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RUSSELL PERKINS

WE LEFT GHANA early in the morning of June 9; the Satsangis
accompanied us to the airport and again had arranged every-
thing for the Master’s comfort and convenience. He gave darshan in
the early morning sunlight on the steps of the VIP Lounge until the
plane was ready to go, then was driven directly to the airplane. We
flew to Lagos, Nigeria, where we had a four-hour wait for our trans-
Atlantic flight to South America. One dear one from Ghana and two
from Nigeria accompanied us to Lagos; there we were joined by a
fourth satsangi, and the efforts of all of them, plus the very kind
helpfulness of the brother of one of the Nigerian satsangis, who is an
airlines official there, combined to make our stay in Nigeria an ab-
solute delight. A first-class waiting room was placed at our disposal;
a delicious vegetarian meal was prepared specially for us; our hassle
with the luggage was rendered as easy and smooth as possible.
Throughout our stay there the attitude and actions of our African



The estate in Quito

brothers was that of devoted sevadars.
The Master was very pleased with them,
posed for pictures with them and gave
them a lot of love. It was a very sweet
time.

ECUADOR

QuiITO, JUNE 12—This is our second full
day here in this spectacularly beautiful
country high in the Andes Mountains.
We are situated in a wonderful little
estate in a tiny village in a valley just out-
side the city and about a thousand feet
lower—Quito being eight thousand feet
high. The city is beautiful, clean and
unusual—the fruit of a very vital com-
bination of Spanish and American In-
dian cultures. There are many many peo-
ple of American Indian extraction here,
including many Satsangis, and it is
another mark of the universal appeal of
the Masters that there are so many native
Americans in the Sangat. One of the
most beautiful things about this tour is
witnessing the impact of the Master on so
many people who look so different out-
side but are exactly the same within.
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We arrived at Quito mid-afternoon
Tuesday, June 10, after two grueling
flights, the first across the Atlantic and
the second across the South American
continent, broken by a night in Rio de
Janeiro. I hope that everyone who has
prayed so hard for the Master to come to
their place does not take His coming for
granted, but appreciates Him to their
fullest capacity; although His health re-
mains excellent and His strength extra-
ordinary (He is, even physically, stronger
than the rest of the party put together),
the fact is that this tour is a great sacrifice
on His part. Constant traveling may
sound like fun, but it is terribly draining.
He is coming wholly and solely because
He loves His children, both old and new,
and that is all.

Our greeting at the sweet airport in
Quito was very loving; a group of Sat-
sangis, including the local leader, Paul
Williams, were at the airport to greet us,
and we were brought immediately to this
lovely estate, something out of an old
book, which is owned by Paul Williams’

Continued on page 14
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The Shadow of the Naam
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

That Way, of which the miles can-
not be counted—

The Naam of God will serve as the
provisions there.

VERYBODY has to travel a road or way
E after his death, and we have no
idea how long that road is going to
be. We make all sorts of arrangements
when we are about to take any worldly
journey; first of all, we find out how far
that place is where we are going, and how
long we will have to travel; we take
money with us and food also. We say,
“This is what we are going to spend on
the way.”” But when we die, there is a
journey in front of us which we all have
to make; but we don’t make any prepara-
tions for that journey, because we don’t
know how long it is going to be.

What is that which we can take with us
when we leave this world? Nothing. We
won’t be able to take our body, which is
very dear to us now; we won’t be able to
take our wealth; we won’t be able to take
whatever name and fame we have gained
in this world. All will remain here. Only
one thing will go with us: Shabd Naam.
Guru Nanak says, ‘“When you go on the
journey after death, on that journey you
also need something to spend on the way.
What is that which you can spend? What
is that which you can take? Only your
meditation on Shabd Naam.”’ Medita-

This discourse, on the second half of
the second ashtapadi of Guru Arjan’s
Sukhmani, was given in Sant Bani
Ashram, Rajasthan, on October 18,
1979.
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tion on the Shabd Naam is the only thing
which can be spent on the journey after
death.

The Way, which is pitch dark,
Will be lit by the Naam of God.

The journey after death is full of dark-
ness; and our light—our radiance—is not
going to do us any good, because we
don’t have any light. But if we have
Naam, and if we have collected the earn-
ings of our Naam, that will work as a
light on that path, and it will help us walk
on it.

On the Way where no one knows
you—

There the Naam of God will be with
you, as a true friend.

When we come from America to India,
we don’t have any problems—because
we know people here. We meet the dear
ones whom we know; before coming
here, we cabled our friends that we were
coming, so they come to meet us. On the
way back also we tell our friends or rela-
tives when we will be back, so that they
will be there to receive us. At both ends
we have people who know us and who
are waiting for us, so we don’t have any
problem. But the journey which we are
going to take after our death—as
Guru Arjan says, ‘“Who is there who
knows us?”’ At the end, after death,
when we will have to take that journey,
there is nobody there who knows us. You
know that one who has a proper ticket,
and all his papers ready, only he is al-
lowed to go on a flight, only he is allowed
to go through all the authorities, and
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only he is allowed to enter into any coun-
try. But if we don’t have a ticket or
papers, nobody will allow us to go
anywhere.

In the same way, when we have to
leave this world, this home, and go to
another place, if we don’t have proper
arrangements—if we don’t know any-
one, and if we don’t have proper ‘‘tickets
and papers”’—nobody will allow us there.
The meditation of Shabd Naam is the
visa we need to enter into that country.

We know that a visa can be issued only
by a high authority. Ordinary people
cannot do it. In the same way, only the
Masters can issue us a visa for that place.
Paltu Sahib says, ‘‘Whatever work is
done in the court of the Lord, it is all
done by the Master Saints.”” Whatever

work is done in the court of the Lord, as
far as liberating the soul is concerned, is
all done by the Masters.

The Way, where there is terrible and
unbearable heat—

The Shadow of the Naam of God
will be on you.

Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say that in
the inner world, the Negative Power has
created many pillars which he always
keeps heated, and they are so hot that if
we were to bring even one of them into
this plane, we would feel the heat
throughout the whole world. He used to
say also that those who do not remain
within their limits in this world—the
women who do not remain within their
limits, and the men who do not remain
within their limits—are made to embrace
that heated pillar, and in that way are
punished by the Negative Power. A per-
son becomes very happy when he is doing
bad deeds, but when he is being punished
by the angels of death, it gives too much
pain. When a person who has done bad
deeds is being punished by those angels,
he feels thirsty and asks for water. But
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there is nobody to give him water. If he
has Naam with him, however, he will get
the shade of that Naam.

The fact is, though, that one who
has Naam will never be allowed to go
with the angels of death; but those who
are not accompanied by Naam, they
have to go with the angels of death and
they get whatever punishment they
deserve.

O, my mind! Where the thirst will
torment you,
Nanak says, there the Naam of God

will shower the rain of nectar on
you.

When the angels of death punish a soul
who has done bad deeds, they ask him,
“Why did you do those things?’’ At that
time, the soul suffers a lot. But if we have
Naam, we do not have to go through that
suffering. If one has Naam, he gets a
shower of nectar after death, which only
the soul can taste.

Kabir Sahib says that this body is like a
pitcher which is full of water—one day it
will break. Those who do not have
Master as their protector are plundered
on the way. Before they even get to the
Lord of Judgment, they are plundered.
When a soul is being punished by the
angels of death, and feels thirsty and
asks for water, the angels of death say,
“You can have water, but you will have
to pay for it with the good deeds which
you have done.”” At that place, nobody
takes your bad deeds; only your good
deeds are taken, because you only get the
benefit of your good deeds and you have
to suffer the reaction of your bad deeds.
So his good deeds are given up to the
angels of death, in asking for water and
things like that, and he is plundered
along the way. When he gets to the Lord
of Judgment, he doesn’t have any good
deeds left; so according to his bad deeds,
because he is supposed to suffer the reac-
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tion of his bad deeds, he is punished by
the Lord of Judgment also.

But if we have the Naam with us, and
if we are initiated by a Master, then we
do not have to go through all this.

Naam is the only thing the devotees
have to deal with,
And it resides within the Saints.

Whatever work the Masters are doing in
this world, is regarding the Shabd Naam.
Where is that Shabd Naam? It is residing
within the Master. Guru Nanak says,
“Whether They are sitting or They are
standing, whether They are asleep or
awake, They are always resting in the
Naam.”’

The Naam of God is the support for
His servants;

Through the Naam of God millions
have been liberated.

Some people seek support from their
relatives, some people seek support from
their children—they expect that when
they grow up they will give them sup-
port—and some people even seek sup-
port from their parents. But Saints and
Masters—Those Who are the Beloveds
of God, Those Who are the real devotees
of God—are always aware that the real
support is only that of Naam and that
there is no support except that of God
and of Naam.

Saints are not the only ones who get
liberation through the Naam. Those who
come to the Saints, and get Naam from
them, they also can get liberation, no
matter if they are millions or billions in
number. History shows that many peo-
ple have gotten liberation after getting
Naam from the Saints. But for that—
Kabir Sahib says, ‘“The love that we had
for the Master on the very first day we
met Him—if we could maintain that love
for Him, what is the question of our own

liberation? We could liberate millions of
other souls.”
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Saints sing the praise of God, day
and night;

Saints earn the medicine of the
Naam of God.

Saints and Mahatmas, the Beloveds of
God, always sing the praise of God. And
they are aware that Naam is the only
medicine—the only cure—for all the
problems of this world.

The devotees of God have the trea-
sure of the Naam of God,

Which is given to them by the Su-
preme God Himself.

Saints have the treasure of Naam. Who
has given them that treasure? The
Satgurus, the Masters of the Saints, Who
are one with the Supreme God, have
given the treasures of Naam as a gift to
them, after showering them with grace.

Their mind and body are colored in
one color—

Nanak says, Such devotees get the
divine knowledge of discrimina-
tion.

The Saints’ mind is dyed in the color of
Naam; their body is dyed in the color of
Naam; they do not wear dyed robes or
dyed cloth to show people that they are
dyed in the color of Naam, but it is still
true that their whole being is dyed in that
color. Generally, people have this thing
in their mind: that only by wearing cer-
tain colored clothes can they get God.
Some people think that by wearing
saffron-colored clothes they will find
God; some people think that by wearing
rosaries and other things they will find
God.

Guru Gobind Singh says that by im-
itating we can influence the people of this
world, but in the end, the Negative
Power will cut us with scissors, as paper
is cut. Even then he will not be content;
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ultimately he will throw us into Hell—as
we throw pieces of paper into the fire.

In order to teach a lesson to His
disciples, Guru Gobind Singh once put a
skin of a lion on a donkey, and He left
the donkey in a place nearby His fort.
The next day, when people went outside
of the fort and saw that there was a lion
there, they all became afraid, came back
into the fort, and told the Master that
there was a lion there. This went on for a
few days, and eventually everybody was
sure that there was a lion outside of the
fort, and they all stopped going outside.
But Guru Gobind Singh knew that it was
not a lion, because He Himself had
planned it, and He said, ‘‘All right; I will
do something about him.”’ So after a few
days, Guru Gobind Singh told the people
to come along with Him, and to bring
guns and bows and arrows. He fired one
shot, and hearing it, that donkey who
was wearing the lion-skin became afraid,
and he ran back to where the other
donkeys were. When he saw his donkey
brothers, he made the same kind of noise
as they were making. When the person
who was taking care of the donkeys saw
that he was not a lion, but really a
donkey, he removed the lion-skin at once
and again started using him as a donkey.
When the people saw that he was a
donkey and not a lion, they felt ashamed
and said that they were cheated—be-
cause they couldn’t recognize it as a
donkey—and it was very shameful for
them.

But Guru Gobind Singh said, ‘‘Don’t
worry about that. I wanted to teach you a
lesson. I wanted to show you that even
though you put the skin of a lion on a
donkey, he is still a donkey. In the same
way, though you put colored clothes on
your body, you cannot change your be-
ing. Just by wearing colored cloth and
pretending to be a great soul—a great
Mahatma—you cannot be a Mahatma.
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If you don’t have love for God, if you
don’t have devotion for God, if you have
not done the meditation, then you may
wear colored clothes, you may do any-
thing outwardly to show that you are a
Master, but still you won’t be one.”’

For the devotees of God the Naam
of God is the path of liberation.

For the devotees of God, the Naam
of God is the means of quenching
their thirst.

Now we, the worldly people, do many
repetitions and perform many austerities
and other kinds of worship in order to
get liberation. But the Beloveds of God,
the real devotees of God, are aware that
real liberation lies only in meditation, the
practice of Naam. Because they know
that, they meditate on Naam, and they
get liberation from it.

The Naam of God is the beauty and
color of the devotees of God;

By meditating on the Naam of God
obstacles can never come.

The form of the Saint is the form of
Naam; the color of the Saint is the color
of Naam. Whatever is of the Saint is of
Naam; and one who is doing the medita-
tion of Naam, no obstacle can come in
his way, and nobody can stop his prog-
ress.

The Naam of God is the honor of
the devotees of the Lord;

The devotees of God get glorified by
meditating on the Naam of God.

[ have seen many times that when people
tried to garland Master Kirpal in order to
praise Him and give Him worldly
respect, He always took the garland and
instead of allowing them to put the
garland around His neck, He would put
it around their neck. In that way, He
would give respect to the people who
wanted to give respect to Him. Many
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times I have seen that when people
wanted to throw flowers on His head, He
would not allow them to; instead He
would take flowers from the basket and
throw them on the heads of the people
who had come to respect Him. The point
is that Saints never give any importance
to worldly fame or worldly respect,
because it is not going to go with us.
They don’t give any importance to it,
because They know that the real fame,
the real praise, is gotten at the Court of
the Lord. That is why they never allow
people to give them name and fame, and
they don’t give any importance to it:
because this name and fame only re-
mains as long as this body is in the world,
and many times it doesn’t even remain as
long as that. The worldly people do not
waste any time in praising someone, and
when they want to withdraw their praise
and start defaming, they don’t waste any
time then either. Many times we have
seen that one day a Master, or anyone, is
appreciated and praised, and people even
print his words and pictures in the news-
paper; but after a few days, we find that
the same person is being criticized by the
same people, in the same newspaper, and
in the same magazines, and those who re-
spected him so much a few days before
are criticizing him now.

So this name and fame and all these
things do not go with us, because they are
only a concern as long as our body is
here; and sometimes not that long. The
Masters understand this, and They know
that the real name and fame, the real
respect which we may get in the Court of
God, will only be due to our meditation
of Naam, and that is why they emphasize
doing the meditation of Naam.

Union with the Naam of God is the
enjoyment of the devotees of the
Lord;

By meditating on Naam, one never
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suffers from any pain of separa-
tion.

People of this world are involved in
pleasure, and for them, pleasure is
everything. They don’t see anything be-
yond it. What is the pleasure that the
Masters have? Uniting themselves with
Naam.

The devotees of the Lord always re-
main in the service of the Naam
of God;

Nanak says, “Even gods and god-
desses worship Them.’’

Guru Arjan Dev Ji Maharaj says that
even Brahma, Vishnu and Shiva, the so-
called creators of this creation, and
thirty-three crores* of gods, according to
the Hindu mythology—even all these are
worshiping the One Who has connected
Himself with Naam, has mixed Himself
with Naam, has absorbed His being into
Naam, and has manifested Naam within
Him. All these gods and goddesses are
worshiping Him. Even the angels of
death bow down in front of Those Who
do the devotion of the Lord.

The devotees of the Lord have the
treasure of Naam—

In which the wealth of God has been
given to the devotees by God
Himself.

If Masters have any real treasure, it is the
treasure of Naam. God has graciously
given them that treasure, and it will never
come to an end, no matter how much
wealth from it the Masters may give out
to the world. It will never come to an
end.

The devotees of the Lord have the
powerful support of God;

The devotees of the Lord do not ac-
cept any support but the Glory of
God.

* 1 crore equals 10 million.



The Saints, the lovers of God, have only
the support of God, and They do not
seek any other support.

The devotees of God are absorbed in
God as the warp and woof;

And being intoxicated by the Naam
are in Sunn Samadh (deep medi-
tation).

Such lovers of God are absorbed in God
as the cotton is absorbed in the thread.
The cotton itself is cotton, but it takes
the form of a thread; all its cotton-ness is
in that thread. In the same way, God and
the Beloveds of God are absorbed in each
other.

The devotee of the Lord, who medi-
tates on the Naam of God always,

Such a devotee becomes manifest
and cannot be kept hidden.

One who meditates on Naam twenty-
four hours a day, who has merged
himself in Naam for always, cannot re-
main un-manifested. Even if people want
to hide Him, He cannot remain hidden—
He always manifests. When the sun rises,
it gives light to all creation; it rises for
everybody in this world. There are some
creatures, like owls, that do not believe
in the existence of the sun, because when
the sun is risen they do not open their
eyes to see it; but even for them, the sun
is risen. In the same way, those Mahat-
mas Who are doing the meditation of
Shabd Naam preach Shabd Naam in this
world. They manifest Themselves here
and They preach Shabd Naam. But there
are many manmukhs (those who obey
their mind) in this world. For them, the
existence of the Masters doesn’t have any
meaning, because they can neither see
nor understand the glory of the Masters.
For them, it doesn’t make any difference
whether the Master exists or not.
Mahatma Chatardas says that once all
the owls got together just to discuss
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whether the sun exists or not. After
thinking it over, they came to the conclu-
sion that, ‘‘There is no sun. Whatever
people say about the sun is false.”” The
oldest owl, on reflection, said, *‘If there
was any sun, I would have seen it—be-
cause I am older than anybody else in this
court! But I have never seen the sun, so it
is obvious that it has never existed.”’ One
swan was listening to this meeting, and
he said, ““If you want to see the sun, you
should get up early in the morning and
see the rays of light which come from it;
and then you will believe that there is
something which gives light to this
world.”” When he said this, the bats and
other animals who also did not believe in
the sun started laughing at the swan and
said, “‘He is lying. There is no sun! If
there was a sun, we would have seen it.”’
So, looking at their attitude, the swan
thought it was better to keep quiet. And
Mahatma Chatardas says that this was a
unique court in the three worlds—
where people did not believe in the ex-
istence of the sun. The oldest owl is he
who has read many books and has a lot
of intellectual knowledge and argues,
saying, ‘‘I have read all these books and
know all this, and if God was within
man, [ would have gotten it; I have more
knowledge of God than anybody because
I have read many books.”’

The devotion of God liberates
many—

Nanak says, ‘‘With the devotee of
God, many swim across.”’

The Beloveds of God do the devotion,
and They are liberated. Innumerable
others—you cannot even count them—
get liberation by catching hold of such
Beloveds of God. All those who get
Naam-initiation from Them are liber-
ated.

The Naam of God is the Parijat tree;
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The singing of God’s glory is the
Kamdhenu cow.

It is said that there is a tree in the heavens
called Parijat; go and sit under it, and all
your desires will be fulfilled. And it is
said that there is a cow in the heavens
called Kamdhenu and if you drink her
milk, all your desires will be fulfilled.
But if you are doing the meditation of
Shabd Naam, all your desires can be
fulfilled without all this; just by
meditating on Shabd Naam.

The story of God is the best of all
stories;

By hearing the Naam of the Lord all
pain and sorrow vanish.

The story of Shabd Naam is the best
story of all. The discussion of Shabd
Naam is the best discussion—because by
hearing the discussion or the story of
Shabd Naam, and by meditating on
Shabd Naam, our pain is removed. What
is the greatest pain? The pain of birth
and death. And only by hearing the
Shabd Naam is this pain removed.

The glory of Naam resides in the
heart of the Saints;

Due to the glory of Saints, all sins
depart.

Only the Saints know the importance of
Naam, and only They know the glory of
Naam. And only because of the Saints,
the angels of death do not come near the
one who is protected by the Saint; be-
cause the Power of Naam is such that the
angels of death cannot come near one
who has It.

The fortunate ones get the company
of Saints.

The meditation on Naam is the ser-
vice of the Saints.

Only those with very good fortune have
the company of the Saints and Masters.
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And when we go in Their company, and
when we start serving Them, They tell us
to do the meditation on Shabd Naam.
And when we start meditating on Shabd
Naam, by Their grace, we start taking
advantage of being in Their company.

Kabir Sahib says, ‘“‘One moment of
Lord Indra is more than twelve months
of a well; and one moment in the com-
pany of a Master is more than the Simran
of fifty years.”” He says that if Lord In-
dra, who sends rain to this earth,
becomes pleased and showers rain only
for one moment, he can send more water
in that moment than we could get from a
well if we took it out for twelve months
continuously. And if we spend even one
moment in the company of a perfect
Mahatma Who has done the meditation
on Shabd Naam, it will give us more
benefit than we could gain by sitting in
our homes and doing Simran for fifty
years.

There is nothing else equal to Naam,

Nanak says, ““Only a few devotees
of the Lord get Naam from the
Gurumukh.”

There is nothing which is equal to Naam.
No repetition of any mantra, no wor-
ship, no reading of any holy book—not
even performing austerities—is equal to
the practice of Naam. But the question
is, where can we get that Naam? We can-
not get it from any temple or mosque or
any other religious place. Earlier I have
said that this Naam has made its resi-
dence within the Saints, and we can get It
only if we go into the company of Saints.
and only if the Saint is gracious on us.
Bulleh Shah was a Kazi—a priest—in a
mosque of Lahore, and his father also
was a priest in the same mosque. Bulleh
Shah was a learned, intellectual man,
and had read many holy scriptures and
other books. He had a lot of knowledge
from the books. But it so happened once
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that he met an initiate of Inayat Shah,
who was an illiterate farmer. That in-
itiate told Bulleh Shah (because he knew
he was a sincere seeker), *“O brother,
why do you always shout so loud when
you are calling God? You should go and
meet my Master, Inayat Shah; He will
break the seals of your ears so that you
can hear the Divine Melody within you,
and He will make you meet that God
Who is within you.”’

When he heard that, Bulleh Shah went
to see Inayat Shah, and he said,
‘“Master, I have come here to know God.
Tell me something about Him. I have
come here to realize my own Self, to
realize God Who is within me, and I want
you to teach me that.”’ Inayat Shah was a
farmer, and at that time He was
transplanting onion secedlings. He was
taking them from the nursery on one side
of the garden and planting them in their
permanent place on the other side. He
thought, ““If I give him any examples
from any of the holy books it won’t do
him any good, because he already knows
them all and he has not received anything
from them.”” So He said, ‘“O Bulleh,
what difficulty is there in receiving God?
It is a very simple thing. Just cut off your
mind from the world and take it towards
God, just as I am doing with these onion
plants: I am taking them from one side
and putting them on the other side. In the
same way, divert your attention from the
world to God. It is a very easy thing.”’

Often I have said that the coming of a
lover soul to the Master is like the coming
of dry gunpowder in contact with fire.
Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say that if
one wants to learn spirituality he has to
become like a five-year-old child, even if
he has a master’s degree. Bulleh Shah has
also said, ‘O brother, now stop reading
all these books, because one word of
Love is enough for realizing Him.”’

When Bulleh Shah got dyed in the
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color of Naam——when he got initiation
from Inayat Shah—people opposed him,
because he was a Sayyed; and the Sayyed
caste is a very high Muslim -caste.
Sayyeds are venerated by the Muslims
because they are thought to be very holy.
And Bulleh Shah’s Master, Inayat Shah,
belonged to a caste called Arain which is
considered very low by the Muslims. So
when the people heard that Bulleh Shah,
who was a Sayyed, had become a disciple
of an Arain, they started criticizing him.
But he didn’t care. When people start
criticizing Sadhus, they become strong
within themselves, and they say, “‘It’s all
right if you criticize me, because my
desire is to meet God, and I will just keep
doing this work.”” When people criticize
a Sadhu, they take on any sins or bad
qualities that he might have, and give
their good deeds to the Sadhu. That is
why when Bulleh Shah was criticized, it
didn’t bother him; he accepted it as a
blessing because, in that way, people
were purifying him.

In fact, he wanted them to criticize
him more; so he gave them more oppor-
tunities to do so. He went out and bought
some donkeys, and started living with
them.* Because he belonged to that very
high caste, when people found out that
he was living with donkeys, they said,
“Look at Bulleh! He has gone mad! First
he left his high caste, and became the
disciple of a low-caste man; and now
what is he doing? The donkey business!”’
So people continued to criticize him.

Then it so happened that a poor man’s
wife was kidnapped by a very strong
Pathan,** and that husband was told by
some of Bulleh Shah’s opponents, ‘““Go
to Bulleh Shah, because he is called a
great Mahatma; beg him to help you, so

* Dealing with donkeys was not a proper occupa-
tion for a Sayyed.
** Pathans are war-like people of northwest India
and Afghanistan.
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that you can get your wife again.”” They
were playing a joke on Bulleh Shah; but
when that poor man came to him, he
begged him to do anything which would
bring his wife back. So Bulleh said, ‘‘All
right; go and look in that city and see if
you find anyone singing or dancing in the
streets.”” So that man went and came
back, and said, ‘“Yes, there are some
dancers there.”” So Bulleh Shah went
there and joined them: he also started
dancing. When people saw that one who
was once a Kazi, a very holy man of the
city, was dancing in the streets with or-
dinary dancers, they again started criti-
cizing, saying, ‘‘Look at this man—he
has really gone mad! He is doing all sorts
of things which are bringing a bad name
to his family and to the city also.”” But he
didn’t care about that. So he danced and
sang, saying: ‘A Sadhu with donkeys is
calling you from the Street of Mango; O
wife of this poor one, if you hear my
voice, come out and go back to your hus-
band. If you are sleeping wake up. O
brother, thus the grain is separated.’’ He
said that with a lot of attention—Godly
attention—so that the wife of that poor
man was attracted by that sound, and she
came there. He told that poor man, ““All
right, now take her.”

But people were surprised to see this
also, and they again started criticizing,
saying ‘“‘Look at this man! Now he is
even attracting women!’’ But still Bulleh
Shah didn’t care. Eventually word of the
criticism was sent to his father also,
because he was a Kazi and a man of
reputation. He was told that his son was
bringing a bad name to the family and a
bad name to the religion. The father of
Bulleh Shah was a very old man—he
couldn’t walk without the support of a
stick—and he became upset and said,
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“All right, | will go and teach him a
lesson!”’ So with much pain and hard-
ship, he came to where Bulleh Shah was
dancing and singing; in one hand he was
moving a rosary, and in the other he was
carrying his stick. When he came there,
Bulleh Shah thought, ‘“Today I should
not leave my father also. I should dye
him in the color of Naam.’”’ So Bulleh
Shah gave him His attention, and when
He showered grace upon his father, his
father also realized the glory of Naam.
But before He showered grace on his
father, Bulleh Shah sang this hymn: ““All
life long this old man has moved the
rosary, but still he is not able to do
anything. O brother, now 1 will show
him how the grain is separated!’’ So
when He gave all his attention to him, he
also became intoxicated with Naam, and
he started dancing with his son.

So when all the people saw what had
happened to both the father and the
son—that they used to be the holy people
of that town and now both of them were
just singing and dancing without any
worry about their reputation—they
started criticizing them both. But the
father didn’t bother about the criticism,
because he too was now realizing the
Naam. Instead, he sang this hymn: ‘‘The
parents whose sons are dyed in the color
of Naam, how can they remain without
the color of Naam? O brother, today I
have learned how the grain is
separated!”” When Bulleh Shah saw that
his father was also intoxicated in Naam,
and he was also dancing with him, all his
fear of worldly criticism and all his wor-
rying about name and fame and worldly
shame went away; and both the father
and the son, without bothering about
people’s criticism, were dancing in the
intoxication of Naam.
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On Tour With the Master

continued from page 2

son and graciously turned over to the
Master for the duration ot His stay. The
Master held Satsang briefly that night,
put everyone in meditation the next mor-
ning, saw a stream of people during the
day, then saw everyone together infor-
mally in the late afternoon, and
answered questions. (There are about fif-
ty people here, including fifteen or so
from Colombia and two from the United
States.) Some of the questions and
answers follow, based on notes taken on
the spot:

One man asked, ‘““What are the re-
sponsibilities and obligations of an in-
itiate?’’ The Master replied, ‘“‘The re-
sponsibility of every initiate is to come to
the eye center by repeating the Five
Names, and collect the scattered atten-
tion at the eye focus. The student first
has to go to school by himself; once he
gets there, the teacher can teach him. In
the same way, we have to reach the eye
center; once we are there, the Master will
take us up.”’

Another man asked, ‘“What suffering
does the Master have if a disciple doesn’t
do what he should?”’ Sant Ji replied with
great compassion that the Satguru Power
has patience and long arms—He waits
for a disciple to improve himself. He
added that just as a father becomes sad
when his child doesn’t obey him, so it is
with the Master. ““But don’t think the
Satguru is only a human being. When He
gives Naam, it is His duty to take the soul
to its Eternal Home, and He always per-
forms His duty. Seeing faults, He
doesn’t only become sad—He also helps
the disciples to improve.”” He added that
the seed planted by the Master in the
disciple never goes to waste, giving the
example of farmers in the old days in Ra-
jasthan (before the canal system) who
were totally dependent on rain: they
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sowed their seeds, hoping it would rain,
and sooner or later, whenever the rain
came, the seeds burst into life. ““The
reality is that Saints give us Naam
because They are gracious, not because
of our merits.”’

Someone asked, ““If there are people
better than us, why haven’t they come to
the Path?’”’ The Master replied, *“You
know that in this world not everyone has
the same kind of beauty; not everyone is
in the same health; not everyone has the
same amount of wealth. There may be
better men than you, but if it is not writ-
ten in their fate they will never come to
the Path.”

Another person asked, “If one’s
Master dies, does one have to get re-
initiation from His successor?’’ Sant Ji
said, ‘“‘For the initiate, the Perfect
Master never dies; He is always waiting
for us at the third eye whether He has
died physically or not. The only dif-
ference His departure makes is that we
can no longer have His physical darshan.
Disciples in that condition can have the
company of the perfect Master Who is
working after Him in His Name, and in
His company can have the blessings of
the Master.”” He gave the example of one
gardener planting the seed and another
watering it, and said that there is no dif-
ference between the Master and one
working after Him with His permission,
quoting Guru Arjan: ‘“The Light is the
same, the practices are the same, only the
body has changed.”’

In response to a question on how much
to tell non-initiates about the Path, He
said that we could tell them the basic
principles of the theory but He empha-
sized that we must never teach them how
to meditate. He added that we must
always be loving and never impose our
ideas on others. ‘“Those who are sup-
posed to come will come by themselves

Continued on page 18
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Continued from p. 14

even if no one gives them information. [t
is the work of the Master. He Himself
searches for and collects all His
disciples—it makes no difference if one
lives far or near.”

A man asked if he had an obligation to
get his family initiated, and Sant Ji said,
‘I just said it is the work of the Master.
But a satsangi should set an example to
his family members.”’

Another dear one asked, ‘‘Is any sin so
great that you lose your initiation?’’ He
said so lovingly, ““No. You will definitely
get punishment for your sins; but you
will never lose your initiation.”

Last night the Master held Satsang on
the hymn of Swami Ji Maharaj on ‘‘The
Thieves of Meditation.”” [t was as stern
and solemn a discourse as He has yet
given on the tour. He was awesome—
very much like Christ as pictured in the
Gospels, particularly when addressing
the Pharisees and in many passages of
the Gospel of John. The whole discourse
was a solemn warning of the conse-
quences of frittering one’s life away.

This morning He gave initiation to
twenty persons in a beautiful session,
with Dr. Molina reading the instructions
in Spanish. Five out of the twenty saw
the Master’s Form and all were con-
nected to the Light and Sound within
them.

This afternoon He saw another stream
of people in private interviews, then gave
darshan to everybody while the people
sang bhajans. This evening He gave a
short but very beautiful Satsang on
another hymn of Swami Ji Maharaj, em-
phasizing the necessity of remaining in
the will of God. He told a number of
stories, including one of Baba Sawan
Singh when His 32-year old son died: He
declared that by the grace of His Master,
Baba Jaimal Singh, He did not feel even
a trace of sadness. Further, He did not
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bring His son’s body to the Dera (His
ashram at Beas) because He was afraid
that Bibi Rukko, who was living there
and who had been Baba Jaimal Singh’s
housekeeper, would plead with Him to
restore His son to life, and He preferred
to remain content in the will of God. It
was quite a wonderful discourse.

FRIDAY THE 13TH—May all days be as
lucky and auspicious as this one! This
morning the Master called me into His
room. He was sitting on a chair. Next to
Him was a table with a lamp on it. The
light from the lamp was shining on the
wall behind it and, in exactly the same
way, the light from His head was shining
on the wall behind Him! [ have often
seen His light reflected on the wall
before, but seldom if ever to this extent.
He was very beautiful.

He spoke to me very seriously, instruc-
ting me to make Anurag Sagar top prior-
ity work while we are in South America
where I have less to do. He wants it
published as soon as possible. [ will do
my best. May it be good enough!

JUNE 14—We are high in the air over
the Andes Mountains on our way to
Bogota, and 1 am reflecting on the last
hours of our stay in Quito. By the time
we left, many more people than the
original fifty had turned up; I am not
sure where they all came from. The
Master gave an exceptionally sweet Sat-
sang last night—the room, packed to the
walls and overflowing out the door, was
floating on a sea of love. In the course of
His talk, Sant Ji compared worldly
pleasures and riches to a kind of parshad
that is prepared for the Festival of Holi
in India: the parshad is deliberately made
to look sweet on the outside but in reality
it is very bitter. So He said that the peo-
ple who don’t get the parshad are very
sorry, because they think they have
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missed out on something very good; and
the people who do get it are very sorry,
because it tastes so bitter. He said it was
the same with worldly pleasures and
riches.

This morning we left for Bogota. How
I wish I had taken a picture of the lovely
lovely people lined up on the airport roof
singing, ‘‘Sant Ji! Sant Ji! Sant Ji!”’ as
we crossed the blacktop to go to the air-
plane. These people have so much love
that they make me feel ashamed.
Twenty-three people (I think) are on the
plane with us, but many many more were
unable to come. God bless and protect
this beautiful country with its dear loving
people, who have met the living Master
with such love. We will never forget
Ecuador, that’s certain, as long as we
live.

COLOMBIA/BOGOTA

SANT BANI ASHRAM/EL BOSQUE DE
KIRPAL, JUNE 15—

O my mind, bow down before the
greatness of the Master

Who takes our hand so gently and
loves us so much.

O my mind, humble yourself before
Him Who knows you inside out,
And loves us more no matter how

disastrous our failure.

Oh my ego! Recognize your Master
and know your true worth—

Laugh at your own silliness and silence
yourself before His majesty.

Oh my fears and worries! Recognize
your own unreality and fly before
Him

Who has the universe in the palm of
His hand

And yet humbly comes as our Friend

Gently pointing the Way and nudging
us along it.

Like a sheep dog bringing home the
sheep,
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So the Master picks up His own—

Going here and there, even to the far
corners of the pasture,

Never resting until each and every one
is safely home.

Oh our heavenly Father! Jesus taught
us to pray to You, and so I did;

But never in my wildest dreams did I
know how kind You are!

I asked for You, and You gave me
You—

I asked for the universe and that’s
what I got!

I asked for the infinite privilege
of serving You,

And You gave me even that.

Knowing well that anv rock can do
Your service,

You saw my need and filled it.

Oh dear Father, soul of my soul, more
me than myself:

I have forgotten You so often, yet
You never forgot me.

My only prayer is this: Make my life
worthy of the grace You have given

me,
Expand my shallow capacity to hold
Your gift:
Take away my silliness, laziness,
triviality—

Keep my mind fixed on You forever.

JUNE 16—We arrived at this amazing-
Iy beautiful spot just outside the great
city of Bogota about noon on the 14th.
Many many people (I think about three
hundred) were lined up to great the
Master as He walked slowly and lovingly
by. Almost immediately He gave dar-
shan in the Satsang Hall, telling the dear
ones that He appreciated their love but
that it would please Him most if they
tempered that love with discipline. While
He was speaking I saw His body, which
was covered with His black coat, shim-
mer, turn gray, and, for a brief moment,
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disappear entirely, leaving His head,
which now looked older than old—thou-
sands of years old—floating in the air
while He talked. I had often heard of the
bodilessness of the Master, and in fact a
few nights ago Sant Ji had mentioned it
in Satsang in connection with Tulsi
Sahib; but I had never seen it before. It
has had a profound effect on me. His
body shimmered constantly—now being
gray, now disappearing—throughout the
wholc talk, not resuming its familiar
solid blackness until He folded His
hands to the sangat at the end.

That evening He held Satsang, and all
day yesterday He saw people in private
interviews. Every available minute is
spent in interviews, in an attempt to see
cveryone at least once before He leaves
here. He has taken no walks so far, nor
done anything superfluous even in the
tiniest degree: He has just served the
sangat. I hope, for the sake of His body
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at least, that He gets some time for the
walks that He likes to take before the
tour is over. So far He has not taken one,
anywhere on the tour.

Satsang last night, in a Satsang Hall
packed to the rafters, with many stand-
ing in the rear, was very beautiful, on a
hymn of Guru Nanak. He touched on the
identity of the soul with God, using the
image of the ocean, the wave, and the
drop: The ocean is God, the Shabda is a
wave of that ocean, and the soul is a drop
of the wave. Further, He said, when the
soul merges with God, They mingle
together just as water mixing with water.
There is no difference.

This morning at meditation He spoke
very seriously on the necessity of sitting
perfectly still, keeping our eyes closed
throughout, leaving off all worldly wor-
ries, and really withdrawing our atten-
tion. Now He is again seeing an endless
stream of dear ones in private interviews.
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Greeting the dear ones in Bogota

JUNE 16, IN THE EVENING—The
Master held Satsang tonight on two
hymns of Sehjo Bai, the well-known
woman Saint. He reiterated that God is
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not the property or reserved right of any
religion, country or sex: that people of
all religions and countries and both sexes
can and have become Masters. He said
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that the differentiation of sex vanishes
when the third plane is crossed and that
in reality there is only one male—God—
and that all the individual souls are
female.

In the course of the first hymn, He told
one of my favorite stories: of the cavalry
officer whose horse became thirsty, so he
stopped at a farm to ask for water. But
when the farmer worked the pump to
bring the water up out of the well, the
horse didn’t like the noise it made and
shied away. When the farmer stopped
working the pump, the horse came up to
drink—but there was no water. Finally
the officer whipped the horse and forced
it to drink despite the noise. And the
Master added, if we think that we can do
meditation only after all our problems
are solved and all our distractions are
removed, we are wrong: we have to learn
how to meditate through them.

After the Satsang, up at His house, He
spoke further about Sehjo Bai: He said
that just as Christ and Guru Nanak have
millions of followers today, so there are
many people in India who worship Her.
He repeated what He had said in Sat-
sang, that Master Kirpal had quoted
from Sehjo Bai’s bani many times in
Gurmat Siddhant, and said that She had
great love for Her Master, Charan Das.
He also said that when learned people get
together for meetings, they count it as a
great loss if they don’t get to speak; but
Sehjo Bai had a different idea (this re-
ferred to a line from one of Her hymns
which He had commented on in Satsang,
about the ultimate worthlessness of
learning.) He said, laughing so hard that
He could hardly get the words out, that
He had once attended a convention of
Sikh scholars and that one man who had
not been allowed on the platform wanted
to speak so badly that he climbed up over
the railing and began his speech. Some-
one covered his mouth and another
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pulled him bodily off the stage, and as he
was being hustled out, he was yelling,
“What kind of meeting is this that won’t
let me speak?’’ Still laughing, Sant Ji
said that every time He read that hymn of
Sehjo Bai He thought of that incident.

JUNE 17—From the home of Ignacio
and Maria Gutierrez, where I am staying
here in Bogota, to the Ashram is only a
brief walk, but it is a very steep one. You
come out of the house and start uphill:
there is a fairly long section of road, by
the end of which your lungs are already
bursting and your heart is pounding
(Bogota is 9500 feet high in the Andes, so
that as Sant Ji said in 1977, *“You get out
of breath turning over in bed here’’); but
then you make a sharp right turn and go
up a long flight of very steep and ir-
regular stone stairs, so irregular that you
have to put your full attention on your
feet every step of the way. Furthermore,
the middle section of the stairs is well-
watered by a brook that flows right
through it—so that in addition to being
steep and irregular, it is also slippery. At
the top of the stairs, when you feel that
you can’t possibly go on one step more,
you have indeed reached the Ashram: the
langar, the information booth, the Sat-
sang Hall, and many loving brothers and
sisters are right here. But if you want to
see the Master!—then you can’t rest con-
tent: you have to go up one more very
steep flight of steps to the very top of the
mountain, straining your capacity to the
utmost; there you find yourself in a scene
of marvelous, almost ethereal beauty—
green grass, hundreds of many-colored
flowers, trees, the Ashram and indeed
the city of Bogota at your feet. You are
standing on the porch of the sweetest lit-
tle house in the world; and inside the
house is He Whom you made the climb
to see. Yes, He’s really there: if you put
first things first, don’t get distracted,
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and climb all the way to the top, you will
definitely see Him. Is this not symbolic?
[ think it is symbolic . . .

This morning the Master gave Naam
to fifty-seven dear ones (plus six children
for the Sound only) at the Satsang Hall
here. Just before the initiation, one of
the sevadars came up to Him and said
there was a man waiting to be initiated
who claimed that he had the Master’s ap-
proval but he had no filled-out applica-
tion form to prove it. The Master said,
“Send him up.” When he came, the
following dialogue occurred:

THE MASTER: ““You didn’t say any-
thing about initiation when I saw you
yesterday!”’

THE MAN: “‘I decided afterwards.”’

THE MASTER [laughing]: ‘“‘Well, you
should have told me, also!”’

THE MAN [humbly]: ‘I come to you
with an open heart—"’

THE MASTER: “It’s all right; you can
have it.”’

Out of the fifty-seven, twenty-seven
saw the Master’s Form, wholly or in part
(two of them at a second sitting). There is
certainly a lot of grace being showered.
Blessed are those who catch it.

Immediately after the initiation, the
Master took a walk (His first one), down
the stone steps, the road, right back to
the Gutierrez home! There He sat in the
living room and talked informally about
a number of things for at least half an
hour. He spoke most movingly on how
blessed those places are where the
Masters have been, and yet how often
this is not recognized until long after they
are gone. He told several incidents from
the life of Guru Gobind Singh Who,
when the Moguls were chasing Him, was
often denied entrance to towns or forts
or homes because the people were afraid
of the Moguls. In each case, what the
people were afraid of happened anyway
(even though they had denied the Master
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entrance, their towns or homes were
destroyed by the Moguls) and the places
where Guru Gobind Singh camped out
(because no home would take Him) are
shrines and temples today.

He said that as a young man He had
visited all those shrines on foot, because
He had heard that one who does that
would get liberation. But when He told
Baba Bishan Das about it, He was very
disappointed to learn that it wouldn’t
help Him a bit.

He said that at the Golden Temple at
Amritsar there is a great deal of wealth
collected (the offerings of the Sikhs). But
if Guru Gobind Singh should return and
ask in Whose name all this wealth had
been gotten, He would be thrown out as
an impostor.

He spoke of Baba Sawan Singh Who,
He said, had struggled against very
heavy opposition from the orthodox
Sikhs, so much so that they built a gurd-
wara (Sikh temple) right in front of His
Dera, from where they broadcast propa-
ganda against Him day and night. He
said that when He was in the army He
was stationed for a while at Gobindgarh
in the Punjab, and that once Baba
Sawan Singh came to hold Satsang there
and the Sikhs came to meet Him waving
black flags. When He (Sant Ji) asked
them why they were doing that, they said
they didn’t believe in any living Guru.

These things reminded Him of Christ
(it is not difficult to see why) and He
commented that some people had spoken
to Him of the possibility of Christ’s
return; but, He said, ‘‘they didn’t realize
that the world has never been without
Christ even for one second.”

JUNE 18—Last night the Master held
Satsang on a hymn of Guru Ramdas, and
laid great emphasis on the work that
Masters do to make Themselves Saints.
This is of course the great paradox,
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which is a paradox only because of the
duality and Maya which envelops us here
in the lower worlds—that Saints come
already free but nevertheless take
Masters and work very hard on Their
meditations. Both are true, and from the
level of Sach Khand, I am sure that it is
not a paradox at all.

He told another favorite story of
mine: How when Master Kirpal came to
Rajasthan, He asked everyone if they
wanted to see God; and when they all
said they did, He told them to close their
eyes, and He put them in meditation. But
Sant Ji didn’t close his eyes! Someone
noticed and complained, and Master
asked him why. He said, ‘““You told
everybody who wanted to see God to
close their eyes; but I am already seeing
God with my eyes open—right in front of
me—in Your Form!”’ I never hear that
story without thinking of Blake’s lines:

God appears & God is Light

To those poor Souls who dwell in
Night

But does a Human Form Display

To those who Dwell in Realms of
day

May we never forget Who the Master
really is; may we never take Him for
granted, even a little bit.

JUNE 19—Children’s darshan yester-
day afternoon was held inside the Sat-
sang Hall; it seemed as though it might
rain, and the air was dark and damp. The
Master again congratulated the parents
on their children’s discipline, and the
children sang bhajans to him very
beautifully. An old man, an initiate of
Master Kirpal, who had arrived too late
for an interview, attended the children’s
darshan and as the Master was leaving,
was introduced to Him. Sant Ji greeted
the man very lovingly: “‘I am always hap-
py to meet a disciple of my Master. Do
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your Bhajan and Simran as much as you
can: He is waiting for you.’” The man
bowed low, in profound respect.

Last night’s Satsang—the last in Bo-
gota—was so charged that the Hall
almost took off and flew away. The
Master discoursed on a hymn of Swami
Ji Maharaj, and told the story of King
Gopi Chand—which I had not heard
since Master Kirpal Singh told it at
Bace’s Hall in Los Angeles in December
1963. (Of course, I have heard the tape
many times.) Gopi Chand left his
kingship to become a disiple of the Yogi
Master Gorakh Nath, and as his first
test, was sent back to his kingdom to beg
door-to-door from the very people who
had been his subjects. He did so, and the
people were very good to him; even his
wives gave him their jewelry, saying
““What is the use of all this without our
husband?’’ But when he reached his
mother, she said that all she had to give
him was three pieces of advice, namely:

1) Always live in a very strong fort.

2) Always eat only delicious food.

3) Always sleep on very comfortable

beds.
Gopi Chand protested vigorously that he
was a renunciate now (in fact, it was his
mother’s inspiration that had prompted
him to seek a Master in the first place)
and how on earth could he follow that
advice? But his mother explained:

1) The strong fort is complete sur-
render to your Master. You will have
many temptations, many people will
look up to you, will ask your ad-
vice—you will have to deal with all kinds
of difficulties, and the only fort available
to you is total surrender to your Master
in all humility and obedience. As Master
Kirpal said when He told this story,
““That’s a very strong fort, mind that!”’

2) Only eat when you are really
hungry. Then it will always be delicious.
We complain about food only when we
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At the Ashram in Bogota

arce not hungry. If we are really hungry,
even food that is ten days old will be
delicious,

3) Sleep only when sleep overtakes
you. Then even the hard floor will be the
most comfortable bed imaginable. Stay
up as long as possible doing your devo-
tions, and sleep only when it comes over
you by itself.

After the Satsang was formally over,
the Master gave a little talk to the Sangat,
thanking them for their cooperation and
love, and remarking at how pleased He
was at their increased discipline since His
last visit in 1977. It is true: the dear ones
here have shown the same combination
of love and discipline as the dear ones in
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Africa. Will He be able to say the same
about the North Americans?

Parshad was given out—it took a very
long time to distribute it, the hall was so
full of people packed in from wall to wall
and spilling out the doors—and then
after Satsang the Master saw the Board
of Directors (unta in Spanish) at His
house for about half an hour. He spoke
to them on many things, including the
necessity of maintaining the Ashram
with love, and of making certain that
everyone who goes to India to see Him
goes with the regularly-scheduled groups
(a constant theme at every stop); He also
dropped a hint that He may not be com-
ing back so soon, so that those who want
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to see Him should definitely work
toward coming to Rajasthan,

After the group left, the Master retired
to His room: a few minutes later came a
knock on the door. A young couple was
there: they just wanted to see the Master,
just once, just for a minute, before they
went. Could they? Pappu asked Him:
““Come on!’’ The door was thrown open
and a laughing Master, sitting on the
floor minus His turban, gave them exact-
ly what they wanted. They left ecstatical-

ly happy.

COLOMBIA/BUCARAMANGA

SANT BANI ASHRAM, JUNE 20—This
place is unbelievable! Four thousand feet
lower than Bogota, it nevertheless feels
like the end of the world, very much the
way that Sant Bani Ashram in Rajasthan
does. (Indeed, the signs everywhere state
that we are at ‘‘Sant Bani Rajasthan.”’)
Additional land has been acquired and a
new house for the Master has been built
with great love since our visit in 1977; but
otherwise this place remains the same
‘“‘strangely wonderful’’ spot that we ex-
perienced then. (‘‘Strangely wonderful”’
in Punjabi is ‘“Ajaib’’; and of all His
ashrams, perhaps this one comes closest
to the meaning of His name.)

But if the space we are in today is
strangely wonderful, no less so was the
time we were in yesterday—one of the
strangest of many strange days.

Our plane for Bucaramanga was due
to leave Bogota at 3:30 p.m., so we were
at the airport by 2—first having blessed
the home of Ervin Rojas and his
family—and the loving efforts of the
Satsangis here secured the VIP Room for
the Master to wait in. While waiting, a
young woman slipped quietly in, sat on
the floor directly in front of the Master,
and gazed up at Him. Juan Pablo
Lizerazo, a Satsangi who works at the
airport and who was extremely helpful
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this day, explained that she worked with
him and ‘‘just wanted to see the
Master.”” Sant Ji looked into her eyes
steadily for some time, when she sudden-
ly asked *‘if this was an interview?’’ The
Master laughed and said, ‘‘If you like:
how much are you able to understand?’’
Then He said, ‘“If you have any ques-
tions to ask in your interview, you are
welcome.’” She shook her head—“‘No. It
is greater than I can express.”” A little
later two young men arrived for the same
purpose.

Then, at ten minutes past three, we
received word that the plane was delayed
—it would not be leaving until five! (It’s
about a forty-minute trip.) What to do?
Somehow or other, things so worked out
that nine of us, plus the Master, found
ourselves in two cars heading for a park
not far from the airport. Once there, He
led us to a grassy spot, made us all sit
down, and proceeded to give us a talk
that was so purposeful and direct that it
was hard to believe that the whole day
had not been planned around it—al-
though it was ostensibly only a reaction
to the plane’s delay, which of course
could not have been foreseen. At any
rate He spoke to us (all of whom are or
could be in a position to do seva) very
bluntly on the need to meditate, the great
blessing that service to the Master is
(‘‘because whatever He takes, He pays
for”’), and the tricks that mind plays on
us to prevent us from reaping the fruit of
either. He told of an initiate of Master
Sawan Singh who was a low-caste
woman and very poor; she was also mar-
ried into a family where no one was initi-
ated, and who gave her a lot of trouble
because of her spirituality. But, Sant Ji
said, she went very far within.

One day she went to see Baba Sawan
Singh to tell Him her difficulties and,
because she was obviously low-caste and
very dirty, the sevadar on duty refused to
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The impromptu Satsang at the park




let her in. But the Master Himself came
out and told him to let her in; then He
asked if she had any problems in medita-
tion. “‘No,”’ she said, ‘I don’t have any
problems in meditation because 1 go to
Daswan Dwar. My problems are all on
account of my family and the hard time
they give me. They don’t like me to
meditate.” ‘It is good for you,”’ said the
Master. “‘It is because of their opposi-
tion that you value your meditation so
much and have done so much with it. If
things had been easier for you, you
would have taken it for granted and not
worked so hard.”

He spoke too of the sacrifice that seva
entails, and how no sacrifice is too much
if it is done for God. He was awe-
inspiring and I felt, as I always do when'
the Master reveals more of His power
than usual, silly and trivial.

Back to the airport just in time to catch
the plane; most of the Satsangis had gone
that morning on an earlier flight, at the
Master’s request, but there were maybe

July 1980

twelve or fifteen accompanying us.
Take-offs and landings are very steep up
here in the Andes, and the Bucaramanga
airport is at the top of a mountain, high
above the city, so that the plane more or
less lands sideways—very suddenly. We
arrived at the Ashram in twilight, to find
the Satsangis lined up to meet the
Master, singing ‘‘Sant Ji! Sant Ji! Sant
Ji!” very beautifully. He walked slowly
down the line, looking deep into the eyes
of each one. The line was so long! There
seem to be more people here than in Bo-
gota. Can that be true? He held Satsang
after dark to the light of gasoline
lamps—as in Rajasthan—and to the
sound of pouring rain; many people
stood outside in the rain; peering intently
in through the windows. The Master
noticed this and requested everyone to
squeeze tighter and let everyone in. They
did; but even so there were some who
didn’t get in. Nevertheless they stood
stock still in the pouring rain, not giving
up one second of darshan.
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JUNE 21—Last night it started raining
again just before Satsang. This time
almost everyone got inside—the squeez-
ing was more efficient—and the Satsang
was very powerful, on the curious inver-
sion of values in the Kali Yuga—so that
those who genuinely come from God are
ignored, driven away, troubled in
various ways, or put to death (and then
worshiped after death), while those who
do not come from God are given great
honor. He told a story about Guru
Nanak (Who, at various times in His life
was given great trouble by various peo-
ple) going to visit a sadhu who claimed to
see to the top of the three worlds. The
sadhu used to sit in state, with his eyes
closed and a vessel in front of him to
receive donations. Every so often, he
opened his eyes to make sure that the
vessel was still there. When Guru Nanak
arrived, He observed what was going on
and told Bala, one of His companions, to
take the vessel and put it behind the
sadhu. When the sadhu opened his eyes
and saw that the vessel was gone, he was
terribly upset; and Guru Nanak said,
““Look here! You claim to see to the top
of the three worlds, and you can’t even
see behind you!”’

He quoted Baba Sawan Singh as say-
ing that it was democracy that had made
it possible for the Masters to do Their
work unhindered in this age.

This morning He gave Naam to
twenty-three persons, seven of whom
saw the Master’s Form.

This noon He went again to the langar,
riding in Abel Parada’s jeep over the top
of the mountain (it’s a hair-raising ride, I
assure you) to the other side of the
Ashram here. So many happy faces! As
the jeep pulls in the dear ones crowd
around, so much so as to impede the
jeep’s progress at times. When He gets
out to go down to the langar, they press
in on Him so tightly that He keeps disap-
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pearing from view—and those who are
accompanying Him cannot keep up with
Him without a great deal of pushing and
shoving. A little scary, if it’s your job to
stay with Him at all times! Nevertheless,
there is a lot of love here, and the Master
appreciates it. Down at the langar, He
personally examines all the food—mak-
ing it parshad—Dblesses it, and climbs
back up the mountain, giving the dear
ones darshan for the second time. Then
back into the jeep and along the moun-
tain top to His house, where He has been
seeing people all afternoon in private
interviews—more than a hundred a day
in Colombia.

JUNE 23—Satsang on the night of the
21st was very powerful (they are all
powerful but this was more powerful) on
the futility of living in the past and ab-
solute necessity of coming to the living
Master in order to achieve liberation.
The hymn of Swami Ji Maharaj that He
was commenting on was very long, and
so was the discourse—Iong but intensely
interesting; Sant Ji stopped after an hour
and a half with much of the hymn not
touched—He stopped because the trans-
lators’ throats, after a solid day of trans-
lating private interviews, were giving
out. His throat was in excellent shape.

Yesterday morning a beautiful group
meditation, filled with sadness at the
thought of the coming separation, fol-
lowed by a morning full of interviews;
then a poignant farewell satsang with
parshad, a last meeting with leaders of
the Bucaramanga sangat on the future of
the Ashram, the trip to the airport,
where several hundred people—more
than a hundred flying to Bogota with us,
the rest to say goodbye—then off to Bo-
gota, where we are now awaiting the
plane to Miami and the next chapter.

* * *

Our farewell to Bogota was gentle and
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sweet: hundreds of Satsangis were there,
but their intense love was again tempered
by self-discipline; and the indefatigable
efforts of dear Juan-Pablo Lizerazo and
his wife Zayd once again made our wait
at the airport and our exit from Colom-
bia as pleasant as possible. As we left,
many devotees came up one by one to the
Master and bade Him goodbye with
folded hands, in an oddly touching series
of movements that almost seemed as if
they had been choreographed. Among
the dear ones was the young woman who
had come to see Him just a few days
before while we were waiting for the
plane for Bucaramanga; she folded her
hands, looked into His eyes, and said
goodbye with so much love—just as
though she were initiated. 1 was re-
minded of an incident at the Bucara-
manga airport as we were leaving there:
Juan-Pablo had arranged for us to have
a private room there also, this time
through the efforts of a young woman
named Gladys who worked at the airport
there. Gladys, it turned out, knew very
well who the Master was, and had at-
tended Satsang and been on the vegetari-
an diet in the past; still she had not come
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to see Him. Juan-Pablo explained: ‘*She
had decided not to take Initiation; but
now that she has seen You, she wants it.”’
Sant Ji laughed: ‘‘You would not come
to me, so I came to you: you should
understand that.”” She nodded, looking
into His eyes: ‘I decided not to ask for
Initiation because I had resumed eating
meat—"’ The Master said: “Well, you
have had ample time to enjoy eating
these things; now it is time to meditate.”’
She answered very seriously, ‘“‘Yes.”” She
was a great help to the Master, even ac-
companying us onto the plane.

I think the most impressive phe-
nomenon that I have observed on the
Tour so far is the continual demonstra-
tion of the two-way street of love. I know
that I have mentioned this before, but
because it recurs continually I am com-
pelled to keep noting it: no doubt *‘it is
He Who first loves us—our love is recip-
rocal,”” as Sant Kirpal Singh Ji used to
say, but the more reciprocity there is, the
greater the field for the Saint’s love to
play on. I have seen this many times with
both Masters Kirpal and Ajaib, but it is
especially evident on this tour.

TO BE CONTINUED
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