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The Christmas and

New Year’s Message
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

December 2, 1983
Dear Ones,
AY ALL of Master’s love and grace be on you at this
time of Christmas and the New Year, and always.
God is such a merciful one that He sends Himself in the
form of man to rescue the poor suffering souls from this
world. He came as Christ—Whose birthday we now
remember —and He guided the people of that time to the
True Path of Love. He decreed, as all Masters have,
“Maintain the Love for the Lord! Be humble! Share with
others! Turning your back on lust, anger, and greed, keep
kindness, truth and contentment.” And His disciples who
kept His Words were the happy ones.

When Jesus left this world Christ Power never died
but continued to come again and again. What can be said
about the Glory of such a one? Beloved Emperor Kirpal
came and showered His Grace on us, and still He is doing
that. In this new year we must develop real humility, true
respect and love for the Master, and faith in the Master.
These are the important elements for our journey in Sant
Mat. If we have all these with us, no one can stop our prog-
ress on this Path. That is why I pray:

O my mind, look at the Beloved Kirpal! He who
had the darshan of the Master drank the cup
of Amrit Naam.

O mind, become determined to have the support
of Kirpal. Whoever made his Master sit in
his heart finished the Cycle of Eighty-Four.

O my mind, keep the love of the Master for His
glimpses. Within whose heart the Love of
the Master will come, for him the door of
Sach Khand will be opened.




O mind, memorize the hints of the True Master.
In a moment He removes the pains of the
suffering ones.

The Ocean of Love cannot be stopped. When He
showers Grace the Lord liberates in a
moment.

The story of the Love of the Master cannot be
told. What praise can I sing of the True
Beloved? Tell them, O Ajaib, of the glimp-
ses of Kirpal!

With all His Love,
Yours affectionately,
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The Servant of God
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

True God was in the beginning, True
One was after the creation was
created.

The True One is now also. Nanak
says, The True One will also be in
the future.

N TtHIS chapter, Guru Arjan Sahib

tells us that by our meditating it has
come in our experience that there is one
thing which has always remained: Truth.
Ever since the Creation was created, and
even before that, that particular thing has
remained: Truth. Before this Creation
was created, that very Truth existed, and
when the Ages started coming into
existence —when the world was created —
in the Golden Age Truth was there,
in the Copper Age it was there, in the
Silver Age it also was there, and in the
Iron Age Truth continues. Truth means
that which always remains and which
never comes to an end, which is never
destroyed. That which is always perma-
nent and is never destroyed, that can be
called the Truth. God is the only thing
Which can be called as the real Truth,
because He never ceases, He has never
come to an end, and He will never come
to an end. Before this Creation was
created that God was present in this
world, He existed, and now also the same
God is existing. It is not that before,
somebody else was ruling as God — some-
body else was working as God —and now
there is somebody else who is working as
God. God has always remained the same,

This discourse on the first half of
Ashtapadi 17 of Guru Arjan’s Sukhmani
was given in Rajasthan March 1, 1980
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He has never changed, and He will never
change. No one can make God, but God
can make the Creation. As God has made
the Creation, no one can establish or
form God, because God can establish and
form the people.

God’s feet are True, and True are
those who touch them.

The worship of God is True, and the
sevadars are also True.

The feet of God are true, and those who
reside at the feet of God in their heart,
they also are true. They remain perma-
nent and are not subjected to destruction;
they also are indestructible. The glory of
the feet of God is very great; it cannot be
described. In the bani of Swami Ji Maha-
raj He says, “When the Feet of my Master
came in my heart, He awakened my sleep-
ing karmas and He made me have good
fortune.”

The darshan of God is True, and
True are those who obtain it.
The Naam of God is True, and True
are those who meditate upon it.

The darshan of God is True, and those
who are having the darshan of that God,
they also are true, they also blend with
God. As a drop of water dissolves in the
ocean—it becomes ocean—in the same
way, those who go and have the darshan
of that Truth, they also become the True
One. The Naam of God is also True, be-
cause the Naam of God has created the
divisions and the grand divisions of this
Creation and all this Creation is sup-
ported by Naam.



God Himself is True, and all that He
supports is True.

God is a good quality and He Him-
self is full of good qualities.

Guru Arjan Dev says that God is the
Owner of all the qualities and He has
taken on all the qualities. What is the
quality which He doesn’t have? What is
the good thing which He doesn’t have?
Everything belongs to God and He is the
Owner of all the qualities.

The Shabda is True and the utterer
of it is also True.

The Surat is True and True are those
who hear the Sound of God.

His Shabd never changes, It always re-
mains the same. Coming from Sach
Khand, He is reverberating in our fore-
head, and It always remains the same, It
never changes. The soul, being of the
same essence as that of God, is also per-
manent; it also never changes. As God is
immortal, soul is also immortal.

He, the Shabd Himself, takes on the
human body and comes and dwells
among us. It is just as if somebody’s son
has been lost and has gone in the com-
pany of the gypsies. If the father wants
to bring back the son who is lost, he goes
and lives among the gypsies, because the
son is not ready to listen to him because
he has lost his identity living with the gyp-
sies for so long. He doesn’t remember to
which home and to which family he be-
longs. So his father changes his form and
takes up the form of a gypsy and comes
and dwells among the gypsies. He tells
his son who he is and where he belongs,
and gradually he creates the desire within
him to go back to his home. And one day,
when the son obeys the father, he goes
back to his home.Who are called the gyp-
sies? Gypsies are the ones who don’t have
any permanent house. Today they may
have a hut here, and the next day they will
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go and live at some other place; they
always change their places. They always
change their occupation; they don’t have
any permanent occupation, they don’t
have any permanent residence. Our con-
dition is also like the gypsies’ because
sometimes we are taking birth at this
place, sometimes we are in this body and
sometimes in another body. And because
our soul doesn’t have a permanent place,
and our soul has forgotten its real abode,
that is, Sach Khand, our condition is like
the gypsies’ (condition). So our Father,
that Shabd, Almighty God, comes in the
human form and dwells among us, and
He tells us, “This is not your home, this
not your community, this is not your
religion —your Home is Sach Khand and
your community is of Sat Naam. Why are
you limiting yourself in these little tribes
and religions? Leave off the company of
these gypsies and go back to your Home.”

When we go in the company of our
Father, gradually the desire to go back to
our Home, Sach Khand, is created within
us. And God, Who has taken up the form
of a man and comes as the Master, when
He tells us about our Home, when He in-
itiates us on the Path which leads us back
Home, then gradually, by obeying Him
and following His commandments, we
also go back Home. When Masters come
in this world, they come to take the lost
souls back. They not only show the Path
to Home, but they also guide the souls
back Home and they are responsible for
taking the souls back. So right from the
beginning, they come and protect the
souls and, teaching them how to go back
Home, take them back.

One who realizes God also realizes
everything as True.

Nanak says God is ever True and
True.

The one who recognizes God and mani-
fests that God within him, he believes and
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he is convinced that there is some Per-
sonality, there is some Power, Who has
always remained the Truth. And ever
since this Creation began, or even before
that, that same Truth was existing.

He who believed the True form of
God in his Heart

Has come to know the root of all and
Doer of all.

Now he says that those who have mani-
fested God within them and those who
have recognized Him, and those who have
understood the Glory of God, they have
seen God as we are seeing the world with
our open eyes. For them, they don’t need
to close their eyes to see God, because
with their open eyes they see God. Kabir
Sahib says, “Now I don’t need to close my
eyes, and neither do I have to close my
ears, because with my open eyes I am see-
ing the beautiful form of my Beloved.”

In Canada, one Akali came to me in an
interview and asked me if I had seen God.
I said, Yes, I have seen God and I can
show God to whoever wants to see Him.
But since he was not a fortunate one—
because from where may the poor souls
bring good fortune? —he couldn’t say,
“Show me God.” Guru Nanak said,
“Understand the stories which the Saints
are telling to be true, because they speak
only of what they see with their eyes.”
Sadhus all say, “People talk about God
from hearsay, but I have seen God with
my eyes.”

He in whose heart the faith in God
has manifested,

The True Divine Knowledge is re-
vealed in his mind.

Who can see God and who can reach near
to God? Those who are doing the medita-
tion on Naam, they should have a heart
made of iron. Because first of all the faith
in the Master is very important and it is
required. Those who believe in the Master
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and those who have faith in the Master,
those who believe that their Master is
God, and those who have this much faith
in the Master, only they are able to mani-
fest God within them.

It is only because we have faith in the
pilot and the engineers who made the air-
plane that we surrender our precious life
to them, and we go and sit in the airplane:
because we believe, and we have faith that
they have done a good job and the flight
will take off correctly and moreover it will
also land easily and simply, and we will
not have any problem. Only because we
have faith in them, we surrender our life
to them. When in the world we cannot
achieve anything without having faith in
worldly people, then how can we expect
that we will realize God without having
faith in our Master?

He lives free from all fear
And gets absorbed in Him from
Whom he came.

Those who do the devotion of God be-
come fearless of the world because they
always understand that God is greater
than the world, and the world is not
greater than God. This is why they are
never afraid of anything and they become
fearless. Those who are doing the devo-
tion in such a way that they don’t under-
stand the world to be greater than God,
where do they go and reside? They go
and reside in the place from where the
soul was separated —they go back to Sach
Khand —and become One there.

As one thing is mixed in another
thing

It cannot be called separate from the
other.

When the soul returns to God, she blends
herself with God and becomes One with
God. After that, she cannot be separated
from God and there is no difference be-
tween the soul and God. Just as when
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water is mixed with other water it cannot
be separated; in the same way, the light
is blended with the Light, and both of
them become One and cannot be sepa-
rated. When you mix raw sugar candy
with milk, the color of the milk doesn’t
change but the taste of it changes; in the
same way, when the soul becomes One
with God its outward appearance doesn’t
change, but from within, that soul is
changed.

Only He who has discrimination can
understand this.

Nanak says, Man mixes with God
and becomes one with Him.

God also searches for the man who has
the desire to realize God, and is searching
for God. As Master used to say, “Nature
provides food for the hungry and water
for the thirsty.” So, when we have the
desire for realizing God, God showers
grace on us and brings us in the company
of a Perfect Master; He gives us the
knowledge of how to realize God, and
when we do the practices of realizing
God, we become One with God. So when-
ever we have any desire, that is always
fulfilled.

The servant of God obeys His
orders.

The servant of God ever worships
Him.

The servant of God who does the devo-
tion of God always accepts all happenings
as the will of God, whether pain comes
or happiness. He is always content in
whatever God gives him. And the servant
of God, the devotee of God, always does
his devotion to God as a priest performs
his duty well in the temple. As a priest
understands his duty, that he has to
regularly burn the incense and light the
lamp and do all the rites and rituals in the
temple, and he never misses his work, in
the same way the devotee of God, the ser-
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vant of God, also does his devotions reg-
ularly, without fail and without missing
even a day. The devotee of God doesn’t
meditate for one day and then give up for
many days. The devotee of God meditates
constantly and without missing it.

The servant of God has faith (in
Him) in his mind.

The ways of doings of the servant of
God are pure.

Now he says that the servant of God
has a firm belief and faith in God, that
whatever is happening in this world, that
all is happening in the will of God, and
not even a leaf can turn without the Will
of God. So whatever happens, he always
accepts that as the Will of God. And the
speech of a servant of God and his man-
ner of living and whatever he is doing —
whatever dealings he has with the world —
that all is very pure. Even in his dis-
courses, in his satsangs, there is no
adulteration; it is always pure.

The servant of God realizes the
presence of God.

The servant of God is dyed in the
Naam of God.

The servant of God always understands
that God is ever present with him and he
is always dyed in the color of God.

God nourishes His servants.
The formless One saves the honor of
His servants.

As the mother brings up her children very
lovingly, in the same way God also fulfills
all the needs of His disciple. As the
mother loves the children, in the same
way God loves all the disciples.

He on whom God showers His grace
is His servant.

Nanak says, God protects such ser-
vants with His every breath.

Who is the servant of God? Only he is the
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servant of God who remembers God with
his every single breath and who always re-
mains in His sweet remembrance. And
God also protects such a servant with
every single breath, We people think that
we are the ones who are protecting our-
selves and we are the ones who are tak-
ing care of ourselves, but the Mahatmas
whose inner eyes are opened know that
they are not the ones who are protecting
themselves and taking care of themselves.
God is the only One Who protects us and
takes care of us.

God covers His servant with a veil
He certainly protects his honor.

God always saves the honor of his servant
and protects him. You see how Dhru and
Prahlad were protected by God when they
were troubled and bothered by their par-
ents, How Prahlad was once thrown from
a mountain so that he would be killed, but
still he was protected by God. And how
he was made to sit in the fire and was told
to embrace the burning pillar, but in all
these places God came and protected him.
God always protects the ones who do His
devotion.

He glorifies His servant.
He makes His servant meditate on
Naam.

God honors His servant and He honors
His devotee. What is this honor? The
greatest honor which one can have is
when the devotee unites himself with
God. You know that all the honor and
praise and name and fame of this world
will remain here and nothing will go with
us. That is why God always gives the
greatest honor to His devotee, to His
servant —that is, by inspiring him to do
the meditation on Shabd Naam which
blends the devotee with God. By allow-
ing him to do this, He is giving him the
greatest honor,

There is faith in Naam, there is satisfac-
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tion in Naam, because there is no other
thing in this world which will go with us
except Naam. Guru Nanak Sahib says,
“Without Naam, you have no other com-
panion.” That is why you should meditate
on Naam to get liberation. Gurumukhs
take advantage of Naam and they take the
gift of Naam with them, but the man-
mukhs waste their human birth here,
since they don’t have the Naam.

He Himself preserves the honor of
His servant.

No one knows His condition and
limits.

God always saves the reputation and the
honor of his disciples at all places, and
only such a devotee, only such a servant
of God, can understand the conditions
and limits of God.

No one comes up to God’s servant.
The servants of God are the highest
of the high.

If anyone imitates the devotee, the ser-
vant of God, he always gets defeated,
because the position of a devotee of God
is very high; he is the highest of all, he
is higher than the highest, and he resides
in Sach Khand. That is why, if anyone
imitates him, that person is always de-
feated because he has not yet become a
devotee of God, and he is not able to
understand His real glory. Guru Nanak
Sahib also says that people imitate those
who have reached Sach Khand, and in
that way they always see defeat. We peo-
ple imitate those who have reached Sach
Khand, but since we have not yet become
the devotee of God, we do not do all the
things which the devotees of God are
doing.

Once a street dancer went to a mosque,
and there he saw that five people were
performing the worship of God. He asked
them, “What is the advantage of doing
this namaz?” So they replied that by do-
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ing this in the mosque, by worshiping
God, one gets the radiance of God on the
face. So they told him how to do that
practice, and they told him that before
doing it, he should either wash his hands
and feet with water or if water is not
available he could do that with sand.

That street dancer had the habit of us-
ing alcohol, so late in the night he became
drunk, and he slept. Next morning when
he got up, it was very cold and he didn’t
want to use any water because he was
afraid that his intoxication would go
away, and moreover it was cold. So he
remembered that if he could not wash
with water he should wash his hands and
feet with sand, so he rubbed his hand on
the ground. But there was a chapatti pan
which was upturned there. So instead of
getting the sand on his hand, all the soot
of that chapatti pan got on his hand, and
he put that on his face and on his hands.
And after performing that worship, he
went back to sleep.

When he got up in the morning, he
asked his wife, “Look at my face and tell
me — has the radiance of God come here
or not?” So she replied, “I don’t know
what the radiance of God looks like, but
if it is black, it has come in abundance.
If it is not black, it means that the ra-
diance which you had of yourself, that
also has gone.”

So our condition is also like that. We
don’t know how to get the radiance of
God, and we think that by enjoying the
worldly pleasures, by drinking wine and
doing all the bad things which we are do-
ing, we will still realize God and get His
radiance on our face. And that is why we
imitate those who have realized God. But
God cannot be achieved like this. For
achieving God, one has to give up all the
bad things, one has to give up all the
worldly pleasures, and do the meditation
of Shabd Naam. Shabd Naam is the only
means by which we can realize God.

10

He whom God makes do His seva,
Such servant becomes known in the
ten directions, says Nanak.

By showering His grace, whom does God
make His devotee, His servant, and make
him do the meditation? No matter in
which community or religion he is born,
by doing the meditation on the Name of
God, he becomes popular, he becomes
known, in all the ten directions. In all the
world he is glorified and everybody
knows that he is the devotee of God.
Christ did the devotion of God. And
now, even though he was born two thou-
sand years back, still, all people in every
corner of the world are remembering his
name with love and devotion. In the same
way, Prophet Mohammed, no matter that
he was born in Arabia long ago, still, peo-
ple remember him and know his name
throughout the world. In the same way,
Guru Nanak and Kabir, even though they
were born in a very small place (the atea
was not very well known at that time, and
in those days there were no good means
of transportation) still, how many people
remember their Names with sweet love
and devotion for them. In the same way,
our Master Sawan and Master Kirpal,
even though they were born in India, is
there any place where people don’t
remember them? Is there any place where
people don’t know about them?
Everybody is singing, “Sat Guru Sawan
Shah, You are ruling over my heart!”
Whenever the Saints and Mahatmas
come in this world, they don’t rule over
any particular place, they rule in the
hearts of the devotees. They always rule
in the hearts of the devotees, and that is
why, no matter if they leave the body,
after leaving the body, as long as this
world is here, their name will always be
remembered, because they put such a
mark of love on the hearts of the people.
Kabir Sahib was born in a very low
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caste of weaver, and in those days in India
there was the problem of untouchability
and of the low and high caste system.
That is why, in the Iron Age when Kabir
came into this world, he didn’t go to many
places, he didn’t visit many places. He
spent his time only in Kashi, were he was
born, and in his surroundings. The king
who was ruling in India at that time,
Sikander Lodi, ruled over the whole of
India. Now no one remembers him, but
Kabir Sahib is remembered everywhere,
even though he didn’t visit many places,
and people are remembering him even in
the West.

The small ant in which He puts His
powers

Can reduce the armies of millions of
men to ashes.

If God puts His Power even in an ant, a
little ant, that can (also) reduce to ashes
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millions of armies. If God puts His Power
in any man, he can do anything. Because
everything is in the hands of God and
God can do anything He wants. Master
Sawan Singh Ji used to say that within the
Saint some Power is working. Then he
used to say that we cannot call that thing
a “power,” because a power can be
measured and power can be spoken of in
quantities, but the thing which works in
the Saints, that is beyond any measure-
ment and cannot be called “power.” It is
more than “power.”

He whom He does not want to be
deprived of life

He protects him by holding out His
hands to him.

Even if the whole world is the enemy, and
even if the whole world is hating you and
wants to kill you, if God has His hand on
you, no one can do any harm to you.




The Hymn of the Pearl
The Apostle Thomas

This extraordinary document is a section
of an early esoteric Christian book called
“The Acts of the Apostle Thomas.” The
song (although written in prose here, it
is a song in the original) is sung by the
Apostle (identified in this book as the
twin brother of Jesus) while in jail in
India. The symbolism is clear throughout:
note especially the beautiful image of the
Master as a letter written by God. This
version of The Hymn is taken from The
Gnostic Religion by Hans Jonas.

When [ was a little child and dwelt in
the kingdom of my Father’s house and de-
lighted in the wealth and splendor of
those who raised me, my parents sent me
forth from the East, our homeland, with
provisions for the journey. From the
riches of our treasure-house they tied me
a burden: great it was, yet light, so that
I might carry it alone . . . . They took off
from me the robe of glory which in their
love they had made for me, and my pur-
ple mantle that was woven to conform ex-
actly to my figure, and made a covenant
with me, and wrote it in my heart that I
might not forget it: “When thou goest
down into Egypt and bringest the One
Pearl which lies in the middle of the sea
which is encircled by the snorting serpent,
thou shalt put on again thy robe of glory
and thy mantle over it and with thy
brother our next in rank be heir in our
kingdom.”

I left the East and took my way down-
wards, accompanied by two royal envoys,
since the way was dangerous and hard
and I was young for such a journey; I
passed over the borders of Maisharn, the
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gathering-place of the merchants of the
East, and came into the land of Babel
and entered within the walls of Sarbug.
I went down into Egypt, and my compan-
ions parted from me. I went straightway
to the serpent and settled down close by
his inn until he should slumber and sleep
so that I might take the Pearl from him.
Since I was one and kept to myself, I was
a stranger to my fellow-dwellers in the
inn. Yet saw I there one of my race, a fair
and well-favored youth, the son of kings
(lit. “anointed ones”). He came and at-
tached himself to me, and I made him my
trusted familiar to whom I imparted my
mission. He warned me against the Egyp-
tians and the contact with the unclean
ones. Yet I clothed myself in their gar-
ments, lest they suspect me as one com-
ing from without to take the Pearl and
arouse the serpent against me. But
through some cause they marked that I
was not their countryman, and they in-
gratiated themselves with me, and mixed
me drink with their cunning, and gave me
to taste of their meat; and I forgot that
I was a king’s son and served their king.
I forgot the Pearl for which my parents
had sent me. Through the heaviness of
their nourishment I sank into deep
slumber.

All this that befell me, my parents
marked, and they were grieved for me. It
was proclaimed in our kingdom that all
should come to our gates. And the kings
and grandees of Parthia and all the nobles
of the East wove a plan that I must not
be left in Egypt. And they wrote a letter
to me, and each of the great ones signed
it with his name:
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“From thy father the King of Kings,
and from thy mother, mistress of the
East, and from thy brother, our next in
rank, unto thee, our son in Egypt,
greeting. Awake and rise up out of thy
sleep, and perceive the words of our let-
ter. Remember that thou art a king’s son:
behold whom thou has served in bondage.
Be mindful of the Pearl, for whose sake
thou hast departed into Egypt. Remember
thy robe of glory, recall thy splendid man-
tle, that thou mayest put them on and
deck thyself with them and thy name be
read in the book of the heroes and thou
become with thy brother, our deputy, heir
in our kingdom.”

Like a messenger was the letter that the
King had sealed with his right hand
against the evil ones, the children of Babel
and the rebellious demons of Sarbug. It
rose up in the form of an eagle, the king
of all winged fowl, and flew until it
alighted beside me and became wholly
speech. At its voice and sound I awoke
and arose from my sleep, took it up,
kissed it, broke its seal, and read. Just as
was written on my heart were the words
of my letter to read. I remembered that
1 was a son of kings, and that my freeborn
soul desired its own kind. I remembered
the Pearl for which I had been sent down
to Egypt, and I began to enchant the terri-
ble and snorting serpent. I charmed it to
sleep by naming over it my Father’s name,
the name of our next in rank, and that
of my mother, the queen of the East. |
seized the Pearl, and turned to repair
home to my Father. Their filthy and im-
pure garment I put off, and left it behind
in their land, and directed my way that
I might come to the light of our home-
land, the East.

My letter which had awakened me 1
found before me on my way; and as it had
awakened me with its voice, so it guided
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me with its light that shone before me,
and with its voice it encouraged my fear,
and with its love drew me on. I went
forth. . . . My robe of glory which I had
put off and my mantle which went over
it, my parents . . . sent to meet me by their
treasurers who were entrusted therewith.
Its splendor I had forgotten, having left
it as a child in my Father’s house. As 1
now beheld the robe, it seemed to me sud-
denly to become a mirror-image of my-
self: myself entire I saw in it, and it en-
tire I saw in myself, that we were two in
separateness, and yet again one in the
sameness of our forms. . . . And the im-
age of the King of kings was depicted all
over it. . . . I saw also quiver all over it
the movements of the knowledge. I saw
that it was about to speak, and perceived
the sound of its songs which it murmured
on its way down: “I am that acted in the
acts of him for whom I was brought up
in my Father’s house, and 1 perceived in
myself how my stature grew in accord-
ance with his labors.” And with its regal
movements it pours itself wholly out to
me, and from the hands of its bringers
hastens that I may take it; and me too my
love urged on to run towards it and to
receive it. And I stretched towards it and
took it and decked myself with the beau-
ty of its colors. And I cast the royal man-
tle about my entire self. Clothed therein,
I ascended to the gate of salutation and
adoration. I bowed my head and adored
the splendor of my Father who had sent
it to me, whose commands I had fulfilled
as he too had done what he promised.
. . . He received me joyfully, and I was
with him in his kingdom, and all his ser-
vants praised him with organ voice, that
he had promised that I should journey to
the court of the King of kings and hav-
ing brought my Pearl should appear
together with him.
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The Long Battle

MILDRED MEEH
a talk given on November 13, 1983

RIPS TO RAJASTHAN often have many

beginnings; one of these took place on
the plane as we approached Delhi. A
flight attendant, a Sikh, seated facing us,
began to ask questions. How many in this
group? Where do you go? Have you any
writings? At that, someone passed him a
November SANT BANI, on which he saw a
picture of Master. “In Bombay,” he told
us, “when that Master is there, people
come from all over the world.” “Yes,” we
agreed. I said, “Before Ajaib Singh,
Master Kirpal Singh had His ashram in
Delhi, and Master Sawan Singh before
Him in Beas.” He said, “I go there some-
times.” He seemed genuinely pleased
to hear he could keep the SANT BANI mag-
azine. More questions: “Do you have a
mantra? . . . Does each person have an
individual mantra?” “No, it’s the same for
us all.” “What yoga have you?” “Surat
Shabd Yoga.” “Ah! Shabd! Your Master
has given you Naam.” Yes, our Master
has given us Naam. Someone should keep
telling us that all day long!

Another beginning. Always that marvel-
ous moment. The bus heading northward
and westward all day, finally passes
through the gate onto Ashram property.
Peering through the windows we see the
building, and then the opening through
which we see sevadars standing, waiting.
A large, grey, empty canvas is spread out
on the ground and there, just beyond it,
seated, His glowing white majesty-—~our
Master, waiting for us.

At our first meditation He told us,
“Your body has many openings. Nine
lead you outward, the tenth will lead you
inward. Master is waiting for you there,
at the tenth door. You must go, and you
must knock. Keep yourselves holy, keep
yourselves pure; He will open for you.”
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Someone asked Sant Ji about protec-
tion to families of initiates. His response
keyed in exactly with an article of
Russell’s which I had been reading in sanT
BANI about Masters and miracles. The
point was Masters do not come in order
to do miracles, but to teach souls how to
return to their Home. Often when we
think of protection, we think of physical
protection; and I know that Master has
given that kind to members of my fami-
ly, once in particular, when nothing short
of a miracle could have prevented serious
physical maiming. But that evening, in
speaking of protection, Master defined it
differently. He stated that protection is
His purpose for being, for taking souls
to God. And therefore, protection for
family means that He will see that they
too will get Naam.

Evening Satsang is always beautiful,
always seeming to me as a beautiful con-
certo, with Sant Ji’s voice a strong and
clear instrument, giving us the main
theme, but supported by an enormous
symphony orchestra — of birds, each con-
tributing his own song, both in motion
and in sound, underlining every word of
His teaching.

He told us that without Shabd Naam,
without doing our meditation, we are like
mad dogs, foaming at the mouth, running
here and there, spreading our disease to
others. He told us that Master is like a
doctor visiting prisoners in prison; only
He s free. Only He can enter or leave the
prison as He wishes.

Sant Ji is creating an atmosphere, giv-
ing us an influence there. And in between
the times we see Him, we create atmos-
phere also. I think we can diminish what
He is doing, and then the next time we
see Him we have to start all over again.

SANT BANI



It’s the pearls and diamonds, they come
slowly. We can throw away what we have
gotten and then we have to start all over
again. Someone had told me that in one
group they were in, as soon as Sant Ji left
there was a roar of conversation at
mealtimes. Qur meals were practically
silent the whole time. And for the even-
ing meal most of us would go outside and
just sit quietly waiting. And Master ap-
peared every evening, and would walk
around on the roof of the courtyard. And
it felt that a nice sense of receptivity
would be ready.

As soon as you think you understand
a bit about the way Master works, you
find you don’t. After hearing Sant Ji talk
on protection, emphasizing that His pur-
pose is to give Naam, He spent a long
long time talking about physical protec-
tion. It seemed so strange to hear Sant
Ji—two nights ago He had been saying,
the real protection is Naam. And then
here He was beginning to recount stories
of physical protection and physical help
to people.

Someone asked a question regarding a
child. [See “Shot by the Bullet of Love,”
p. 27.] And He told us about five or six
different ways that parents really should
tell their children stories about the
Master. He said it over and over and over
again—parents really should tell their
children stories about the Master; and
then the child will live in that remem-
brance, and it will be a good thing, a
protection.

He speaks with authority. Cindy said,
“He is the authority.” And a quotation
came to me, “He knoweth whereof he
speaks.”

He gave wonderful talks prior to medi-
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tation. Here are some notes we were able
to get together, from one person and
another, from one of those mornings:
“To be seated for meditation is to work
—not to do just any sort of work, but to
do the special work to reach the place of
the Third Eye. We are here to do a cer-
tain work, to concentrate, to put the at-
tention at the Third Eye. You must not
permit the worldly thoughts to enter. It
is the duty of the Satsangi to meditate
with full determination and with a solid
heart. We must be bold in our meditation.
This is a long battle; it lasts for a lifetime.
The warrior goes to the battlefield, but
it lasts for only a day or two, because
either he kills the enemy, or he is killed.
But this battle lasts for a lifetime. The
warrior has his weapons, but the Satsangi
has none; he must do his battle without
weapons. You have Simran, but behind
that you have a strong and mighty Master
with His hand on your back. (And He
does look strong and mighty.) Saints and
Mahatmas have gone very far within.

“On those higher planes the Master sees
everyone as souls. There’s no difference.
He does not see from what country we
come; whether we are American or In-
dian; whether we are male or whether we
are female. We are only soul to Him. We
are very fortunate to be allowed to do this
struggle with the mind because this strug-
gle is meditation.”

He has such an enormous power. You
know, you just think, “maybe He is in the
garden,” and everybody’s running toward
Him —such a power. And then you look
at all the faces when they’re around Him
smiling — the power He has of attracting
people and giving joy. We're so lucky to
have Him!
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In the Loving Lap of The Master
Sant Kirpal Singh Ji

Sawan Ashram, Ruhani Satsang,
Gur Mandi, Delhi 6, India.

April 1, 1952
Dear Charles:

I have read the bulletin sent by you pre-
dicting the destruction of America. Those
who are adept in Astrology do predict, by
calculation, the coming events. It may not
necessarily be true. They give a general
prediction. The coming two or three years,
of course, appear to be wrought with all
kinds of terror, destructions, privations
and miseries.

When this destruction comes, it will ex-
tend all over the world. The East will not
be immune from this. No one will be able
to help the other. Even if you resort to hills
in a body, all gatherings anywhere will be
subject to bombs. The countries which are
given up to sensuous life will suffer the
most.

There is clash between class and class,
country and country, and each one is try-
ing to domineer over the others. The deeds
of darkness are increasing day by day. It
has become impossible for a straight man
to live in the world.

When vice reigns supreme, the Negative
Power would not spare anyone. Negative
Power now wants to restore the equilib-
rium. When the branches of trees encroach
on the roads to check the wayfarers, the
roads are cleared by a horticulture process.
So the Negative Power now wants to clear
the way by the horticulture process of
nature: destruction by wars and disease.
Let us therefore cast off deeds of darkness
and put on the armor of Light, devote

16

ourselves to the remembrance of the Lord,
and repose all our hopes in Him and the
Master working overhead. The more we
will follow a virtuous life, the less
calamities, if they do befall, will affect us.

The devout and virtuous people need
not worry the least. “Thy days are num-
bered.” I would say the very morsels we
eat and the breaths we take are numbered.
Each man has to die in the manner des-
tined by past karma, either by disease or
accident. Death cannot befall us before it
is due. Then why worry?

We may not know as to how we will
meet death, whether by disease or acci-
dent, but one thing is sure, that if the sweet
remembrance of the Lord exists at the
time, we will have a peaceful death as the
Master’s presence will be overhead. The
only thing required to be done is the sweet
remembrance of the Lord all the time.

We should therefore repose all our hope
in the Master. Remain where you are and
watch the progress. If any such calamity
does befall, do not lose heart, but use your
common sense and have recourse to the
means best fitted for the times. We need
not dread daydreams or passing rumors.
The Master Power overhead will guide and
help all your affairs. We are in the sweet
and loving lap of the Holy Master all the
time, here and hereafter.

With best love and best wishes,
Yours affectionately,

Kipal SW;?L

KIRPAL SINGH

SANT BANI






Until We Face Ourselves
KATHY SCHUMACHER
a talk given on November 13, 1983

HEN I went into my interview the

first time [ was so frightened that I
wrote everything down on a paper; and
I took it to Him and said, “I am so afraid
I can’t speak; I'll just give this to Pappu
and he’ll read it.” And to relax me, I'm
sure, He just rolled His body back and
laughed like a father and reached His
hand out and placed it on the top of my
head. My whole body just rose up into
His hand. I didn’t want Him to ever take
it off. So in order to read this letter [ hope
He puts His hand on my head.

Probably the amazing events that lead
us all to making the holy trip are pretty
much the same for everyone. They were
no less so for me. The Master took care
of every detail so that when Bob drove me
to the ashram that morning to begin the
journey, I was able to just lean back and
say, “Okay Master, here I am. It’s all
yours now. Whatever comes or goes, it’s
all You.”

He had so much in store for me that
we got to work even before we left. I had
been afraid a lot during the previous
months. Afraid mostly to face myself.
Even though I didn’t understand for a
long time that that was the very essence
of this first trip, I did understand clearly
that this was why I was panic-stricken on
many occasions about going. Finally
when the Master very blatantly got it
through —“Kathy, the reason you are go-
ing to India is to face yourself,” He helped
me then to deal with the fear. But even
then I was able to block Him out a lot and
have some anguish-filled hours.

So the very first thing when we arrived
in Rajasthan that came up to me was my
fear. I sat there and the fear was nearly
cracking my face and anguish was setting
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in because I didn’t feel the closeness to
Him that [ wanted and hungered for
throughout that exhausting journey. Then
suddenly He looked really beautiful and
my insides felt warmth and softness and
I loved Him a lot. He looked and gave
the darshan, and I couldn’t believe how
wonderful I felt. The fear was gone. He
took it away and showed me what was
possible without that between us. I'd been
hearing a lot at Satsang and reading a lot
that until we face ourselves, until we see
ourselves in Him, we can’t know Him or
love Him. And until we do that we can’t
do anything else. We can’t do anything
for anyone else until first we’ve done for
ourselves, taken care of ourselves.

On the plane going over this poem
came:

If I have not loved You in the
past

It is because I have not loved
myself.

If I have not recognized You in
the past

Again it is because I have not
recognized myself.

What I am to me I am to You.

And so I come.

Accept my prayers, soul of my
soul,

Mirror of my being.

Until I see my face in Your face

Until the meeting makes us one

Then I am loveless and blind.

On the second day there again we sat
as He gave the darshan and again it
seemed He was skimming over me and I
was crying inside: “Don’t you love me,
don’t you love me?” And His voice came
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up within: “It doesn’t matter whether I
love you or not. The question is how
much do you love me?” 1 was stunned.
At first I didn’t understand it even. And
then going over and over it He made me
see that first of all there’s no question of
the Master’s love for us. He IS love. That
can’t be questioned. It’s not even a ques-
tion. But how much do I love the Master?
Now there is the question. And it came
over and over again during the entire trip.
And my answers varied from, “I love you
so much” to “I don’t think I love you at
all.” He gave me to see that that question
should always stay with me to be used as
a sort of slide rule against which I might
measure my life as the question parallels
any given situation that may confront me;
or it is also a compass to guide and keep
us on the path of true living.

After He set this down in me we really
got down to work. During the rest of the
time there, there was never a let-up. We
covered the five big ones—lust, anger,
greed, etc. With lust and anger He gave
me very heavy lessons. He really accented
those two. He'd said it so many times
before, but until I experienced it there at
His ashram it just never sank in. And the
essence of the lesson is that He is our
father, our real father, and we are His real
children, and with all the love we think
we have for Him, when we allow our-
selves to have unchaste thoughts what we
are bringing to His feet are trays piled
with dirt and dung. There He is giving
us love and forgiveness and there we are
smiling right back and offering Him our
filth. And it is very very serious.

We either went over in depth or at least
lightly touched upon every aspect, I'd say,
of the Path. After all, I had to remind
myself, that’s what I came here to do—
face myself. And that’s what the Path is.
It’s me one way or another.

One day at the satsang He spoke of the
natural humility he had always had even
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as a child. That took me by surprise at
first because it sounded foreign to my
thinking — like how can anyone speak of
their own humility? But He can, because
it’s true and because He doesn’t have the
ego that makes the problems happen
afterwards. So I started wondering about
humility and realized that 1 couldn’t
define it. So that night before falling
asleep I prayed for Him to help me
understand about humility. The next
morning after the three to six meditation
I went to have some tea. Usually I didn’t
but this morning I felt like having some.
Above the tea urn there’s a large picture
of Sant Ji and Kirpal and then there was
a little photograph of Kirpal just stuck in
a corner. Only I noticed as I poured the
tea that the photo was really the top half
of a longer card that had been folded in
half and now the whole thing was unfold-
ed to reveal the writing beneath. It said,
“Each one of us is unique in his own way.
There is a divine purpose behind the life
of everyone who comes into the world.
No one has been created for nothing. We
have something to learn from everyone.
This is the mystery of humility.” I almost
dropped the teacup. I couldn’t believe it.
This type of thing happened throughout
the entire trip. As He said, “Years fall
away in the company of a Saint.” He said
that even a second, even a half or a half
of a half of a second is worth years of
meditation. Things were moving very very
quickly there.

One morning at the 7-8 meditation He
came in, sat down and gave the darshan.
He usually had us go right into medita-
tion, but this morning He said several
really strong things. Afterwards several of
us tried to write down all that we could
remember, so this is probably not in
order:

When we do our work, whether it’s the
work of the Master or the work of the
world, we get recompense, because we
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have to work very hard for the worldly
and the spiritual things.

We do our worldly work without think-
ing it a burden and without laziness. We
must do our meditation with full deter-
mination, yearning and devotion.

If one day we get lazy and we don’t do
the work, then maybe the next day or so
we will do the same thing.

Thoughts are like chains that keep the
soul in the body. If it were not for the
mind the soul would go right up. The soul
can go up faster than a bullet.

Fortunate are the ones who see the
physical form of the Master, and most
fortunate are those who see the radiant
form of the Master while the Master is
still in the physical form of the body.

I thank Master Kirpal for all the bless-
ings He gave me; even when He was so
weak He came to see me. He always had
faith in me and whatever He told me to
do, I tried very hard to do, and I did what
He told me to do.

We must meditate with as much in-
terest as we do our worldly work, and
then we would enjoy it.

He stressed at the satsangs to find the
Master within. This was always some-
thing that came up wherever He was,
whatever the subject was. He also gave
us to realize that the human birth is an
honor. In the past I had used that as an
excuse: “Well, I'm only human.” He
shows us that that is absolutely unaccep-
table as an excuse, and He’s very adamant
about that. No matter what is happening
in our lives we can do better and we have
to do better. And as Edythe shared with
us last month, meditation is what human
beings do. No excuses here —none. I was
very thankful to her for saying that.

When [ was coming te India and ex-
plaining to our children why I had to
make the trip, Master told me to tell them
that when I went to India, I would be
coming home a new mother. I had to
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make that commitment to them. That was
really scary. That when I came home
I would be a better, more patient and lov-
ing mama and [ wouldn’t yell as much as
before. And Luke really appreciated that
and he accepted it and reminded me of
it often. I also made the commitment to
Bob to return as a more loving and obe-
dient wife. Strong word, obedient. But
Master shows me that if I can’t be those
things to the husband then how can I be
those things to the Lord? He made me
make those commitments to them because
I can’t get out of those, whereas I am
more likely to if it’s just a promise made
to myself —my promise or commitment to
myself being to face myself and to come
home a new person. It’s impossible to go
to the Master’s feet and not change.
One day while bathing [ was wonder-
ing whether to wash my clothes or not.
I'd only worn everything for a few hours
each because of the air being at first chil-
ly and then hot; I’d change according to
that. And I thought, “Well, they aren’t
really dirty and they aren’t really clean.”
Then I laughed and said to muyself,
“That’s you, Kathy, you aren’t really dir-
ty and you aren’t really clean.” And then
I decided to wash them. And when I did,
the water was black! And then it struck
me: That’s what coming there was all
about. I didn’t think I was really dirty but
I wasn’t really clean, and then the Master
through His closeness in meditation
showed me the filth that needed to be
washed out. Then I related to the clothes
again and the thought came that now that
I'd washed them I would go hang them
to dry and all the dirt would blow right
back into them again. So what was the
use? But it was important to do the
washing to clean the fibers of the dirt that
would corrode them and ruin them. So
we do need to keep the washing. It is the
process of washing ourselves daily that
will keep us, maybe not free of the dirt,
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but we must work at it constantly remov-
ing it or we won’t be able ever to see His
light. The dirt will choke our breath and
blind us.

On the bus trip back to Delhi I went
slowly over the ten days and tried to
understand on any level at all what it was
all about. There was so much and it came
from all sides, and suddenly it was Him
again sitting there kind of shaking His
head and saying, “Kathy, don’t you see?
I'm everywhere, I'm everything. Look in-
to my face. Look at the moment. Look
at any moment of your life and tell me
where I'm not.” And I remembered a
poem He’d given me right after Bob had
returned from India and sixteen hours
after he’d returned we were rushing
Raphael to the hospital in Concord. He'd
had a five-minute-long convulsion. And
I knew what was happening to me sixteen
hours after I came home from India so
I just know it was all Master when Bob
came home. We were in the hospital
emergency room and I was leaning over
Raphael and I was just crying inside,
“Master where are you, where are you?”
And all of a sudden I heard coming up,
“Kirpal is the baby, Kirpal is the nurse,
Kirpal is the blood running through the
needle, Kirpal is the needle.” And I burst
into tears because only Sant Ji would say
that because Kirpal is His Master. I would
have said Ajaib, but it wasn’t Ajaib, it
was Kirpal. At the same time Raphael
reached his little finger up; it went inside
my nose and slit it and blood was com-
ing down and tears were coming down
and I just was amazed. I knew that He
was there, that everything was all right.
And on the way home this poem came
through:
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Kirpal is the baby, Kirpal is the
nurse.

Kirpal is the blood running
through the needle.

Kirpal is the needle.

Oh, Master. Oh, Ajaib.

Silently you stand in the room.

White on white.

Two hours later in the car traveling home,
mind already begins to break in between
the holy lines.

Oh, Master. Oh, Ajaib.

Ajaib is the rain blurred by the
tears.

Ajaib is the tears.

Ajaib is the baby.

Ajaib is the nurse.

Ajaib is the blood running
through the needle,

Ajaib is the needle.

Oh, Ajaib. Oh, Master.

Ajaib takes us home through the
tears and the rain.

Home to Ajaib.

And here I was on my way home bump-
ing along in a funny bus in a land
somehow not unfamiliar. I’d been
through heaven and hell and come out the
other side to find the Master still standing
there. And it wasn’t heaven and it wasn’t
hell. It was just Him standing there. And
He was holding my babies and husband in
His warm embrace giving them back to me
now. “Here is your life, here is where you
love me, honor me, obey me. Here’s the
hope, the promise. And here in these dear
ones, here is me and here is you.”
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Search for the Hunter, Part IV

Blue Gentians in the Forest

conclusion of a story
EVELYN M. BURRILL

It was a cool, late summer day with a
hint of autumn in a few bright-colored
leaves on the mountain side. Jack led the
way, leaping happily over fallen logs and
climbing any rock that might give him a
view of the valley below.

“I wonder what’s on the other side of
the mountain,” he shouted, jumping
down from a large rock.

“I don’t really want to see the old caves
you and Ellie were in last year,” said Flora.
“I’'d rather go around the mountain.”

“I would too,” said Ellie, who, as usual,
was finding it hard to keep up with Jack.

“Let’s hope there will be a cave on the
other side of the mountain,” said Miran-
da who was barely able to keep alongside
Ellie.

The four were climbing the mountain
on a picnic day they were allowed to have
once or twice a month. Miranda was old
enough now to go on longer trips and this
was her first one. She felt very excited,
and proud to be going along.

“I’'m not going into any more caves,”
said Ellie. “I don’t think the Hunter wants
us to, anyway.”

“This looks like a path,” Jack called
back to the others. He was finding it hard
to go as slowly as the girls, and was
pleased to find a path for them.

“Yes, it does look like one,” said Flora,
who was near Jack. “Let’s follow it and
see if it goes around to the other side of
the mountain.”

The path climbed steeply for a while
and then went along the side of the moun-
tain, around rocks and diving into small
gullies occasionally. It seemed, however,
to be taking them in the direction they
wanted to go.
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“We won’t get lost, will we?” asked
Flora.

“I brought my compass,” said Jack.
“And if we are high enough on the moun-
tain, we can tell where we are by looking
down in the valley.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Flora. “There is In-
dian River way below!” They were stand-
ing above a sharp drop, and had a wide
view of the valley at that moment.

“Aren’t we near the top of the moun-
tain now?” asked Ellie.

“Maybe,” said Jack. “Let’s go a little
further and then decide what to do next.”

Soon they came upon a lovely little
waterfall with moss-covered rocks and
pools of clear, sweet water.

“Let’s see where the water comes
from,” suggested Jack.

The climbing was rugged for a short
time and then they came to a place where
the water was gushing out of a bank
covered with rocks. A small pool received
the water which then overflowed down
the mountain side.

“I guess we don’t go any further,” said
Flora, sitting down on a log looking
curiously at the source of the stream.

“Look!” exclaimed Ellie, pointing tow-
ards a pile of rocks a short distance above
them. “Doesn’t that look like a rock house,
or a kind of cave? There is some smoke
coming out at the top of the rocks!”

Everyone stood perfectly still, aston-
ished and a little afraid of the rock house
above them.

“Oh, don’t be chicken,” said Jack.
“Let’s go and see who lives there.”

“Wait!” said Miranda. “Look at the
blue gentians all over the ground near the
rock house!”
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“If there are blue gentians, you don’t
have to be afraid,” she added, remember-
ing the flower by the stream in the valley
when she had been with Mother and had
seen the Hunter.

“Maybe a hobo lives there,” said Flora
hesitantly.

“Don’t be afraid,” said Ellie. “Miran-
da is right about the blue gentians. Maybe
we will see the Hunter.”

Jack walked slowly up to the rock
house and looked sharply for a door of
some kind. Finally he found it —a small
wooden door in a recess in the rock.

“Come on,” he said as the girls timidly
crept along the rocks.

Then he knocked, firmly but gently.

There was silence for a moment and
then the door opened inward, and a sweet
voice called, “Come in!”

The four children were astonished to
see a slender woman in a long white dress
standing in the doorway. Her hair was
white and hung in long braids. Her face
was young and she held out one hand in
a welcoming gesture.

“Come in and sit down,” she added,
and the children followed her slowly into
the cave. Light from candles on the wall
illumined the room. Ferns on the floor
smelled sweet, and there was a fire glow-
ing on a rock hearth and sending a plume
of smoke up through a hole in the roof.
There were logs and rocks to sit on, and
a table made of the base of a huge tree
trunk. On the table were four bowls and
spoons. A deep recess in the wall had
some blankets on it, and looked as though
it might be a bed.

“Sit down, friends, and be comfor-
table, ” the lady said in a soft voice. “I
was expecting you, but tell me how you
happened to come here.”

So they told her about their picnic day
and how they wanted to see the other side
of the mountain, and then how they saw
the house.
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The lady smiled and then said, “You
must be hungry after your long walk.
Perhaps you would like some hot soup.”

She took the four bowls from the table
and filled them with soup from a pot on
the stone hearth, and passed them to the
children.

“What kind of soup is it?” asked Flora
cautiously.

The lady smiled. “It has vegetables like
wild leeks and carrots and watercress and
celery, and herbs, too. It won’t hurt you,
indeed it will be very good for you—1I
made it myself. I also have some fruit for
you,” and she looked at Flora very kindly.

“You saw the blue gentians, Miranda,
didn’t you,” she said.

“Yes,” answered Miranda. “How did
you know my name?”

“I know all your names,” she answered.
“I knew you were coming today and so
I prepared the lunch for you.”

“Do you know our father and mother
t00?” asked Ellie.

“A little,” said the lady smiling a little
mysteriously. Then she gave them all a
piece of fruit to eat.

They felt well rested after finishing
the soup. It was quiet in the dimly lit
room except for a gentle humming which
seemed everywhere about them.

“It seems so good to be here,” said
Jack. “Have I ever been here before?” he
asked.

“Long ago, so long you can’t clearly
remember it,” answered the lady. “You
were all here long ago, so now you feel
at home.”

“I feel so happy here,” said Ellie.

“I do too,” added Flora.

Miranda was looking steadily at the
lady’s lovely eyes and said nothing. She
kept one hand on a fold of the lady’s
dress.

The light in the room seemed to flicker
and grow dimmer. At the same time there
came a glow in one corner, and in the
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glow there gradually appeared the face of
the Hunter. He was smiling down at
them.

“Oh!” they all breathed together, and
looked at him joyfully and quietly. They
felt so very happy that he had come. It
seemed quite natural, too, he should be
there. Gradually his face faded away and
the glow in the corner was gone.

Ellie started crying a little. “He’s gone,”
she said.

“Not really,” said the lady kindly.
“Can’t you feel he’s still here?”

Ellie thought a moment. “Yes, I think
he is—that’s why I like it here so much,
I guess.”

Everyone was quiet for a while.

“Can we come again?” asked Flora,
breaking the silence. She felt she would
like to always be there.

“Whenever you wish,” smiled the lady.
“All you have to do, you know, is to be
very quiet, and wish that you were here.
You may not be able to come the first
time you try, but you will find the way,
I know. Now, I think you should all rest
a while before you start home.”

So they all lay down on the fern-
covered floor. Miranda stayed as close to
the lady as she could get, and Jack crept
into the corner where they had seen the
Hunter. In a few moments they were all
fast asleep.

An hour or so later, when they woke
up, they were lying on the ground near
the spring, and the rock house was
nowhere to be seen.

“The blue gentians are still there,” said
Miranda, looking wistful.

“Yes,” said Flora. “We can come again
if we try hard enough. I’'m going to try.”

They sat for a little longer by the spring
and they thought there was even more
water flowing in the stream down the
mountain than before. When they got to
the little waterfall on their way home, it
seemed larger also.

The path was clear and was fairly easy
as they went down. They were all quiet
as they descended the mountain. There
was so much to remember and to think
about.

Miranda carried one blue gentian all
the way home.

THE END




Giving and Taking
from a letter
SANDRA PEAVEY

N THIs particular group He has given
I so fast its enough to scare you. I don’t
know if I've ever seen a more devotional
group than this one as we feel this is what
He has instilled within us all.

He not only heightened the devotion
but all phases of the Path. So many left
His feet making a real commitment. He’s
telling us it’s time to do our work now not
tomorrow, time is running out for all of
us and for Master. He’s tapping us gent-
ly on the shoulder and saying, “Don’t you
want to go home?”

As for myself He sent me back into the
world of maya, the world which I hated
and feared, and which depressed me to
no end. I had a year filled with nothing
but real bad Karma. I felt if I didn’t return
on this trip with something spectacular
that I wouldn’t be able to survive! I had
in essence given up. And the mind said,
Well if you go to Master and if you could
only manifest the Master within then all
would be well and you could survive.
Well, He didn’t manifest within me in the
sense the mind wanted but He did
manifest in another way. He gave me
hope, He gave me the desire to meditate
with love and devotion without feeling it
a burden. He gave me the understanding
of meditation, the understanding of
Simran, the why’s, the how’s, the way. He
gave me the desire to serve!

One morning after meditation with
Sant Ji He gave a little talk about love and
devotion, on how we must connect with
the Simran and on how fortunate we are
or would be if the Master did manifest
within us while there is still a living
Master. The talk was very sweet, very
helpful and I felt He was directing this
directly at me since all three answers were
exactly what I had asked in my interview
the day before.
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Well, it wasn’t the talk that started to
change this sfone! It was during the Bha-
jan that Pappu was singing when the
Emperor Ajaib put His beautiful Hands
to His hips as if to rock slightly with the
music. He then dropped His arms heavi-
ly into His lap. All at once I knew He was
in pain. All of a sudden I saw Him as a
Giver, a pure, selfless, unending to the
death, Giver.

Master said the problem isn’t with the
Giver but with the receiver. A nice way
of saying a taker —that’s me —a taker, an
unending taker. We are totally unaware
of what we are thinking, saying and
doing —with every breath we take and
with every thought, word and deed.

And there sat my beautiful Ajaib suf-
fering for my wants and desires. He
decided for me then that from that day
forward I was to work at being a Giver.
How can we be a Giver?

If we the Sangat can accept our daily
lives with all our beautiful, wonderful,
Karma with love and give it to our
Emperor, if we can stand on our own two
feet without complaining, without self
pity, without feeling hurt, if we can /live
our precious life as it’s supposed to be
with love and devotion, then maybe we
can lengthen His short stay here with a
lot less pain.

All things given to us good or bad are
a precious gift to bring us close to Him.
We are receiving those blessed Karmas so
we can prove our undying love for Him.

Master said that Kal taunts Him when
the dear ones don’t do what they are sup-
posed to do and Master says to
Kal,“That’s all right, just wait.” Wait?
How long? One lifetime — 2 — 100 —
2000? But when the dear ones do what
they are supposed to do, Kal has to bow
down at His feet and ours. Oh, would I
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love to see Kal’s knees bent!

Master told the story about the swine
that were offered a very high place in
heaven but they refused because the
heaven didn’t have garbage and mud.

Well, doesn’t that sound familiar? Here
we are all in garbage and mud and being
dragged around by Kal (MIND) crying
about poor me but yet we don’t do what
He says—Simran and meditation.

Simran is a repetition; it breaks the
repetition of life.

Meditation connects us with the Master
within which gives us all the power and
all the strength we’ll ever need to survive
in this world.

Be as persistent as Kal, then he will
have to bow at His feet.

If we have true love and devotion we
can chain the Emperor Kirpal and the
Emperor Ajaib with love.

In our daily lives when we are harrassed
by Kal we must become aware. When he,
for example, attacks us with lust, we
should be aware that this is coming up
within us and that it is the mind or Kal

trying to drag us into the mud again.
When this does occur we should instant-
ly call upon Master. All we have to say
is “Master” — not “Master help me,” but
“Master let me love you.”

Master said He is with us all the time,
when we are eating, sleeping, walking,
talking, etc., and because we can’t see Him
doesn’t mean the problem lies in Him, it
lies in us. If we become pure enough, if
we become aware, if we become love, if
we become a true Giver, then we will see
Him in everyone and everything all the
time. He knows what is in our heart of
hearts. You will always get what you want,
so beware—want only Him!

Master has given me all this, I can see
it as plain as day and I know what [ have
to do. It’s one thing to understand it and
put it into words, but to do it —with the
grace of Kirpal I will do it.

Since we have been given this gracious
opportunity to visit and work and live and
love the Master, we should do as Kirpal
says and do all in His name with love, and
“Go Jolly.”

Gift
Bubble Spirit But Him —~
Soaring to the sky hymn
Encompasses all it can My prayer is sacred
of water its irridescent skin cries free
and. Master
of air Your Love shares in silence
Cruel I ) unendingly
Who separates the Loving as water is buoyant
and Beloved
Thank You

Dissolve
Be no more self

26

LAURA GUYTHER

SANT BANI



Shot By the Bullet of Love
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

ANT 11, Kirpal Singh was a very

Samiliar figure at the Dera of Sawan
Singh, and I was wondering if you ever
saw Him there when you were visiting
Sawan Singh, when Sawan Singh was
alive?

It is possible that I may have seen Him
sometime when I was going there, but I
did not meet Him anytime personally and
I did not have any communication with
Him; I didn’t know Him, that He was Kir-
pal Singh, and He didn’t know at that
time that T was Ajaib Singh. Even my
meeting with Baba Somanath was done
by Baba Sawan Singh.

Master, our four-year-old son some-
times wants to sit and meditate with me
and when he does he says that he sees
snakes and monsters inside and I don’t
know if it’s his imagination or if it’s true
but should our children wait until they’re
initiated before they meditate with us?

We should always tell our children
about the Master and the love of the
Master. And if we pay attention to them
and tell them things about the Master,
about how much Master loves them and
how kind and gracious our Master is, then
the children will never complain about
seeing snakes and monsters in their
meditation. They will report that they are
seeing the Master and they will even say
that Master was sitting with them all dur-
ing the time of their meditation. Many
times it is seen that the parents are not
able to open their inner vision whereas the

A question and answer session given on
November 2, 1983 in Rajasthan.
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children have already connected with the
Master within.

I had adopted a boy in Kunichuck
Ashram and since I used to live on the se-
cond floor as I do here, he also used to
live with me. Every night whenever he
wanted to go and urinate he had to come
down, because there was no provision
upstairs to go to the bathroom. And he
would always complain that he was afraid
of the dark night, because there was no
electricity there. He used to imitate me in
sitting for meditation and I used to tell
him stories about Master Kirpal, and I
used to tell him that he should not be
afraid of anything because Master was
always with him. No power could attack
him and no power could destroy him if
he would remember the form of the
Master. He was very fond of Master Kir-
pal. He was very interested in listening to
the stories of Master. So many times he
would say that in the nighttime he saw
Master Kirpal, and he used to tell
beautiful dreams about Master Kirpal.
After some time he stopped going
downstairs for going to the bathroom; in-
stead he started urinating in the rainwater
pipe. When I asked him why he was do-
ing that, he told me that Master Kirpal
had told him that there was no need to
go downstairs, he could use that rainwater
pipe for urinating. And when a person
says that he has been instructed by Master
Kirpal to do that, how can I tell him no?
So he continued doing that. As a result
that rainwater pipe became very dirty.
After some time when Master Kirpal
came there and was visiting the house, He
was taking a walk on the roof and He had
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to go to use the bathroom which was in
one corner, and just outside the bathroom
was that rainwater pipe which that boy
had made dirty. So Master Kirpal asked
me who had made that rainwater pipe
dirty. I told Him that he was the same
boy whom He had given the order to use
it. When I told Him the whole story He
was very pleased and He loved and ca-
ressed that boy very much. So I mean to
say that when we tell good stories about
Master to the children, they develop such
a remembrance of the Master within, in
their mind, that every time they sleep or
whenever they sit for meditation they
always see the Master.

In the family you should tell the
children good loving stories regarding the
love of the Master, regarding the sym-
pathy of the Master, and when you will
tell the children all these good things
about the Master you will find that they
will receive Master’s protection. Many
times the children have to go out of their
house into the dark night, or to some
strange place. But if children have love
and faith in the Master and remember the
Master, if you have told them about the
Master, if they will remember the Master
you will find that Master has protected
them even in the place where nobody else
can go and help them.

There was a boy of Sangrana, which is
about two miles away from 77RB, who
somehow one day went to 77RB for some
unknown reason. When he realized that
he was in 77RB he became afraid because
he had to get back to his home before it
got too dark. But it was already dark, so
he became very afraid. He started walk-
ing back to his village, but because it was
a very dark night he was very afraid and
he could not walk. So in that state of fear
he sat down in one place. On that night
we were leaving 77RB to go to 16PS. We
had already transported all the things
from the ashram to this ashram so we
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were coming by car. When he saw the
headlights of the car he became still more
afraid because he did not know what that
light was and he was thinking that maybe
that light would kill him, because he was
very young and he did not have anybody
with him, and also it was a very dark
night. Suddenly an old man appeared to
him and told him, “Don’t worry, my
child, I am with you. Just wait until this
car gets here and 1 will make ar-
rangements for you to sit in this car and
the car will take you near your home.”
When our car got near that boy,
somehow Master made us stop the car
and that boy was in our car after that.
When he got in the car [ started talking
with him, because I knew that it was all
Master Kirpal’s grace that he had been
protected, and it was only because of
Master Kirpal’s grace that this boy was sit-
ting in the car and we were taking him to
his village. That boy told me that he had
been very afraid and an old man had
come there and because of his help he was
able to sit in the car. So I asked him if
he recognized that old man. He replied,
“No, but he suddenly appeared there.
When I was afraid he was there and he
told me not to worry.” Since I knew who
he was, I did not think it was wise to talk
more because that boy was not of any sat-
sangi family; his family used to come to
the satsang but they were not initiated. So
just imagine, he was not a satsangi, his
parents were not satsangis, but still
Master came there to protect that child:
because Master is all gracious. In 77RB
where I used to live, in many instances
Master Kirpal appeared to people to show
them the Path and where he was residing
at that time. In that area it was a com-
mon experience for many people to have
the darshan of beloved Master Kirpal. So
I mean to say that when we tell good
stories about the Master, about the love
and sympathy of the Master, to the
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children, they start remembering the
Master and as a result they always find
Him guiding them and they always find
His protection over their head.

The satsangis are lacking here; that is
why they do not tell their children the
stories of the Master; they do not talk
about the love of the Master in the fami-
ly. That is why the children do not know
much about the Master unless they
become old enough to go and meet the
Master personally. So if we were to tell
our children good stories and good things
about the Master, about our outer ex-
periences with the Master, then they
would also develop the same love for the
Master as we have and in many cases it
is found that they receive more grace than
we do.

Not only does Master protect our
children, but He also protects every sat-
sangi. He does not care about His own
life but He cares about the life of the sat-
sangi. But it is a matter of understanding.
Many times we do not understand how
Master has protected us, because many
times He Himself appears but many times
He helps us through other people. But we
people lack in understanding and we do
not always realize and appreciate the pro-
tection of the Master.

When the Bagga family moved to
Canada, it was a new thing for them since
they had never traveled so far. Many peo-
ple had told them it would be very dif-
ficult for them to face the immigration of-
ficers and moreover since it is such a long
journey it would be very difficult for them
because they didn’t know whom they
would meet and all that. So they were
somewhat afraid, but since they had so
much faith in the Master when they
reached safely and happily to their
destination Hiralal, the head of the fami-
ly, sent me a tape saying, “You say that
Saints do not perform any miracles but
how can I believe that when I have seen
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this miracle happening in front of my own
eyes? All along the journey Master was
with me and everywhere He protected me,
everywhere He came to help me and He
rescued me. So how can I believe that
Masters do not perform any miracles?”
So I mean to say that those who have so
much faith in the Master, they say that
Master appeared to them whenever the
help was required.

The main thing which Hiralal sent in
his taped message was, “You say that
Saints do not perform any miracles, but
I say that there is nothing else Saints do
except performing miracles.”

But Saints do not glorify their own
selves; they always say, “It is all the grace
of our Master.” They give all the credit
to their Master.

So I hope that all those who have
children will teach their children about the
love and sympathy of the Master.

Since we’re your children will you tell
us a sweet love story of Master Kirpal?

You should read SANT BANI magazine
because [ think that every issue is full of
the beautiful love stories of Master Kir-
pal— Who Master Kirpal was and how he
came into this world to shower grace.

Whatever I say in the Satsangs is like
telling stories of Master Kirpal, and the
new bhajans which I have written are all
like stories of Master Kirpal because they
are written in the glory, in the praise of
Master Kirpal. All the bhajans indicate
that one cannot describe the glory of his
Master in His full capacity because this
is a matter of experience. Even though
Saints and Mahatmas have tried their best
and have written so many books, so many
poems and so many bhajans to describe
the glory of their Master and to sing the
praise of their Master, unless we go within
we cannot realize what our Master really
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is; we cannot know the real value of our
Master.

In the new bhajans I have tried to tell
more about the blessings and the grace
received by this poor soul from Master
Kirpal. And in all the bhajans I have tried
to describe this poor soul as the suffer-
ing one. I have said that I am the suffer-
ing one, and I am being tormented by the
pain of separation; will You not shower
Your grace and lift the pain of separation
from this suffering soul? In all the bha-
jans I have always tried to express the suf-
ferings and pains which a disciple has
after the separation of the Master.

That Almighty Lord, that Living God,
that Param Sant was in the control of the
Perfect Master Kirpal, and since He had
so much faith in this poor soul He gave
that Living God which was under His
control to this poor soul and now day or
night whether I am asleep or awake I am
always singing and telling the stories of
that Great Master. All the cells of my
body are singing the praises and telling the
stories of that Perfect Master Kirpal. And
still the stories are not stopping; they are
unending.

I hope that when you will fully under-
stand the meaning of these bhajans, the
love for the Master will awaken within
you to such an extent which will be
beyond your imagination, because these
bhajans are full of love for the Master
and full of humility.

Supreme Father Master Kirpal used to
say to develop humility within you
because God Almighty loves humility. He
always respects those who are humble.
God is the All-Owner, but still the Saints,
the Masters, those who have come in this
world with the order of Almighty Lord,
are higher than God. You might ask that
since God is the owner of all creation,
who could be higher than Him? But this
is a fact, that Saints who have come in
this world in the will of God are higher
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than Almighty Lord. If anyone is pun-
ished by God, Saints can forgive that per-
son because Saints have come in this
world in the will of God as the loving
children of God. Bhagat Namdev Ji says
that if there is anyone who is punished by
God, the Saint can forgive that person,
but if any devotee of God binds Almighty
God in the chains of their love there is no
one who can relieve God. Saints are the
dear children of God, and whatever they
want, God will do for them.

Could Master talk about when we come
and spend these ten days with Him?
Could He talk about the effect on our
souls? I've heard that it . . . like when
you're initiated and He takes away all
your sins.

This is a matter of great understanding.
Kabir Sahib has said, “One moment of
Lord Indra is worth more than twelve
years of sitting by a well; in the same way
one moment spent in the company of the
living Master is worth more than doing
Simran for fifty years sitting in your
home.” If a well supplies water for twelve
years it cannot give as much water as
Lord Indra, the Lord of Rain, can do
in one moment. In the same way, the
benefit which we get by just one moment’s
company of the living Master is more
than the benefit we would get of doing
Simran sitting in our homes for fifty
years,

Further Kabir Sahib has said, “When
you go to see a Sadhu, don’t take anyone
along with you. Don’t worry about what
is going to happen next, and don’t worry
about anything which has happened in the
past.” Once you have started going to-
wards the Master, towards the Saint, you
should go on doing it.

At another place Kabir Sahib has said
we should not give up the company of the
Saint and we should try to follow His
Path, because as soon as He looks at us
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He makes us pure and when we spend time
in His company He makes us meditate on
Naam.

Those who have been benefited by the
company of the living Master, what do
they say? Kabir Sahib says, “Whatever 1
have achieved is not because of my
reading, writing or doing other practices.
I have achieved all these things because
of the Satsang, because of the company
of the living Master.” Kabir Sahib had a
lot of knowledge. He knew all the four
Vedas, but still he says, “I did not achieve
all that I have accomplished by reading
or writing. Everything which I have
achieved is because of the Satsang.”

One moment, even half a moment or
even half of a half moment, whatever
time you spend in the company of the
Sadhu, Kabir says that that will cut
millions of your sins.

Guru Nanak Sahib says that living
without the company of the Sadhu is
useless.

We pay off a lot of our karmas, a lot
of our sins, just by having the darshan of
the Sadhu. When we sit in front of Him,
whatever He speaks from His mouth,
whatever sweet words He speaks are good
for us; they are like advice. We come to
know about the benefit of all these things
only when we go back to the real Home.
But then we repent and say, “If we had
known that the company of the living
Master was so valuable, we would have
done it always.”

Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say that
God is not unjust. If we spend money in
a bad cause or if we spend time in a bad
cause it is counted as our bad karma, bad
deed. In the same way if we have spent
money for a good cause or time in a good
cause, it will be counted as our good deed.

I say this to every dear one: You have got
this opportunity of making this holy trip
because of a lot of grace of Almighty God
and you should never forget this holy trip;
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because in this holy trip you come to see
a person who has real sympathy for you.

Yesterday also I talked about the com-
pany of the Living Master, about the Sat-
sang, the company of good people, and
today also I said a lot about spending time
in the company of the Living Master. As
we need food, and as the Naam is the
food and water of our life, in the same
way the Satsang also serves as the water
of our life. If we do not spend time in the
Satsang, if we do not have Satsang in our
life, we cannot get the inspiration to do
the meditation and we can never do the
meditation of Shabd Naam. Satsang is
like the fence to protect our meditation.
If we do not go to the Satsang, if we do
not spend time in the company of the Liv-
ing Master, we can never know whether
we are doing right or wrong.

Guru Nanak Sahib says, “Brother,
listen to me. I will sing the praise and the
qualities of the company of the Sadhu.
By going in the company of the Sadhu
you become free from all kinds of dirt
and become pure.”

Once in Sant Bani Ashram I comment-
ed on Kabir Sahib’s hymn in which he
started from one minute without the com-
pany of the Master and went on increas-
ing up to one year, and then finally he
said that if one does not have the darshan
of the Master at least once a year the con-
nection between him and the Master is cut
off. Guru Nanak Sahib has said, “I do not
get satisfied even after seeing the body
of my Master always. The body where
Almighty Lord is manifested, the glory of
it cannot be described in any words.”
Guru Nanak Sahib says, “He by seeing
whom we get liberated, how can one sing
His praise?”

So I always say that you should never
forget this holy trip. You should always
g0 on praying to Almighty Lord, to the
Master, that He may give you another op-
portunity to come here.
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Those who get the interest from hav- by the bullet of love they do not remain

ing the darshan of the Master, they can-  useful for their homes, for their families.
not be stopped by anyone. Master Sawan  They throw away all the account books
Singh used to say that those who are shot  and they will not deal with any business.
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If I

a song before Initiation

If I closed my eyes would I see Your Face
smiling there with more than a trace of Love?
If T fell would I fall into Your Arms?

If I shut my ears would I hear Your Song
drawing near from where I long to be?
If I listened would I hear You call my name?

I saw a ship today leaving the bay

a speck on the grey making its way somewhere —
so am [ —moving across Your waves.

If T sink will You take me gently?

If T stilled my mind would I see You there
reflecting in a way so rare and true?
If I saw would I see that I am You?

If I lived my dreams I’d fly ’cross the twilight sea

landing where I must to be near You
boldly, if 1 flew.

Can I still my eyes and close my mind?
Hoping to find this dream’s no dream at all
and my fall is just leaving behind my ways
and Your Call is echoing through my days . . .

MARY FEWEL
Easter 1983
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