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The Plate, the Honey and the Hair 
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji 

0 NCE P R O P H E T  MOHAMMED went to visit the house of Hazrat Ali, 
his disciple. He was accompanied by his other disciples. Hazrat 

Ali welcomed all the guests with love. He brought one plate and a bowl 
full of honey and he placed that in front of the guests. Prophet Moham- 
med noticed that there was one thin hair in that bowl of honey. Looking 
at the hair in the bowl of honey He asked his disciples, "Do you want t o  
say anything about this hair in this bowl of honey on this plate? Do you 
want to make any comment?" 

When Prophet Mohammed asked them to  say something about that 
bowl of honey and that hair, all his disciples presented their ideas; they 
all spoke according to their understanding. 

One of his disciples whose name was Hazrat Abubaar Sidiq said, 
"The Muslim (he who has faith in God) is purer than this plate. And the 
faith that a Muslim has in his heart is sweeter than this honey. But t o  
maintain that faith all his life is very difficult for a Muslim; to  d o  it is 
even finer than this hair." 

Another disciple, Hazrat Umar Farooq, said, "To rule over a 
kingdom is purer than this plate and to have the desire of becoming a 
ruler is sweeter than this honey. But to be a just ruler is very difficult; it 
is finer than this hair." 

Another disciple, Hazrat Usmangani, said, "Knowledge is purer than 
this plate. T o  have the desire to get knowledge is sweeter than the 
honey. But t o  act according to the knowledge learnt is finer than this 
hair." 

The host, Hazrat Ali, said, "The guest is purer than this plate; to  
serve him is sweeter than this honey. But t o  please the guest is finer than 
this hair." 

Hazrat Fatima (Prophet Mohammed's daughter and Hazrat Ali's 
wife) said, "For a woman, modesty is purer than this plate and chastity 
is sweeter than this honey. But for a woman to save herself from other 
people's unchaste eyes is finer than this hair." 

In the end Prophet Mohammed said, "God realization, the experi- 
ence of God,  is purer than this plate. T o  have God realization or  to have 
achieved the experience of God is sweeter than the honey. But to main- 
tain in your heart whatever realization of God you have been given, all 
your life, is much, much finer than this hair." 



0 you who slab fhe selfless one wifh fhe sword, you are slabbing your- 
self with if .  Beware! 

For the selfless one has passed away and is safe; he dwells in safety 
for ever. 

His form has passed away, he has become a mirror: naught is there 
brrf fhe image of anofher's face. 

If you spif a f  if, you spif af  your own face; and if you sfrike fhe mir- 
ror, you sfrike yourseE 

And if you see an ugly face in the mirror, '1;s you; and if you see 
Jesus and Mary, 'fis you. 

He is neifher fhis nor fhaf: he is pure and free from self: he pufs 
your image before you. 

MAULANA RUM1 
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All Saints Are One 
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji 

Q UESTION: I have a question about 
love between the Master and the 

disciple. I was initiated one and one-half 
months before Master Kirpal Singh left 
the body. I never really acquired much of 
a devotion for His physical form. Yet I 
saw Yo& on your world tour, and now I 
am sitting at Your feet. And consequent- 
ly I feel much more devotion for you and 
love for You than I ever had for Kirpal 
Singh. And I was wondering whether 
that is a bad thing? 

THE MASTER: 1 a m  not giving YOU any 
other message. I a m  giving you the 
message of Hazur Kirpal. And I am 
building your faith in Him. 

This also is possible: That maybe He  is 
residing within me, and He  is giving His 
own message to you, by Himself-only 
while you are seeing the body of Ajaib, 
otherwise the Shabd is the same. Guru 
Arjan Dev Ji Maharaj said, "The light is 
the same and the practices are the same; 
only the body is changed." Now, it is 
also true that I am not giving you any 
other message than Master Kirpal gave. I 
am also giving you the same message, 
and that is why there is no  difference. 
The light, also, is the same which is 
working, and the practices are also the 
same. Only the body is changed. 

All of the disciples of Mastana Ji of 
Baluchistan were believing in Master Kir- 
pal. And they had a lot of faith in Him, 
even to the extent that they were bringing 
Kirpal into their houses. And a t  that time 
1 also used to be with Him. Once a dear 

After morning meditation at Sant Bani 
Ashram in Rajasthan, October 2, 1978. 
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one of Mastana Ji asked the Master, 
"Master, we are initiates of Mastana Ji, 
but we have love for you; will we ever 
receive any grace from you?" Now, the 
Master said, 'Yes, the door of grace is 
always open; whatever you need, you 
will have it." 

This question was asked by Seth Moti 
Ram, when Hazur was visiting his house. 
And after that, Master Kirpal gave inner 
experience to his little son, who was at  
that time five years of age. Seth Moti 
Ram was at that time dealing in camels, 
but he was not making any good profit in 
that business. S o  Master gave the inner 
experience to  his little son, saying to  him, 
"Now, tell your father he should stop 
dealing in camels, and that he should 
now go into that village and open a shop 
there." And so  that boy told Seth Moti 
Ram, "Master has told me that you 
should stop dealing in camels and that 
you should go into the village called Ma- 
jiwas and open a shop there." Moti Ram 
did that, and after that he became rich. 

Moti Ram's sister and father used to  
come to me for eleven years continuous- 
ly. Now, once it so happened that when 
both of them were visiting me, Seth Moti 
Ram's sister went into the field to  bring 
some vegetables, and his father told me 
that he wanted to drink some tea. So I 
smiled and said, "Okay, it is up  to  you if 
you want to drink tea. We'll make tea 
and have it." And I smiled at  him. And 
as soon as he drank that tea, he got so  
much intoxication that his attention went 
right up and after that he became uncon- 
scious, since he was connected within. 
And after that, for six days continuous- 
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ly, he didn't move; he didn't say any- 
thing but he was always-up! And many 
people came to  see him. And before that, 
Beas people had very much opposed 
Master Kirpal in this area, and they had 
even written a book against Master, and 
they used to say, "Kirpal is nothing, he is 
just a fake thing." So when that hap- 
pened, I told the people, in front of all 
the Sangat in the town called Karampur, 
"Those who have said that Kirpal is 
nothing and He cannot do  anything for 
the souls, can go into my ashram and see 
how He has connected one soul within, 
and how that man is enjoying the bliss of 
being within." And I told this to  many 
people. And those who thought that Kir- 
pal was nothing, when they came and 
saw the father of Moti Ram connected 
within, they became convinced that 
Master Kirpal was great. I told them that 
this man would speak before leaving the 
body, when it was time to leave. I told 
them that those who would go there near 
him should go on doing their Simran, 
and that when it would be his time to  
leave, he would get up and speak, and 
then he would leave. So  this very thing 
happened after six days. When he left the 
body, after six days, he first came back 
into consciousness, and he said, 
"Masters Kirpal and Sawan are both 
here, and now I am happily going with 
them." 

Once some dear ones of Mastana Ji 
asked Master Kirpal, "Will we be pro- 
tected at the time of death?" Master Kir- 
pal said, "Yes. At the time of death, 
most probably I will be there before you 
leave. But if 1 am not there, if the 
Negative Power comes to you and asks 
you where you are to go, you are to  say, 
'We  are to go to Kirpal.' And then the 
Negative Power will ask you., 'Which 
Kirpal?' because there are many Kirpals 
in this world. And you are to say, 'We 
want to go  to the Kirpal of Delhi.' That 
way you will be protected." 

Even Mastana Ji  used to  say in front of 
all his Sangat, "Those who want to  see 
the gifts, the grace of Sawan, should 
come to me and see how that grace is 
working. And those who want to see the 
meditation of Sawan, they should go  to  
Delhi and meet Kirpal." And Mastana Ji 
used to call Master Kirpal "the One Who  
has meditated." The Baluchistani 
Mastana was gifted with the grace of 
Sawan only for this little area. Whatever 
greenery, whatever good things you are 
now seeing in this place were not here 
before. And this was a very poor area. 
Water has come here only recently. This 
place was called "the area of Baggar." 
Hazur Sawan had told Mastana Ji ,  "I 
will make you the King of Baggar." That  
is why, in this little area, he had given out  
a lot of wealth to people. Mastana Ji us- 
ed to  give out fresh notes, fresh bills of 
money! H e  used to  say that the will of 
Sawan Shah was creating it. And he, 
himself, used to  wear old clothes, not 
very good clothes, and simple shoes. But 
the police used to try very hard to  find 
out  whether he had any printing 
machine, because people suspected he 
had some sort of printing machine with 
which he was printing the notes. I 
remember once that he was arrested, and 
he was in handcuffs, and the people ask- 
ed him, "Now, you tell us where you are 
printing this money which you are 
distributing!" And he replied, "What 
can 1 say to the cobblers? Cobblers are 
interested only in skin. And you are like 
cobblers. Because you are worried in the 
skin, that is why you d o  not do  medita- 
tion. You come to  the eye center, and 
you will see how Sawan Shah's will is 
working there, ready to  give out gold, 
silver, pounds, and any other thing. 
What am I giving out? I am giving out 
nothing in comparison to  what Master 
Sawan Singh is giving out!  You come to  
the eye center and see how His Will is 
working there." 

SANT BANI 



Then people used to  say that he was 
making use of the supernatural powers, 
and that the notes which he was making 
would not last long, and that they would 
disappear. But even now, those notes 
which he was giving out are still there, 
and the people are still using them. 

There was a reason why he started giv- 
ing out money to  people. The reason was 
that when Master Sawan Singh bought 
His personal land in Sikanderpur, at that 
time the Akali people printed many 
pamphlets against Master Sawan Singh, 
saying that he had bought this land from 
the money of the Sangat, and that he was 
not the Master. But Mastana used to say, 
"Sawan Shah is a very great power, and 1 
am His dog. And what can the Master 
not d o  in this world, whose dog is giving 
out money to people?" 

Mastana didn't go  out of this area. H e  
didn't go  into any other part of India. He 
used to  say, "I have the orders for only 
this small area." And he always obeyed 
those orders, and gave out  the Naam on- 
ly in this area. And he used to say, 
"Master Sawan has made Master Kirpal 
the Master of all the world." 

From within, all the Saints are one. 
Kabir Sahib says, "Those who are un- 
derstanding one Saint as being different 
from other ones are definitely going to 
hell." Earlier I told you that before any 
great soul comes into this world, all the 
other Saints and Gurus get together in 
the form of a meeting. This meeting is 
always called by God. And in that 
meeting They are told, "Now, you go 
somewhere," and the other one is also 
told, "And you, go." But because They 
have previously visited this physical 
plane, and because of Their suffering 
here, nobody is ready to  return into this 
world. Then God himself orders certain 
Saints, "Now it is your turn and you 
have to  go." And it is also possible that a 
certain Saint or  Master has visited this 
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world before, bearing some other name. 
Whenever He takes up  a new body, He 
always takes up a new name. If He had 
come previously in the body of Nanak, 
He was called "Nanak." And when the 
same power comes again into this world 
and takes birth at any place in this world, 
He will have a new name. When Sat Pur- 
ush orders any great soul, "Now, you 
have to  go," at that time, because They 
cannot refuse, and because They are the 
beloved children of Sat Purush, as i t  is 
not a good thing for a dear child to refuse 
to obey the orders of a father, in the 
same way, they obey the orders of the Sat 
Purush. But at the same time, they ask 
for boons. They say, "Whoever comes 
to  me, whether that one is a sinner or  a 
good man, or  whether he is supposed to 
come back or not, let that one who comes 
to me definitely have Your protection." 
And then He says, "Relying upon You, 
we will make the souls sit in the ship of 
Naam. And those who get initiation 
from us, You have to  take care of them." 
And definitely Sat Purush takes care of 
the souls who are initiated by the Saints 
sent by Sat Purush himself. 

Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say, "I  
was supposed to  take birth in Farivkot, 
but there are some reasons why 1 was 
born in Ludhiana." Master Sawan Singh 
was born in the village of Mehmansingh- 
walla, which was in the region of 
Ludhiana. 

When Guru Gobind Singh was about 
to  come into this world, he told Sat 
Purush, "I don't want to  come into this 
world." And He later wrote in His 
writings, "At first I didn't want to  come 
into this world. But a t  that time when Sat 
Purush told me I had to  come, I told 
him, 'All right, I will go  into the world, 
but You will have to  send me as Your 
son, and if I will need anything, I will not 
look upon Kama o r  Krishna o r  any other 
power in this world. But whatever I need, 
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You will have to give me.' And Sat 
Purush said, 'All right, I am sending you 
into ~ h c  world as my son, and wha~cvcr 
you necd, I will always givc to you. You 
will not havc to ask for anything from 
anybody else.' " 

The Shabd is only one, and that Shabd 
~nkcs  up thc body and dwells among us. 

Thc Sant Satgurus are residing in one 
placc, but They arc also at the same tinic 
all-pervading. Because ol' t he body, They 

seem to be in only one place. But because 
of the Shabd, They are all-pervading. 
Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say, 
"Within the Saints, thcrc i h  some power 
at work." And then Hc used to say, "I  
cannot call t h a ~  thing a 'power,' because 
'power' can be measured, and 'power' 
has some limitations. But That Which is 
working within the Saints, That is Some- 
thing Which cannot be described." 

Love's Garden 

In Love's garden 
so many thorns, 

and dryness, 
and thieves. 

Some day, Beloved, 
a rose will blossom 

watered with tears, 
exalting the thorns, 

and thieves cannot touch it. 

DANA MARK 
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Two Satsangs 
Baba Sawan Singh Ji 

1. A WELL OF SUFFERINGS 

One who criticizes the Perfect Sat- 
guru 

He suffers in this world; 
For him Hell is a well of sufferings 
And there he feels deep pain. 

I N THIS bani Guru Ramdas says that 
Masters have no enemies. If anyone 

criticizes any Mahatma, how is he going 
to get any happiness? Those who criticize 
a Master get pain in this world. And 
when they die they go straight to Hell. 

Nobody listens to his prayers 
And he weeps in pain. 

He says that when he goes to Hell, 
nobody is gracious on him and nobody 
feels pity for him. The Angels of Death 
there also say, "Beat him; because in the 
world he did very bad deeds." 

He lost everything in this world; 
The wealth of the other world is lost 

as well. 
He even lost the precious opportun- 

ity of the human body. 

Then He  says, The person who started 
criticizing-in the first place, he was sup- 
posed to meditate on Naam, and he was 
supposed to get liberation, and he was 
supposed to take advantage of the 
Satguru's company. But he became a 
critic. What did he get from the Satguru? 
If he became a critic of the Satguru, what 

-- --- 

These two discourses, both based on 
the writings of Guru Ramdas, are 
translated from the Punjabi book, 
Sant Mat Prakash. 
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did he get from the Satguru? He wasted 
his life. 

He goes in the body of the bullock- 
He becomes the bullock of an oil 

merchant 
Who every morning starts going 

round and round the house. 

Master says, Although he goes to  Hell, 
he is not even accepted in Hell. From 
there he is sent back into the world in the 
form of a bullock. When that bullock 
goes to a n  oil merchant, the oil merchant 
makes him walk all day in one place in a 
circle. Always he goes on walking there 
and he doesn't have any other place to  
go- 

God sees everything, He listens to 
everything; 

Whatever you do, He knows it all. 
Nothing is hidden from Him. 

He says, From God nothing is hidden. 
He  sees the condition of the critic and 
because he has criticized the Master, he 
has to get the punishment. But when he is 
getting the punishment, a t  that time also 
God sees everything. 

As you sow, so shall you reap. 

He says, Whatever seed one is growing, 
he will get the fruits accordingly. 
Whatever karmas one did in his past life, 
he suffers in this life. And whatever he 
will d o  in this lifetime, that will become 
his pralabdh karmas, or his fate karmas, 
for the next lifetime. 

On whom God showers Grace- 
Only they can come back to the 



Satguru and wash His feet. 

Master says, If God showers Grace on 
such a person who has become a critic, 
and if He gives him right understanding, 
only then can he come back to the Sat- 
guru. And when he comes back to  the 
Satguru, if he surrenders to Master and 
asks for forgiveness, only then will he be 
forgiven, otherwise not. 

With the Satguru he also gets lib- 
eration, 

As  the iron floats in the water in the 
company of the wood. 

Master says, Suppose you throw a piece 
of iron in the water; it will sink. But if 

2. WHY DON'T YOU BE 

If the Master is still in the body 
And a dear one gets separated from 

Him 
And goes to the other side 
Nobody will ever support him. 

I N OTHER words, if Master is still in 
the body, and a dear one turns against 

Him, and other people go and join such a 
critic, then the critic and his supporters, 
will be avoided by the other disciples. 

Now Guru Ramdas says, If a Master is 
here and a disciple turns away from Him 
and becomes His critic, such a person 
cannot reach the court of the Satguru. 
This is the condition of the one who 
criticizes. But of one who hears the 
criticism and loves the critic of the 
Master, He says that such a person's face 
should also be shunned. 

One who is rejected by Satguru 
He becomes rejected by the whole 

world. 
He wanders here and there 
And goes astray. 

Now He says, One who is rejected by the 
Satguru is also rejected by the world. His 
life is spoiled and he always wanders here 

you attach i t  to a piece of wood i t  will not 
sink, i t  will float on it. In the same way if 
the critic comes back to the Satguru, only 
then will he be forgiven and liberated. 
Otherwise he will again go back straight 
to Hell. 

Nanak says, "If you meditate on 
Naam, 

Only then will you get happiness." 

In the end Guru Ramdas Sahib says, If 
you will meditate on  Naam always, only 
then can you have happiness, because 
Naam, o r  the Name of the Lord,  is the 
only thing which can bring you hap- 
piness. 

FRIENDS WITH HIM? 

and there. He does not get praise and 
respect in this world, nor does he get any 
praise and respect in the court of the 
Lord. 

One who criticizes Master 
His work is never done. 

Now He says, Those who criticize Master 
can never take their boat across this 
Ocean of Life. Who criticizes the Mas- 
ter? He only criticizes the Master who 
understands himself as superior to the 
Master, or  understands himself as wiser 
than the Master. The only person who 
criticizes others is one who imagines that 
everyone else but him is foolish. 

They are never satisfied; 
Their hunger never ends. 

Now He says, The hunger of such hungry 
people never ends. Why? Because our 
hunger-our spiritual hunger-can be 
satisfied with Naam. But when they go 
away from Naam, how are they going to  
get Naam and how are they going to sat- 
isfy their hunger? So  day and night they 
remain hungry and they become dry 
without the food of Naam, because they 
go away from Naam. 



Whatever they say, nobody listens 
to them; 

They lose their respect in the world. 

Now he says, Such a critic will want all 
the other people to do what he is saying. 
But nobody listens to him. So in the end 
such a person loses all his respect and 
stops criticizing the Master because he 
does not get any response. 

One who cannot see the praise of 
Master growing, 

There is no place for him in this 
world. 

Now the Master says, The disciple who 
cannot see the greatness of the Master, 
who cannot see the progress of the Master 
and His mission growing, cannot under- 
stand the glory of the Master. Whenever 
He sees that Master is respected and 
Master is praised, he thinks, "Why is He 
becoming so great and why is He re- 
spected so much? Why not me? Why am 
I not respected?" Guru Ramdas Ji says, 
If anyone thinks of the Master in this 
way, for him there is no place in this 
world. Such people come in this world 
empty-handed and they leave here 
empty-handed. 

Those who are rejected by the Sat- 
guru, 

If other people go and join them 
They lose whatever was left with 

them. 
Now He says, Those who have left the 

Satguru and have become His critic, if 
other people go and join them, help 
them, and become sympathetic with 
them, such people lose whatever they 
had. 

Those who are rejected by the Guru 
become spiritual lepers. 

Those who join them also get this 
fate. 

Now Guru Ramdas Ji says, Those who 
are rejected by the Satguru are already 

January 1979 

suffering from spiritual leprosy. But 
those who go and join them will also 
have the same sufferings. 

0 God, don't let me have the dar- 
shun of such people!- 

Those who go and take their heart to 
anyone other than the Master. 

Now Sri Guru Ramdas Ji says, 0 Wahe 
Guru, 0 Lord, don't let me see the face 
of those who are taking their heart away 
from Him-those who are going to the 
other side, leaving Him. I don't want to 
have the darshan of such people. 

God Himself has made the Master; 
why don't you be friends with 
Him ? 

Why don't you be friends with Him? 
Now Guru Ramdas Ji says, Whatever 
order Satguru gives, He gives according 
to the will of God. The order of Satguru 
is the order of God. So what can we tell 
those who spoil their relationship with 
the Master? 

Nanak says, "You meditate on 
Naam. 

Only by meditating on Naam can 
you get to your Home. 

Otherwise not. " 
Now he says, After taking refuge in the 
Master, what advantage d o  you have 
from his company?-Naam. You have 
to take advantage of Naam from him 
because there is no other wealth in this 
world which is more valuable than 
Naam. And there is no other Karma in 
this world which is more valuable than 
the meditation of Naam. So it is better 
that you meditate on Naam and take ad- 
vantage of the Master. 

The glory of Naam is very high 
And the glory of Naam goes on in- 

creasing and increasing. 
Now Master says, The glory of Naam is 
very high, and day by day, by meditating 
on Naam, it goes on increasing and in- 
creasing. 
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A Prisoner's Story 
SAMSON ONASSIS 

0 N THE 12th of May, 1978, while in 
transit through the Heathrow Air- 

port in London, with a friend, a non- 
Satsangi, we were arrested by the 
customs officials there for smuggling 
about 13.49 kilograms (29.6 pounds) of 
herbal cannabis also known as hemp, 
wee or ganjar. 

O n  the 28th of July, 1978, we ap- 
peared before a Crown Court charged 
for being knowingly concerned in the 
fraudulent evasion of the prohibition on 
importation of a controlled drug. We 
pleaded guilty and were sentenced to 
three years imprisonment each, but the 
sentences were later remitted to two 
years each. 

The judge, when passing sentence, 
said that the fact that the cannabis was 
intended for another country didn't mat- 
ter. He  said that he took into concern my 
good character, but felt that some deter- 
rent element should be included in the 
sentence so that others would not be 
tempted to commit similar offences. 

Before I left for this journey on which 
I was arrested, Beloved Master made 
known to me in a dream that I would be 
arrested; and to make it sure to me 
Master also revealed to my friend whom 
I was to travel with in a dream that same 
night that I was arrested. 

So the following morning my friend 
came to me and told me that he had a 
dream last night that I was arrested when 
we went on the journey. I told him I also 
had the same dream that very night, and 
that the end has come, we have to stop 
this cannabis business-my arrest and 
being jailed has been confirmed. 

My friend then told me that the dream 
was good luck to him because the dreams 
of both of us revealed that I was the only 

one arrested, so he would carry the stuff 
on him in his name, and if there is any 
trouble he would never mention my 
name. I said, "Well, it is fair enough if 
only you can keep to your promise." 

But, to my surprise, when we were ar- 
rested, instead of my friend keeping to 
his promise, he told the customs and the 
police that I was his partner and we were 
both responsible for the stuff. 

I could not deny it and accepted the 
fact. My friend later told me that when 
we were arrested he was confused and 
did not know what he was saying. I told 
him I didn't blame him, but blamed my- 
self, for I should have known better as an  
initiate of the Lord. 

Now I am paying for what I have done 
knowingly. The law of Karma excuses no 
man. The law of nature is stringent in- 
deed; the law will act despite our ig- 
norance, negligence or mistakes. 

I am now seriously learning the lessons 
of my Lord and Master in another en- 
vironment-prison. 

Out of physical desire I put aside the 
warning and instructions of my Master, 
forgetting that He is God in human 
form, the owner of all the creation, and 
will give me what is good for me without 
my even asking. Forgetting this. I tried to 
adjust things by various plans and pro- 
grams, but this is like chewing that which 
has already been chewed. I was capti- 
vated by the temporary beauties of the 
external energy, forgetting the real aim 
of  life. My eyes were darkened by dark- 
ness and my ears were stopped with deaf- 
ness. 

The Beloved Master being so gracious 
and merciful tries to pay off the debt of 
His disciples as much as possible here by 

(conrinued on page 31) 
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Tests and Doubts on the Way 
MICHAEL RAYSSON 

S ANT MAT is at once easy and difficult. 
There are always events that crop up 

to test us. If we take the right perspective 
we can avoid many pitfalls. When we re- 
member the Master the confusions fade 
away. But if we get caught up in the 
outer wranglings the doubts will come, 
we will forget our own experience with- 
in, and we will fall. 

Upon the Path of the Masters students 
of all different shades of background 
and levels of attainment are put together 
in the same classroom. It is not exactly 
like the school rooms we are used to 
where students are arranged by age and 
relative learning capacities with a dif- 
ferent teacher for each grade. Here all 
the students from kindergarten up to 
college or post graduate are all lumped 
together. There is only one teacher. If 
one's attention remains solely on the 
teacher everything is simple and clear 
but if one looks to all the other students 
what confusion there is! 

In addition Sant Mat is a science 
which cannot be judged solely from a 
worldly level. In order to gain full 
understanding we must rise above the 
physical, astral, causal and even super- 
causal plane and go into the beyond. 
This is the only way to reach the full 
knowledge of the teaching. Reading of 
books will not d o  it. 

Needless to  say very few (if any) of us 
have reached this level. Some may have 
gained the intermediary steps-but here 
we cannot judge. For example in the 
world someone who has done well in the 
lower grades may not d o  well in college 
or even if one has done well in college 
one may fail in the day-to-day world. 
Then again one who succeeds for awhile 
in the day-to-day world may suddenly 
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receive setbacks. And even those who 
are considered great successes are most 
often found at heart to be unhappy 
wretches and great failures. Worldly at- 
tainment being so  hard to judge and so 
full of pitfalls, then what can be said of 
spiritual attainment?-for as Master 
says the illusions are even greater within. 

S o  the first great lesson then is to at- 
tune ourself only with the Master and not 
bother about what anyone else says in re- 
gard to  the inner realms and also about 
the competency of our teacher. We can 
only judge for ourselves. 

Secondly, there are criteria for judging 
a Master but it is not like giving a civil 
service exam. Those who come in a re- 
ceptive frame of mind are almost always 
given some proof of the Master's author- 
ity (according to their level of course). 
But those who come to  test the Masters 
will lose; to them He  will never give any- 
thing. Further when we get proof on a 
deep level we must then accept His 
authority whether it conforms to our 
limited understanding or  not. 

Thirdly the Path of the Masters is 
a Path of devotion. In order to  per- 
form the experiments correctly love and 
devotion are necessary ingredients. With 
them the Path begins to  blossom in 
its pristine beauty. Without them it is 
like a dry, hot desert. We must pro- 
tect these, for when the mind sees love 
and devotion developing in our heart it 
comes up with doubts, delusions and 
intellectual wranglings. In a short time 
it can not only create dissension in 
our hearts but infect many others 
also. 

All of the above apply not only to our 
own Master and His Path, but to His suc- 
cessor also. If our Friend comes in a new 
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suit o f  clothes and we do  not pay Him 
reverence then what does that mean? If 
we see from this angle then any devotion 
we give to the successor really goes to our 
own Master. On  the other hand if we see 
our Master working in Him and yet still 
continue to  test Him-then what? If we 
then get mad a t  Him because He does not 
work in exactly the same way as our 
Master-then what? 

It is true that there is a very subtle but 
extremely important distinction between 
our own Master and His successor. As 
said before, if we see that Master is work- 
ing through Him and always take it from 
that level we will never lose. 

In this behalf a few words about 
Master Kirpal and His Beloved Son Sant 
Ajaib Singh may clear up some confu- 
sion. When Master was with us H e  gave 
out very freely and seemingly very easily. 
H e  gave sittings and everyone got some- 
thing without effort. This was to  give 
some impetus, some inspiration on the 
way. But what happened? Very few peo- 
ple took advantage of this and Master 
even had to  send out a circular because so 
many disciples were not making any ad- 
vancement at all in their meditations. 
Master used t o  say that Masters try many 
tacks. First they are very easy and try 
friendly persuasion. If that does not 
work they may use more painful means. 

So Sant Ji comes along. He also gives out 
freely but He sometimes uses a little 
more painful means. Does this mean He 
is any the less or  that H e  is making it 
harder for us? No, only that Master hav- 
ing failed to awaken us one way is now 
applying another way. People are still 
getting the inner gifts but they are also 
(those who are following what Sant Ji 
says) awakening to  the real and painful 
struggle with mind that we were once 
able to  somehow ignore. 

Similarly with Simran and diary. How 
many of us did Simran maybe once or 
twice a day and kept our diary day in and 
day out without ever changing? In these 
and many other ways the emphasis of 
many practices has slightly changed. 
But in each case what for?-our own 
benefit! If we take these as blessings and 
see Master's hand behind we will gain 
immensely-as many who have done so  
are testifying every day. If we merely nit 
pick and say, "Master did like this, He 
does like that," then we miss the essence. 
Not only that but we miss the most won- 
derful opportunity to  at last progress to  
our Real Home. 

A few excerpts from the writings of 
Swami Shiv Dayal Singh, the Great Saint 
of Agra who introduced Sant Mat into 
the modern age, are added here to  fur- 
ther clarify this subject: 

On Testing the Guru 
Selections from the Sar Bachan 

Swami Ji Maharaj 
~ - 

There are many doubts and obscurities Satguru, he will realize how far he is yet 
which a man may not even imagine he removed from the final goal. Then his 
has until he comes into the presence of a terrible ignorance will become apparent 
living Guru.  He may think he has over- to  him and he will see how difficult i t  is to  
come all doubts and obscurities, but have true faith in the Lord. [p. 5 7 ,  Sar 
when he attends the Satsang of a living Bachan prose] 
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According to Vashist, there are eight 
types of bondages: I )  Pride of family 
honor and respectability. 2) Pride of 
high caste. 3) Pride of exalted position 
or office. 4) Fear of public criticism. 
5) Attachment to wife, children, wealth 
and property. 6) Partiality for false and 
shallow beliefs. 7) Hopes and desires 
and love for the pleasures of the world. 
8) Vanity or egoism. 

If the society of and service to any 
Mahatma leads to the gradual loosening 
of the above mentioned ties and pro- 
motes love and faith in the Supreme Be- 
ing, you may be sure that He  will free 
you from such bonds by and by, and take 
you to the Supreme Region. There is no  
other reliable way of recognizing a Saint 
or  Sadh. It would be a great mistake or 
folly to judge Saints by the extent of con- 
formity of their conduct and behavior 
with descriptions in old scriptures, or  ex- 
pect them to perform miracles, or to test 
them in any other way. It is not possible 
for an  ordinary mortal, with his limited 
intellect and reason, to test the conduct 
and spiritual knowledge of a Saint. 

One should first think of his own per- 
sonal needs, and see how far the com- 
pany and words of the Saint create a 
longing within for God Realization. One 
should go to a Saint in a spirit of true 
humility and should never try to display 
his cleverness before them, nor should 
one, with his imperfect intellect, judge 
their ways and behavior or  meddle in the 
same. The acts of the Saints, even if ap- 
parently childish, are not without some 
underlying purpose for the good of 
humanity. Our intellect can't reach that 
height where it can truly perceive what is 
good or  bad for us. For this reason, 
many people, on account of their ignor- 
ance and lack of understanding, criticize 
the ways of Saints and so needlessly lose 
by keeping away from them. [pp. 47-48] 

* * * 
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The real recognition of a Sat Guru is 
that which the Sat Guru Himself bestows 
on the disciple. No other recognition sur- 
passes this one. [p. 991 

* * *  
When a Sant Sat Guru by His mauj  

[will], begins Satsang at  any particular 
place, He  deliberately behaves in some 
respects in such a manner as to offend 
the worldly people or give them cause for 
complaint and hostile criticism. The 
reason is to prevent egoistic people from 
coming and meddling in their Satsang. 
Saints keep no watchman or  gate keeper 
to  prevent undesirable persons from 
coming. The adverse comment and criti- 
cism of Them by vain and worldy people 
serve to keep such people away for fear 
of public ridicule and taunts. A true 
seeker, however, will not care for the 
opinion of the world and he eagerly goes 
to the Saint, no  matter what the world 
says. 

Public criticism is a sort of test for fin- 
ding out whether a person is a true seeker 
of liberation. It shows at  once if a person 
is a true seeker or  not. A person who is in 
earnest is not deterred by the taunts of  
the ignorant o r  worldly criticism. H e  will 
go to the Saints for the realization of his 
object, but an  insincere person will not. 
[pp. 48-49] 

* * * 
Be it noted that slander and criticism 

strengthen the faith of the disciples of 
Saints and make them firm. If there were 
no slander and criticism, they would re- 
main as they were-unproved. [p. 501 

* * * 
. . . Saints, who are the true and ardent 
lovers of the Supreme King, d o  not like 
that the worldly people should enter into 
their Satsang and cast their shadow on 
their disciples. That's why they love 
slander and calumny. It plays the part of 
the watchman and keeps such people 
away from them. 
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Amy's Story: 

Seek and Ye Shall Find 
TRACY LEDDY 

illustrations by Michael Raysson 

S H E  WAS with the Beloved again and on 
fire, as usual, from the intensity of 

His gaze. After a long while He  asked 
her, "What d o  you really want?" "Only 
to be with You forever, You know that," 
came her immediate reply. H e  chuckled 
softly. "I'm sorry, my dear, but you will 
have to  cry for me like a babe for her 
mother." He  got up then, and went 
away. But the fire between them contin- 
ued to burn and burn and burn. 

THE LOSS 

Amy had lost her father and didn't 
know where or  how to find him. The two 
of them had been out on one of their 
regular long walks together and had 
stopped for a while to sit on a bench in 
front of a favorite old house that Amy 
was always begging to explore. Each 
time she had made her request, her father 
had fixed her with one of his measuring 
looks and had told her, shaking his head, 
"Not yet, my dear, not yet. You are not 
ready." On this particular afternoon, 
Amy had sat at  her father's feet holding 
one of his massive, gentle hands in hers. 
She had been kissing it and caressing it 
and telling her father once again how 
precious he was to  her. He  had been smil- 
ing down at  her and looking into her eyes 
as lovingly as ever while she basked in the 
warmth of his presence, which was 
greater than that of the sun, when pouf! 
in the blink of an  eye he was pone, 
vanished without a trace, as people say, 
and Amy was left alone with her heart 
broken. 

For a brief time Amy just sat on the 
grass in a kind of unbelieving stupor, 
unable to move o r  think or  speak. He 
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was gone and yet not gone; she could feel 
the warmth of his gaze both around her 
and inside her; but his form, his beau- 
tiful face, were nowhere to be seen. Then 
within her heart a familiar voice whis- 
pered, "I a m  with you always. Have you 
forgotten so quickly, my daughter?" 
And again the warmth that was greater 
than any physical embrace she'd ever 
received from him surrounded her. "But 
I cannot see you," she answered him. 
"Where have you gone? It is not enough 
to feel your presence; I want to  be able to 
see you, as before." "Find me; find 
me!" replied the voice and both warmth 
and whispering ceased. It was then that 
the pain began, the terrible, terrible pain 
that was like the onset of the final stages 
of a rare and dreadful disease. The 
strength and weight of it were crushing to  
Amy and she knew she would have to  
find her father, have to see his face 
again, as soon as possible, o r  she would 
die. 

Where to  start looking was the ques- 
tion. The well-tended and vivid green- 
sward which stretched and undulated far 
away on  either side of the old house was 
empty. Nothing stirred around the trees 
or  in the road; not a bird or  a butterfly 
dotted the blue sky. And even the old 
house, which Amy loved, seemed quite 
forbidding now, and proved tightly 
locked when she tried to  open the heavy 
carved front door. It was a most un- 
promising beginning to  her search and 
Amy threw herself full-length on the 
grass and gave in to  the storms of tears of 
anger and frustration and desolation 
welling up  inside her. She soon learned 
that such tears did nothing to solve her 



problem and served only to  intensify her 
pain. 

A little breeze sprang up then, and on 
that breeze came wafting strains of 
music-sweet pipes and tiny bells and the 
softest, most muffled of drums. Amy sat 
up and listened intently, her attention 
momentarily diverted from her sorrow. 
Issuing out  of the bordering forest and 
making its way down the emerald slope 
toward her was an  extraordinary proces- 
sion. As it came closer and Amy could 
distinguish its members more clearly, her 
eyes widened in amazement, for fairies 
and elves, fauns and sylphs, all manner 
of shimmering, delicate creatures from 
books and dreams were streaming to- 
ward her, all of them floating a foot or  
two off the ground. The sight of their 
leader alone, a tiny, golden-haired girl in 
a red velvet cloak riding on the back of a 
gigantic dragonfly with iridescent wings 
wide as rainbows, was enough to  take 
Amy's breath away. And the music 
played by this exquisite parade was the 
most bewitching she had ever heard. 

Even so, dazzled as she was, Amy 
remembered her quest. She jumped up 
and ran over to  the leader. "Oh, please," 
she cried, "Have you seen my father?" 
"Is his name Beauty?" laughed the 
golden-haired one, "For we seek only 
Beauty." "No, his name is not Beauty," 
Amy replied hesitantly, "But he is all 
beauty." "Well, never mind about him, 
why don' t  you join us on our quest in- 
stead?" And the child gave Amy an en- 
chanting smile and held out  her little pale 
arms to  her. For a moment, Amy fal- 
tered and could not answer, but the pain 
in her own heart spoke more piercingly 
than the fairy child's glance. She shook 
her head dumbly and turned away as the 
music and marching began again, and 
hardly bothered to watch them all disap- 
pear into the distance without her. But 
she knew she could remain no longer in 
this familiar place. 

T H E  W O R L D  

Misery and longing, the hope of seeing 
her father somewhere in the world, 
dragged Amy far ,  far from home, into 
strange seaports and cities, townships 
and villages, always seeking, never find- 
ing. Wherever she went, she made it a 
habit to  find the busiest thoroughfare 
and t o  stand there for many hours at a 
time watching all the people passing by. 
In place after place she saw such misery 
and unhappiness, such suffering etched 
into the people's faces, that she began to  
think that everyone had lost his father 
and was out on  a quest similar to her 
own. But when she asked this or  that one 
about it, she received a stare as though 
she were daft or  a curse for being a med- 
dling fool and so she stopped her ques- 
tioning. 

Sometimes she felt driven to  go right in 
among the people and ask then1 one by 
one if they had seen her father. The un- 
kind ones-those too busy with their 
own lives to bother with anyone else- 
would brush right past her as though 
they did not see her or  hear her. The kind 
ones would stop and ask, "Well, what 
does he look like, your father?" "Oh," 
Amy would answer breathlessly. "He's 
very big; he fills the sky." "You mean 
he's some sort of giant?" "No, no . . . 
he's jus t .  . . big." "Well, then," (a little 
impatiently), "What does he look like; 
what color are his eyes?" "He is all light, 
his clothes, his beard, his hair, his face, 
and his eyes twinkle a lot and change 
their color and sometimes they, too, are 
orily light." And the people would shake 
their heads and touch their forefingers to 
their temples or laugh at her outright 
before turning away. 

In one bustling market tomn. Amy 
thought she caught a glimpse of her 
father striding among the shoppers and 
the sightseers, the tradesmen and the 
thieves, and she went flying into the 
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crowd, darting here and there under el- 
bows and umbrellas and around parcels 
and animals until she stood panting in 
the spot where she thought that she had 
seen him. But he was nowhere around. 
Nor did the warmth of his hidden 
presence encompass her. And the pain in 
Amy's heart that day made it difficult 
for her to breathe. 

In another city Amy joined a group of 
people who met together to talk about 
their suffering, to try to understand and 
ease their own and other people's pain. 
But as Amy listened to a litany of woes, 
to examples of all the evils man was 
capable of inflicting on his fellow man, 
brother against sister, husband against 
wife, friend against neighbor, mother 
against child, she forgot her own sorrow 
as her heart became sore in a different 
way. She began to see each person's suf- 
fering as her own and to  wish fervently 
that she could be of some help. The peo- 
ple noticed her tears and asked the 
reason for them. When she told them, "I 
listen to this lady's sadness and feel it as 
my own and 1 hear of this man's anguish 
and feel it also as my own," they all rose 
up in great anger against her, their faces 
contorted by expressions of disbelief and 
scorn, and cried out with one voice, 
"How dare you show such empathy! 
Who d o  you think you are? Bring out the 
cross and nails!" And with hatred and 
derision they threw her out. 

It was then that the intoxicating 
warmth of her father's unseen presence 
came over her again. It embraced her and 
protected her at that time and thereafter 
from anything the people of the world 
might say or d o  to her. Amy wept again 
for her own sorrow and her own joy; 
how could her beloved father be so close 
to her in her need and yet at the same 
time be so far away she could not see 
him? Slowly, slowly through experiences 
like these, Amy learned to keep silent in 
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the world about her life, about the 
secrets of her own heart. If anyone 
needed help of any kind Amy was quick 
to oblige, but she asked for nothing in 
return. The only cure she knew of for her 
own condition seemed to  be steadfastly 
denied her anywhere in the world. 

In the early days of her search, while 
she was still wandering through cities 
and towns, Amy sometimes sought di- 
versions from the incessant pain which 
dragged so at her heart. Because she led a 
decent life out of long habit, she began to 
cultivate only mild forms of dissipation. 
In a restaurant, Amy would order a n  es- 
pecially delectable meal and enjoy every 
last morsel of it without a single thought 
of her father. In a bookstore she would 
thumb through and peruse, aye, let her- 
self become absorbed in, any book or  
magazine which provoked her interest. 
In a clothing store or  boutique she would 
finger fabrics and try on  new clothes, 
spending hours selecting a sweater or 
dress. And, occasionally, she would 
deliberately seek out a friend or  compan- 
ion to dally with in some other frivolous, 
idle pursuit. But the fire of her father's 
protective love was far greater than any 
such attraction, and slowly, slowly, Amy 
began to  be able to say no and no and no 
again to anything which kept her from 
her quest. She gradually learned that as 
soon as she left any place, any person she 
had used to try to forget about her 
father, the pain inside her would rise up  
with a renewed strength to torment her. 
She came to understand that anything 
she did, other than set one foot in front 
of the other in search of her father, was a 
waste of valuable time. She saw clearly 
that the great emptiness in her heart 
would never be filled by books or food or  
clothes or  companions, however charm- 
ing; only by the sight of her father's face 
would that hunger which was devouring 
her ever be appeased. 
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In time Amy turned her feet away 
from all the towns and all the people and 
began to look for her father up and down 
the countryside and in the wilderness. In 
this place and that, in this face and that, 
as she roamed over the world, Amy 
would catch a glimpse of something 
which reminded her of her father, but 
whenever she stayed or struck up  a con- 
versation, it was not the same. And her 
feet, her heart, dragged her to increas- 
ingly remote locations. 

T H E  FARMER 

After seemingly endless traveling, 
Amy arrived one day in a sleepy little 
village in the middle of nowhere in a dry 
and distant land very far from her home. 
She had taken up her customary spot in 
the square to  watch the few, silent, 
barefoot passersby in the increasingly 
feeble hope that one of them might be 
her father, when the sight of one old man 
riveted her attention. There was a sweet 
peacefulness in his wrinkled face and a 
warm twinkle in his eyes as he slowly 
passed her. For the first time in a very 
long time Amy was moved to  ask her 
only question: "Have you seen my 
father?" And for the first time ever, in 
all her travels, someone listened and re- 
sponded seriously, instead of ridiculing 
her or merely turning wordlessly away. 
When she haltingly described her father, 
a look of recognition lighted up the old 
man's whole face and he stared at  her 
with interest and not a little sadness. 
"No," he  said finally, "I haven't seen 
your father myself, but I know someone 
who probably has. There is a certain 
farmer, a friend of mine, who's very like 
the person you describe. He  lives out in 
that green desert behind us-green since 
irrigation-he would know." He  
pointed with a withered hand in the 
direction of the setting sun. "Look for a 
small sand castle with a gate and a 
keep," he told her, "It'll take you only a 
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day or  so  to get there. Safe journey." H e  
shambled off down the dusty street, 
turned the corner of a whitewashed 
building into the gathering shadows and 
was gone. 

With a pounding heart, Amy set out at 
once following the main canal leading in- 
to the desert. Even in the late afternoon 
the sun beat down until she envied the 
boy scarecrows lying in the shade of their 
grass huts on stilts in the cornfields. And 
she envied still more the buffalo boys 
who splashed with their charges in the 
lily-filled pools by the wayside. Any little 
breeze made dervishes of the loose soil; 
some were big enough to whirl around 
her and envelop her and make her eyes 
and nostrils sting and bring on fits of 
violent coughing. 

O n  her course through the trackless 
fine sand with its varied vegetation, now 
fertile, now arid, Amy passed aban- 
doned villages with many mangy wild 
dogs howling and sniffing around on 
their outskirts. She passed tall, sinewy 
woodsmen bearing faggots of sticks on 
their turbaned heads. She saw children 
playing contentedly with nothing at all in 
the dust and women beating brightly- 
colored clothing on rocks in tree-shaded 
ponds. Once she passed a herd of scrag- 
gly goats and noticed their goatherd 
perched like a squatting statue on the 
edge of a small canal. Amy envied them 
all; the lives of these people were so sim- 
ple and uncomplicated, or  so they 
seemed to her. 

She walked until the sun set and when 
she was tired she lay down in some mat- 
ted grass where someone or  something 
had enjoyed the spot before her and slept 
deeply under the brightest of stars. 

For miles and miles next day Amy saw 
nothing resembling a castle. The land 
was very flat and she could see quite far 
away. Fields and stands of trees, clusters 
of buildings were visible here and there, 
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but she saw nothing with a gate or a 
keep. However, the old man's words had 
given her great hope so she kept on walk- 
ing. 

Suddenly, out of nowhere, she saw i t ,  
down some distance from the canal 
through the cane fields and windbreaks. 
And it really did look like a sand castle, 
rising like a great seamless sculpture 
from a sea of sand. It was a warm, pale 
yellow in color which seemed to  glow 
against the blue of the sky and its big 
metal gate stood wid: open. 

Amy stopped in her tracks, seized by 
conflicting emotions she had never an- 
ticipated, wanting to run both toward 
and away at the same time. She was 
afraid of another disappointment and 
yet eager to find anyone who knew any- 
thing about her father. But she needn't 
have worried; the farmer must have 
known she was coming because he was 
standing outside the gate, waiting to 
greet her. The sight of this small, grace- 
ful, radiant man who wore stillness like a 
permanent suit of clothes lifted her spirit 
as nothing else had done up i o  that mo- 
ment. He looked so familiar and his eyes 
were so like her father's eyes, so very like 
her father's eyes, even to  the warmth of 
his gaze, which was greater than that of 
the sun, that the pain in her heart was 
eased somewhat for the first time in years 
and she knew thht she had come to  the 
right place at last. But as she stared at  
him the thought struck Amy's heart that 
his grave and dignified bearing was much 
more like that of an emperor than that of 
any farmer she had ever known. 

The farmer, for his part, turned a gaze 
of the deepest concern and compassion 
on the dusty, weary, tearstained little 
traveler who stood so silent and so mo- 
tionless before him. He could see she was 
at her very end; she was dying on her 
feet. He welcomed Amy and took her in 
and made her lie down to rest on a bed in 

one of the dwellings along the inside of 
the great outer courtyard. Then he 
ordered those who lived with him to wait 
upon her and serve her in every way as 
though she were a princess of most royal 
blood. And the people did this faithfully, 
with much love, like so many extensions 
o f  the farmer's own body, his own 
hands, for many days. Her body was 
nourished by grains and vegetables and 
sugar cane from his own fields and 
gardens and by milk from his own cows. 
Her spirit was healed with exquisite 
music-unseen flutes and violins-which 
seemed to  come out of the very air of the 
place and with seemingly endless 
strength and power which came from the 
core of the farmer's own being. 

During the days of slow recovery, 
Amy and the farmer had many talks to- 
gether. "Yes, 1 have seen your father," 
the farmer told her the very first time 
they sat down together, "I see him all the 
time. He is my father, too; perhaps you 
did not know." And Amy wept with 
relief and joy to hear his words. "We all 
have to find him in our own way." he 
continued, "And in our own time. This 
is my home; I have found him here in my 
own house. You need to find him in your 
own house, not in cities or  deserts or  
green fields or even here with me. Stay 
with me for a while if you like, you are 
most welcome, but then go back to your 
home. Leave everything behind you and 
go and find him in your own house. Then 
you will see your father everywhere and 
he will never leave you again." 

As the farmer spoke, Amy could see 
that the description of her father fit this 
one as well, for in her happy eyes the 
farmer, too,  became big enough to fill 
the sky, became full of light with eyes 
that twinkled much of the time. 

Then the farmer sang for Amy, sang 
of his love for her father, who was his 
father, too. And the love in the singer 



and the love in the listener grew so in- 
tense that the entire castle, the air, the 
dusty earth around, seemed filled to 
overflowing with the fire of their father's 
presence. But the pain in Amy's heart 
began to burn with rekindled ferocity 
because she understood that the farmer 
could see her father always, that in truth 
her father lived in this place and took his 
ease here, while she was still longing, so 
full of longing! for the sight of his face. 

"I cannot live without seeing his eyes 
at least," she told the farmer one day, 
"Truly, this world has become a grave- 
yard to me, no more than ashes and 
dust. . ." "I'll see what I can do," the 
farmer promised her, and from that day 
on, from time to time, Amy would be 
aware of her father's loving gaze upon 
her. Sometimes it was a glimpse of eyes 
so  bright she wondered how she was able 
to bear to look at them. But the sight of 
them made her want to  d o  nothing but 
dance and sing; if such joy was hers at  
the briefest glimpse of her father's eyes, 
what would it be like to stand fully in his 
presence again? 

When Amy became well, she and the 
farmer would sit out in the courtyard at  
night with all the others who lived with 
him and he would speak about their 
father and help her on her quest. "First 
and most important, think only of your 
father; whatever you are doing, where- 
ever you are, think only of him," he said 
once, then he stopped and looked in 
Amy's face, her with her heart in her 
eyes. "I guess you don't need to be told 
that anymore, d o  you?" he said softly. 
"And then stay in one place to find him; 
that is best. Have as little to d o  with the 
world as possible and make this search 
your most important work." Another 
time he told her, "Our father is every- 
thing to me and I see him everywhere. He 
is the sand and the sky, the water and the 
fields, everything." As he spoke, it 
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seemed to Amy that the very stars drew 
closer to the earth in order to be able to  
hear his words. The air around them was 
filled again with music, sounds far 
sweeter than the fairy strains which had 
captivated her on the day her father dis- 
appeared. At such times it seemed to  
Amy that peace and contentment lay like 
the blessing of her father's hand over all 
the land. 

Once, toward the end of her stay while 
she was waiting in the outer courtyard to 
see the farmer, Amy saw something she 
had not seen before. As she looked 
around the castle, the entire place 
seemed to be vibrating, as though it were 
made of music. And out of the corner of 
one eye, she saw the whole building 
become as insubstantial as a rainbow, as 
though it could disappear into thin air 
before her eyes at  any moment. The 
thought burned in her mind that every- 
thing in the universe was nothing but 
music made visible. And the farmer's 
face was particularly radiant when he 
came forth to  greet her that day. 

If Amy thought she had suffered great 
pain when her father disappeared, she 
found herself in an  even worse state leav- 
ing the farmer, this one who was so like 
that one that she had trouble telling them 
apart. Then, she had felt the pain of a 
lethal blow from a sledge hammer in the 
stomach; now all her insides were being 
yanked out by a brutal unseen hand. But 
there was no choice; she had t o  go. When 
the day of departure finally came, the 
farmer gave Amy some final words of 
encouragement. "You will find your fa- 
ther, if you really want to find him," he 
assured her, "Just think of him always. 
Do everything only in order to  find him 
and treat everyone who comes to you as 
though he were your father himself. 
There will be much help; you will see." 
Then Amy tore herself away from the 
farmer in the desert, and went back t o  
her own land to seek her father in her 
own home. 



HOME 

So  Amy came home, and lo, and be- 
hold, the old house that she had always 
loved which was located near her 
parents' dwelling looked especially in- 
viting to  her now and the huge carved 
front door stood ajar. When she went up  
to  it she noticed that there was a small, 
neat sign carved into the molding over 
the lintel above the door which said sim- 
ply, "I 'M YOURS." And with joy Amy 
took possession of her own house and 
closed the heavy door behind her. 

The first thing she did was explore 
every room in the place, every cupboard 
and closet, every crawl space and 
chimney corner. Walled-up passageways 
were opened up; nothing escaped her at- 
tention. Then she tore it all apart ,  to  
remove the darkness and dinginess of 
long disuse and make room for more air 
and light. Then she painted and plastered 
and patched and insulated until the 
whole building was transformed on the 
inside. And coming and going, working 
and resting, there was increasing joy ac- 
companying the pain in Amy's heart 
because she trusted that everything she 
did now would bring her closer to  her 
father. 

In the days that followed, Amy took 
great care to  follow the farmer's sugges- 
tions and directions. She did treat every- 
one who came to  her house exactly as she 
would her father and there was great 
sweetness in the task and great love. The 
more she saw people in this way the more 
the pain was assuaged and yet, it was not, 
for a glimpse now and then in a dream of 
that familiar, shining brow made her 
want to  see her father in his entirety and 
never again leave his side. 

As soon as she returned to  her own 
house, Amy was aware that her friend 
from the desert was often with her. The 
farmer would appear from time to  time 
to guide her further. He was stern and 

gentle by turn, but he was always very 
loving. And what a great comfort his 
presence was to  her, too,  because here, 
inside her own house, there was no 
longer any way to forget or  avoid the ter- 
rible pain. I t  seemed that everything that 
happened to  her served to  turn her 
thoughts toward her father until the 
longing to  see him was with her constant- 
ly, a part of her, like her breath or her 
bones; and there were days when she 
could hardly see to cook her simple little 
meals because of the tears streaming 
down, and could scarcely move from her 
bed because her yearning was so intense. 
Only in this way did all her thoughts be- 
come steadily trained on her father, on 
nothing but the hope of seeing his face 
again. 

Impatience goaded Amy into search- 
ing deeper and deeper into the most hid- 
den recesses of her own heart to discover 
why, despite all her efforts and all her 
suffering, she could not seem to find her 
father. And the day came when she 
found the cause; there was one small cor- 
ner of darkness in which she herself sat 
with her arms folded across her chest and 
her eyes tightly closed, saying, " I  don't 
want to  see him again. I want to stay here 
all by myself. I 'm fine just as I am."  In 
horror at the sight of a part of herself still 
in such a state of wilful and arrogant 
rebellion, Amy begged her friend the 
farmer to help her. And then her suffer- 
ing became greater than ever. Floods and 
floods of tears became her daily fare. I t  
was as though an enormous dam had 
burst inside her and all the thoughts 
about herself she had ever had. the mis- 
ery, self-pity. aspirations. self-deception, 
satisfaction, denigration and esteem, 
came pouring out of her. It was worse 
than being violently i l l  with an upset 
stomach, an illness which seemed to have 
no end. 

But one day, when there was no 

SANT RANI 



thought left at  all anywhere in her mind 
about herself and no part of herself 
hiding in any dark corner of her heart, 
whatever walls remained in the interior 
of her house began to dissolve until all 
that was left was one shining room, a 
room so vast and wide and long and high 
it seemed to have neither walls nor roof 
nor floor and yet it was surely a room- 
the golden nave of some unearthly cathe- 
dral-empty and filled with light; silent 
and filled with sound. Amy stood upon 
the threshold looking down the unending 
length of it and,  summoning all the 
strength and love and longing within her, 
she began to call out her father's name. 
Over and over again her cry went out into 
the glowing stillness, and then, without 
even knowing what she was doing, Amy 
began to run a s  though her feet had liter- 
ally taken wing. Down and down that 
hall she ran, calling and calling out that 
most precious name. The hall seemed to 
go on  forever but she didn't care. 

Abruptly the huge chamber did come 
to an  end and opened onto  a spacious 
meadow filled with flowers and tall 
grasses, butterflies and sunshine. And 
there in the middle of it stood her father, 
surrounded by some of his friends. A few 

of the faces were familiar to Amy-the 
farmer was there-but many were 
strange. All this Amy absorbed in a 
glance as she flew into her farher's our- 
stretched arms where he held her close 
against him for a long, long time. Behind 
him she was suddenly aware of a solid 
wall of sound, a waterfall of beautiful 
music similar to  rhar she had heard in the 
farmer's courtyard in the desert but far 
greater in volume and far more enchant- 
ing in melody. 11 was sound of such 
extraordinary power i t  cleansed rhe mind 
of all thought and riveted the allention 
completely on  itself alone. Even in her 
farher's arms she found herself straining 
roward i t  wirh the most intense longing. 
Then her farher hoisted her up  on his 
broad shoulder, like a very young child, 
and smilingly told the others rhar he was 
raking her away with him alone for a 
while. Amy's hear1 leaped with joy as he 
took a step backward in the direction of 
the beaurit'ul music. Bur rruly speaking, 
Amy didn't really carc what her farher 
said or  where he rook her. She was with 
him again, could feast her eyes on his 
matchless face again, and that was all 
that mattered. 



The Light of Kirpal 
Maharaj Kirpal Singh Ji 

Keep a Vigilant Watch 

S O M E T I M E S  we repress. It 5 like some- 
times a man exerts to get rid of his 

shortcomings, but that doesn't really rid 
him of his failures. It doesn't make him 
clean. 

Why exert; what for? There's no  ques- 
tion of exerting. At  least you came to  
know the shortcomings you have. Then 
try t o  weed them out. Keeping a con- 
stant vigilant watch over all your 
thoughts is what is wanted. If you fail 
five times today, try not to  fail more 
than two times tomorrow. Weed out one 
by one. That 's  only [accomplished by] 
watching. 

Moreover, you are not to  think in the 
negative way, "I am a sinner. I am a sin- 
ner. I have done such and such." That  
won't do .  You must try t o  reduce. "I am 
a sinner, well let me be sinner no more!" 
What did Christ say to  that lady who 
committed adultery? He asked the people 
what the punishment for that crime was 
in their law. They said that she should be 
stoned t o  death. "All right, if there is 
anyone who  has not committed that act,  
go throw a stone on her." Who  would 
dare? No one, Then he said to  her, "All 
right; d o  no more." This is what is 
wanted. Always brooding, "I am a sin- 
ner. I am sinner," won't do.  You are not 
a sinner; you have committed sin. You 
have besmeared yourself with filth. Wash 
it away. You are gold ore that comes 
from the mines. You are pure gold if you 
clean it [the filth] away. 

So 1 told you, God plus desires is man. 
Man minus desires is God. If you watch 
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yourself in that way for some time, you 
will have habit and habit will turn into 
nature. You won't dare to tell lies o r  
anything like that. 

You say we should be aware of our 
thoughts. If in meditation some thoughts 
come u p .  . . 

Why does something come up? Be- 
cause your attention is slackened. 

Yes. If in meditation, something 
comes up and we become aware of it, 
won't this slacken our attention more? 

Why does something come up? Be- 
cause your attention is slackened. I think 
these thoughts won't occur to  you if your 
attention is not slackened. Our  sub- 
conscious reservoir of mind is over- 
flowing in all these thoughts. Do one 
thing, wholly and solely. That is why I say 
in the meditation instructions, "Be fully 
engaged, constantly without a break. 
Look minutely to follow what is there." 
For that period, no other thought will 
enter in. It is only when you see wide, 
thoughts will come in. At the same time, 1 
told you not to  talk or think negatively, 
always positively. 

You are a soul. You are a child of God. 
You are micro-gods. You are of the same 
essence as  that of God. Only besmeared. 
You see? Wash it away. What you have 
done today, don't d o  tomorrow. A 
vigilant watch is required. Keeping the 
diaries means only that. Understand, 
once and for all. And that also won't d o  
sufficiently unless you then live it. 

You say, "Poison is poison, that will 
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kill me." You'll create trouble in your came to Him, "Master, I have committed 
stomach and all your veins. "Poison-I this sin; will You forgive me?" "ls there 
am eating poison!" Well, stop taking any anyone here who can take his burden of 
more poison. Whatever past poison tak- sin? Who? Nobody? Then do no more; 
en can be washed away. Do no more. Our do no further. Do Bhajan." So do no 
Master used to say always when someone more, please-that's all I can say. 

The Universal Light of God 
The Masters on Succession 

SWAMI JI MAHARAJ 
Whoever seeks the Satguru will surely 
find Him, for the Satguru is an incarna- 
tion eternally present on this earth. 

Sar Bachan 11: 208 

BABA JAIMAL SINGH 
During the same month, on a Thursday, 
one Sadhu Satsangi told Baba Ji that he 
was not prepared to accept anybody as 
Guru in His place. Baba Ji replied, "You 
people are not worthy of any Sa- 
viours. . . ." 

He further stated that whoever is ap- 
pointed by a Sant Satguru in His lifetime, 
to be His Successor, is in fact the Sarup 
(form) of the Sant Satguru Himself. . . . 

Then Baba Ji said that Sant Mat had 
not been understood by any of them with 
the exception of one (His Successor), and 
only He would be able to follow It with 
the Daya Mahr (Grace) of a Saint. A 
spiritually poor soul cannot know any- 
thing about It. 

A Satsangi then asked how could a 
Saint come into the physical self of His 
Successor. Baba Ji replied, "Like sugar 
in a glass of water. The color of the water 
does not change, but the taste is definitely 
improved." 

August 1903. Recorded by Bhai 
Jawala Singh. Spiritual Letters, 
pp. 130-3 1. 
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BABA SAWAN SINGH 
You may ask any questions you like; 

there is no restriction. Your question as 
to whom to look for guidance if the pre- 
sent Master goes out of life is very ap- 
propriate. The Master leaves the physical 
frame in its time like other people but re- 
mains with His devotees in the astral 
form as iong as the devotee has not cross- 
ed the astral form. All internal guidance 
will be done by Him and it is He Who will 
come to take charge of the soul at the 
time of death. And in case a devotee rises 
above the eye focus now and meets Him 
daily, he will meet Him inwardly there as 
usual. He will continue to discharge His 
inward duties of guidance as before, only 
He cannot give instructions outwardly 
for the simple reason that He has left the 
physical vehicle. The functions which 
could be performed through physical 
frame only will now be done by the suc- 
cessor. All outward guidance will be 
done by the successor and the devotees of 
the Master that is gone will love the suc- 
cessor no less. They will get the benefit of 
the outward instructions from the suc- 
cessor. Correspondence will be done 
with the successor and you will know 
who the successor is. 

From a letter to the Brocks, 
December 17, 1925 



A Satsangi from Quetta inquired as to  
whose form he should contemplate upon 
after the Master left his physical frame in 
case a Satsangi had not been able to  con- 
summate his contemplation of his Mas- 
ter's form. The Master indicated that 
when the mind and soul are concentrated 
and cross the sun and the moon regions 
together, the Satguru's form will then 
automatically appear. There is no  need 
to  get Initiation afresh from His suc- 
cessor. One should attend the Satsang of 
His successor and obtain HIS help and 
guidance as and when he is faced with any 
difficulty o r  hurdle in the midst of his 
spiritual practice. 

At  the time of the Satsangi's death, the 
Form of the Master who initiated him 
will appear before him, o r  sometimes the 
Successor's Form also appears, in other 
words, both the Forms simultaneously. 
The Master said that the Guru never dies. 
It is only His physical form that ceases to 
exist. Inwardly, the devotee continues to  
see the Form and receive the help and 
blessings of his own Master. Outwardly, 
the duties of explaining and clarifying the 
teachings are performed by the Suc- 
cessor. 

January 9, 1943, Rai Sahib 
Munshi Ram, With the 
Three Masters, Vol. I ,  p. 32 

MAHARAJ  KIRPAL SINGH JI 
Ages ago, Nature provided for us materi- 
ally and spiritually. Today the same un- 
changeable Law is operating and will 
continue to  d o  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. 

It is only through a living Master that 
we can contact the Almighty God within 
US. . . . 

* * * 
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, turn their backs. Those in whose 
hearts all noble sentiments are dead not 
only put all possible obstacle5 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 future for the 
spiritual benefit of man. T o  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. 

* * * 
Guru precedes God.  Such a person was 
Master Hazur Baba Sawan Singh Ji 
Maharaj, Who remained with His 
disciples for a great number 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 all 
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 re- 
placed by another. The same Power 
works and the same Light shines from a 
new bulb. . . . 

Man! Know Thyself, 1954 

Guru Nanak was Shabd personified. He 
changed His form and came as Guru 
Angad, who transformed Himself into 
Guru Amar Das, who in turn ,  rose into 
Guru Ram Das and passed into Guru Ar- 
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jan Dev. The Shabd personified con- 
tinued to descend until It took the form 
of Guru Gobind Singh, the Tenth Guru 
of the Sikhs, who clearly stated that He 
will live in the Khalsa-or pure ones- 
for all times. Of course, all Saints pro- 
mised Their continued existence for all 
times in the shape of Shabd. The "Khal- 
sas" then are the Word Personified, the 
Word in them and they in the Word. 

The Jap Ji, 1959 

As with the lighted candle, whose privi- 
lege lies not in its being an individual can- 
dle 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 carrying 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 were great indeed and worthy of all 
respect, but they were pre-eminently for 
their own time, and the task they ac- 
complished 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 living that 
which they themselves were. . . . 

The Crown of Life, 1961 

QUESTION: I wanted to know if the living 
Master continues to teach his initiates 
when he goes on and turns his work over 
to another Master? 

THE MASTER: The Master of the defini- 
tion that I have given you takes care of 

his initiates who have been put on  the 
Way. But, truly speaking, you become 
an initiate not by having only certain 
preliminary things. When you come 
within and see the form of the Master, 
the God Power manifests Himself in that 
form; . . . That is right. If you come up 
to that level and that Power talks to  you, 
well, no further guidance is required. 
Until then, you need guidance, you need 
help. By hearing His talks, you can solve 
certain problems or clarify something 
which is not very clear to  you. So you 
have to  have the benefit of attending the 
other Master who is on  the Way. He  will 
never direct you to leave the old Master, 
but H e  will help you to  come in contact 
with Him. 

December 13, 1963 (Sat 
Sandesh, November 1976) 

There is always food for the hungry and 
water for the thirsty. A babe that was 
born five hundred years ago was pro- 
vided by Dame Nature with milk from 
the mother's breast; and so  was the case 
with one who came into the world a thou- 
sand 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 matters also. 

For the aspirants before the time of 
Guru Nanak, or  in this age, or  hereafter, 
Nature cannot but provide the means of 
satisfying their aspirations. 

T o  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 incorrect. 

Godman, 1967 

So Springtime is upon us now; there will 
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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 
awakening all around. . . . 

-"The Coming Spiritual Revo- 
lution," Dec. 1972 (Sat San- 
desh. March 1973) 

DISCIPLE: 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, i f  a friend of yours 
goes away today, he comes in another 
robe another day. What difference does 
i t  make?" Clothes may be changed but 

That won't. These are very delicate 
points. . . . 

-"You Are Dealing in Dia- 
monds," Aug. 8, 1974 (Sat San- 
desh, April 1976) 

QUESTION: I Once read that your Master 
Sawan Singh had in a previous incarna- 
tion 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," 

Aug. 14, 1974 (Sat Sandesh, Oc- 
tober, 1975) 



A Prisoner's Story (Continued from page 12) 

suffering, so that by sufferings, a long- 
ing for the Master may be created and the 
upward journey be made easier. He 
knows best how to save His fallen disci- 
ples and gradually pull them to Him in 
Sach Khand. 

Now that I am in prison, I am learning 
my lessons well and developing my love 
for the Master. Because I try to 
remember the Master I don't even feel I 
am in jail; the jail is like a boarding 
school for me. I a m  being served with 
vegetarian diet and have been given a 
single cell where I can d o  my meditation 
without disturbance, all by the grace of 
Master. 

Sant Ji also comforts me in my 
dreams. He  is so loving. When I first 
heard of Master Ajaib Singh I knew He 
was the perfect one, the one my Master 
has entered into, my Master's successor. 
The second time I had His letter and after 
I finished reading it I became intoxicated 
and when I closed my eyes 1 saw Master 
Ajaib and then He changed to Master 
Kirpal and again changed to Himself 
with Master Kirpal standing behind him. 
This happened in the house of one of 
Master Kirpal's representatives, and I 
told this to him, before I went to jail. 

When I was arrested I wrote to tell 
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji, and this was His 
reply to me: 

12 June 1978 
Dear Samson, 

I have received your letter and I was 
very shocked to hear about your being in 
jail. I am in pain as you are because when 
the disciple is in trouble Master also feels 
the pain. 

I am very sorry to  learn from your let- 
ter that being a disciple of Param Sant 
Kirpal Singh Ji, Who is the owner of all 

creation, you did this bad thing for 
which you are paying now. 

You should have known that Master 
Who is within us cares about us more 
than we d o  and He always gives us the 
things which are good for us even with- 
out asking for them. 

Anyway, whatever has happened don't 
remember it. Instead remember Master 
Who can help you. 

I send my love and best wishes and 
suggest you to remember Him as much as 
you can. Always keep yourself attached 
with Him. 

With all His Love, 
AJAlB SINGH 

Other letters from Him to  me: 

29 June 1978 
Dear Samson, 

I have received your loving letter and 
noted its contents. 

Now you should spend every possible 
minute in Master Kirpal's remembrance 
because He  is that power Who made us 
free from the terrible prison of mother's 
womb. 

Without His help we would not have 
been able to come out from it. 

After every death all other souls have 
to go in that prison. 

But we are fortunate ones that He has 
made us free from that jail. I f  you will 
remember Him day and night, I am sure 
that He will save you. 

Do Simran as much as possible. 
My best wishes are with you. 
I have written to  Sant Bani Ashram, 

America, to supply you with pictures and 
magazines. 

1 send all my love and best wishes to 
you. 

With all His Love, 
AJAlB SINGH 

January 1979 



11 August 1978 
Dear Samson, 

I have received all your three letters 
and noted their contents. 

I am very sorry to  learn from your last 
letter of 28 July 1978 that you have been 
sentenced for two years of imprison- 
ment. 

I have very much sympathy with you 
but what can be done? We have to  pay 
for the actions we have done knowingly 
at any cost. 

You should be happy in Master's will. 
I understand and can say for sure that 

Master has helped you a lot and you 
should be grateful for it. 

I would like to advise you that you 
should now devote all your free time in 
His remembrance. Even while you are 
working you should remember Him. 

I am sure H e  will help you still more in 
your condition. 

You should know that I am a slave of 
Master Kirpal. One who is attached to  
his Master will take others also to  Him. 
You should not be confused if you feel 
attached to  me. But when you meditate 
you must contemplate on the form of 
Master and not on anybody else's. 

Regarding your dream you should 
know that Master Power always helps 
and consoles the disciples. 

I have written to Sant Bani Ashram, 
America, and they are sending you the 
pictures. 

I hope by the time you get this letter 
you will have received them. 

If not, please write them giving them 

my reference and you will get them. 
Don't be disappointed. 
Accept everything happily as every- 

thing is in Master's will. 
I send all my love and best wishes to  

you. 
With all His love, 

AJAIB SINGH 

13 September 1978 
Dear Samson, 

I have received your loving letter of 
24th August and have noted its contents. 
Now you should forget everything about 
your past and utilize your time in 
Master's remembrance. Whatever you 
have done in the past, that results in 
physical pain and brings bad name to 
you and your Master, so from now on- 
wards be determined not to  repeat it. 

Now as long as you are in the prison 
you should d o  so much Simran so that 
your soul may get purified and you may 
become a good man. 

Regarding the sound which you hear 
without plugging your ears, I would like 
to say that you should listen to  it with full 
devotion. Gradually it will grow stronger 
and pull you up.  

I am glad to  know that you have 
received some literature from Sant Bani 
Ashram. Make the best use of time by 
keeping your mind in His sweet remem- 
brance. 

With all His love, 
Yours affectionately. 

AJAIB SINGH 

SANT BANI 



"Saints, who are the true and ardent lovers of the 
Supreme King, do not like that the worldly people should 
enter into their Satsang and cast their shadow on their 
disciples. That's why they love slander and calumny. It 
plays the part of the watchman and keeps such people 
away from them." 

SWAMI JI MAHARAJ 




