for-
ward with haste to embrace the soloist
and the conductor and to invite them
to accompany her on her journey to
the kingdom of the sun. And from then
on, there were as many men as women
who wore her own face.

Yet once again, above her own song,
above the sound of so many feet be-
hind her, Allison heard a twig snap
and turned quickly to see what was
there. Now that the mist was definitely
clearing, she began to see a very faint
dark outline stretching far behind her.
But it was still quite indistinct and she
was becoming increasingly eager to get
on with the journey. This time, she
didn’t even bother the prince with her
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usual request to go back and look for
whatever was there, Besides, she was
beginning to feel very strong. After all,
she was the leader of this growing band,
all of whom took orders from her, as she
did from the prince and the unknown
king, of course.

But that night when they had stopped
to rest, Allison had another disturbing
dream. She was making her way down
and down a long, dark stone stairway
and when she got to the bottom she
stepped out into a twilight landscape, a
wide hillside dotted with huge erect
stones. Some rough and shaggy people
were standing around the stones in atti-
tudes of prayer and a voice in Allison’s
mind said, “It is time to face the oldest
gods.”

She awoke, puzzled but not really
upset. She knew she had been facing
everything which came to her for some
time now and it didn’t seem likely that
she would try to avoid anything in the
future, So without mentioning her
dream, Allison and the prince continued
on their way.

Now it should be made clear at this
time that Allison’s gifts as a lover of
animals had shown up time and time
again on her journey. As she had gath-
ered legions of people, so also had she
gathered the animals, from her very
first day in the forest. The doe and the
vixen, the bear cub and the skunk,
many, many little creatures crept along
behind her amid the human feet or flew
around overhead and waited to be fed
from her hands, or the prince’s, when-
ever the travelers stopped to rest. And
Allison was always glad to see them.

Presently, however, Allison began to
hear an animal sound she did not recog-
nize far off among the trees up ahead.
It was a purring, screeching yowl of
great intensity and it struck terror into
her heart. For a while as they walked
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there would be relative silence with only
the rustlings and murmurings of the
moving throng and then the frightful
yowl would fill the air once more.

“Is anything the matter?” asked the
prince, turning to Allison and noticing
her white face. “Oh no, I'm fine,” she
answered, and flashed a dazzling smile
at him to reassure him. “Allison, Allison,
why do you bother to smile at a time
like this?” asked the prince with a sigh,
“I know your fear and 1 have already
seen your anger and your pain.” Allison
was silent for a long while and when she
spoke it was with considerable difficulty.
“If I don’t smile all the time, if I don’t
look happy, you won’t pay attention
to me, you won'’t love me and take care
of me, you’ll leave me in the forest with
that awful noise.” She sounded about
five years old.

The prince stopped and took Allison's
hand. “Allison,” he said, “I don’t care
whether you smile or not; I just want
you to be yourself. If you are happy,
show happiness; if you are afraid, show
fear. You do not have to hide other
feelings behind that smile any longer.
There is nothing you could ever say or
do or even think which would make me
leave you, I promise you.”

Allison clung to him and cried for a
long time. Then she dried her tears and
looked up into his kind, attentive face.
“I believe you,” she told him, “And it
is such a relief not to have to pretend
any more. I've been doing it for so
long.” She heard the purring, screeching
yowl again and shuddered against him.
“I'm afraid I will not be able to hear
my song as clearly if I pay attention to
that,” she admitted with a tremor in her
voice, “It is so loud it is drowning out
my song.”

“Why don’t you go ahead through the
trees and find out the cause of that
sound,” suggested the prince, “No crea-
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ture has ever made you afraid before,
why should this one? I tell you, that song
inside you is no flimsy thing. You do
not know it yet but that same song sus-
tains the entire universe. Someday you
will hear it resounding everywhere and
in all things, from a star to a speck of
dust. Do you think it can be drowned
out by the screeching of a single crea-
ture? Your fear is what is powerful;
once you come to accept the creatures
as part of your own nature you will pay
no more attention to them than to your
other physical attributes—fingers, nose,
cheek, thigh—Go on, now; no harm will
come to you, I assure you.”

“I do not understand, but I will go,”
replied Allison and with trembling limbs
she crept forward on the path on her
hands and knees until she came to a
small opening in the trees. In a grassy
space was a great, tawny lioness, pac-
ing and pacing. She seemed to be ex-
pecting someone. From time to time she
would stop and open her mouth to emit
that purring, screeching yowl which
frightened Allison so much. Suddenly
a lion much larger than his mate ap-
peared on the edge of the clearing and
sprang with one bound into the center
of the little space. For a few tense mo-
ments they paced around each other
in a circle, their eyes fixed upon each
other. And then they fell upon each
other roaring and snarling until it
seemed they would destroy each other
only to fall apart a few moments later,
panting and exhausted and curiously
relaxed. Then the two great cats rolled
over and over in the tall grass, licked
each other’s noses and slept.

As Allison watched the animals with
a mixture of horror and fascination,
some wild, violent and exciting feelings
she had never been aware of before
surged up into her own breast from deep
inside her until she was breathless with
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the power of them. Then her heart and
mind were opened to see yet another
part of herself and then she understood
the prince’s words. She became still. At
last, from a place far deeper inside her
than that of the new feelings, the song
arose, louder than ever, and Allison
laughed to hear it. “It is stronger; it is
stronger,” she cried exultantly.

Quite without fear now, Allison rose
from her hiding place and approached
the animals, first the lioness and then
the lion. The lioness hissed like a play-
ful kitten and batted one paw at her
when Allison embraced her. The lion
yawned in her face, licked her chin and
pulled her over to sleep between his
front paws. And there the prince found
her with a peaceful smile on her face
when he judged it time to go and look
for her some hours later,

They set oftf happily once more and
Allison was flanked by two tamed lions
for the rest of her journey.

But again a twig snapped, again Alli-
son was aware of it, said nothing about
it, and again they moved right along
without going back to find out what, if
anything, was following them . . .

v

Allison and the prince now found
themselves climbing up a rocky height.
The trees thinned and the mist cleared
with every step they took. And then Al-
lison began to catch glimpses of walls
and turrets through the increasingly
sparse vegetation and began to hear
the clamor and din of a large city. In
amazement she looked at the prince for
an explanation but he was, once again,
nowhere in sight. Allison shrugged her
shoulders; she was used to facing things
without depending on his physical pres-
ence by now. And surely a princess born
and raised in a palace in a city very
much like this one had nothing to fear.
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However, much to her surprise, as
soon as she walked through the main
gate after ringing for entry, she was
surrounded by crowds of people who
were shouting and rejoicing, “She has
come, she has finally come,” they were
saying, “The one who has traveled
through the forest that we dare not en-
ter, Now we can crown her queen and
she can rule us and teach us about the
forest for the rest of our lives!” Some-
important-looking people dressed simi-
larly to the courtiers and councillors
who had always accompanied her father
pushed their way through the mobs of
happy people. “Come with us, your
majesty,” they said with cringing defer-
ence. “We have prepared a throne for
you and have awaited this day for many
years. You have come so far,” they
went on, “And you know so much about
the world outside our city walls, surely
you will be the wisest and fairest of
queens.”

Needless to say, Allison was both
flattered and pleased. What they said
was quite true; she had made a long
journey through the forest and what bet-
ter way to spend her life than by sharing
all that she had learncd?

The men brought her to the foot of
a high stair which was entirely covered
with gold. If she leaned way back, she
could see a golden throne, beautifully
carved and inlaid with jewels, at the
very top of the stair. With the dignity
befitting her royal station, Allison slow-
ly mounted the stair amid the cheers
and shouts of her newly-found subjects.
And when she finally sat down upon
the throne the noise became deafening.
She raised her arms for silence. “Leave
me here in peace for awhile,” she com-
manded them, “And I will speak to you
later.”

The crowds quickly dispersed and
Allison sat on her high throne and
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looked back over the city gates and
down down into the deep, dense, mist-
filled forest through which she had so
laboriously come. If she shaded her eyes,
she could see, albeit hazily, almost all
the way back to her parent’s palace.
It was quite a view. Then, out of curi-
osity, she turned in another direction to
sec what lay before her. But she could
see nothing. The throne had been con-
structed in such a way that its occupant
could see in one direction only and that
one faced the forest. Allison was mildly
disturbed by this observation but then
she thought, since she had decided to
remain here and guide these people who
seemed to depend on her so much, why
should she be interested any longer in
whatever lay beyond the walls of the
city?

Allison sat quietly upon the throne
for a long while, barely aware that her
song was more muted than it had ever
been before. And then she seemed to
fall into a kind of dream. She dreamed
she was climbing up many steps to an
enormous throne which was built upon
a pinnacle at the very top of the world.
When she got to the foot of the throne,
a colossal figure was already seated on
it, a figure which seemed to fill the very
sky it was so big and wide and high.
And the proportions between the figure
on the throne and Allison were like
those between a whale and a flea. Alli-
son raised her eyes slowly to look upon
the face of such a ruler and uttered a
loud cry; a kind attentive gaze met hers,
a gaze so familiar and so loved; it was
none other than the prince, her guide,
who sat upon that throne, He smiled at
her and then shaded his eyes to look
far off in the opposite direction of the
forest.

Allison woke with a start and tears
coursed down her cheeks. “What am 1
doing here? What am 1 thinking of? I
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know nothing at all compared to him
and there’s further to go to reach the
kingdom of the sun.” In this way she
chided herself. Hastily, she looked around.
The people, with more obedience than
her own, were still in their houses. Si-
lently she left the golden throne and
crept down the golden staircase. Even
more silently she made her way around
to the very back gate of the city and
slipped unnoticed through the door.
Once outside the walls she heaved a
sigh of relief and sped along the path
without stopping once until she came to
the very edge of the forest which ended
abruptly on a high cliff, She stood there,
panting from the strain of such unac-
customed running, and looked out to
see what lay before her. The song arose
in her anew and she listened to it gladly.

In an instant the prince stood beside
her. Allison fell at his feet. “Oh my
prince, my lord,” she exclaimed, “I am

not worthy to walk even a step with you.
I almost stayed back there and allowed
myself to be raised up in what is your
rightful place.” “But you did not,” in-
terrupted the prince as he helped her
to her feet, “Let us hear no more about
it. All that matters is that we are con-
tinuing on our way to the kingdom of
the sun.” .

Together they looked out upon the
bare land which lay spread out below
them. A feeling of foreboding crossed
Allison’s mind as a cloud crosses the
sky. “It looks as though there is no way
down,” she observed unhappily, “Must
we go this way?” “Our path lies no fur-
ther than our feet,” replied the prince,
“Follow my footsteps exactly and you
will be all right.” And they began their
descent into the desert. Allison did not
even hear the twigs snap behind her as
she bent all of her attention to the task
before her.

TO BE CONTINUED

EDITOR'S NOTES

CORRECTION

The zip code of the Texas group leaders
printed in last month’s SANT BANI on page 1,
is incorrect. Their correct address should read
as follows: Doris & Greg Matthijetz, 7522
Moline, Houston, Texas 77087, (phone:
713/649-1888). Anyone planning to be with
the Master in Texas must contact them first,
as they must know how many are coming,.

IMPORTANT
Sant Ji is visiting three places—Boston,
Seattle, and Sebastopol, Cal.—for brief per-
iods only and it is not possible for people to be
accomodated in those places, or to have dar-
shan there.

NEW COOKBOOK AVAILABLE
COOKING WITH LIGHT: Favorite Vegetarian
Recipes, 221 pages, Edited by Laurie Van
Valkenburg, has been compiled as a labor of
love by members of the Sant Bani Ashram
Satsang. Thirty-one persons have shared their
favorite recipes, and the result is a book that
covers all areas of lacto-vegetarian cooking
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and reflects many different tastes. Sections
include: Main Dishes, (Casseroles, Loaves,
Patties & Burgers, Vegetable Main Dishes,
Beans, International Cuisine, & Sauces);
Soups and Stews; Vegetables; Salads (in-
cluding salad dressings); Sandwich Fillings
and Dips; Breads; Desserts; Breakfast
Dishes; Beverages; Baby Foods; and Pet
Foods. There is also a complete Index and a
section on Why People Choose to Become
Vegetarians. Any profits from the book will
go to the Sant Bani Ashram School—the
many illustrations are by the students who at-
tend that School. Brief quotes from Master
Kirpal Singh are scattered throughout the
book. It has a durable spiral binding for lay-
ing flat, and we hope that the whole will be
beautiful, inspiring and useful.

Publication date is set for August I. The
price is $6.00 but orders received with pay-
ment before Aug. 1 will be filled at a pre-
publication price of $5.00. Checks or money
orders should be made out to SANT BANI
ASHRAM, Franklin, N. H. 03235.
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