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The Twelfth Lotus
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji
Father Kirpal was great. His
glory cannot be sung. All the Saints
and Mahatmas who came in this world
sang the glory of their Masters. They
wrote many songs, many bhajans, many
verses, but still they could not reach the
depth of the glory of their Master.
Sehjo Bhai has said, "Even if I use the
water of the seven oceans for ink and even
if I use the trees of this earth for pens,
and even if I use the earth itself as the paper, I cannot write the glory of the Master in its full sense. He is beyond description."
As long as we are sitting outside, we
cannot know the love or the power of the
Master, and we cannot know how much
love and grace He carries for the souls
when He comes, and from which plane
He comes. Only those souls who reach the
plane from where the Master comes,
know the glory, the power and the love
of the Master.
In the pain of the separation from their
Masters, such souls who have reached
their home have written a lot in the glory
of their Masters, in a kind of hymn sequence known as the Bara Maha or the
"Twelve Months" in the pain of separation, or as the "Seven Weeks" in the pain
of separation. In the Punjab, the calendar starts from Chet, and in Uttar
Pradesh (U.P.) it starts from Asadh.
Swami Ji Maharaj has also written a Bara
Maha in the pain of his separation from
his Master, "Twelve Months of SeparaUPREME
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This talk was given Sunday, May 6, 1984,
at Sant Bani Ashram, Sanbornton, New
Hampshire.

tion," and the month of Kartik [the fifth
month according to the U.P. calendar] is
presented to you.
In this hymn, Swami Ji Maharaj is trying to compare the Path of the Masters
with Vedanta and the practice of the various yogas, and he will try to tell us about
the inner planes and stations. Graciously
he will tell us all about them.

Thefifth month of Kartik has come.
Surat met Shabd;
The disciple met the Master.
Lovingly Swami Ji Maharaj tells us that
when God wants to liberate any soul, He
Himself comes in the form of a human
being to that person. He comes in the human body because if he were to come in
the body of cows and buffaloes, or of any
kind of bird or animal, he could not instruct us because we would not be able to
understand Him. He comes in the human
body because we are human beings.
For the sake of the souls, that God assumes the body which is full of dirt and
sicknesses and diseases. But the body is
not the Master, nor is the body of the disciple the disciple. The Master remains in
the physical body for maybe fifty, sixty,
or seventy years, but the form of the Master is the Shabd and the form of the disciple is the soul.
God takes those souls in the company
of the Saints and Mahatmas on whom He
wants to shower His grace. And when we
come in the company of the Saints and
Mahatmas, they tell us how to connect
ourselves with the Shabd and how to do
the meditation of Shabd Naam. And
when we obey them, they take us along
3

with them and absorb us in Naam.
As long as the Masters are in their
physical body, they never say, "We are
your Masters, we are your Pirs." They
say, "Your Master is the Shabd Naam."
Neither d o they make the body of the
disciple as their disciple, although even
the disciple does not know his real form.
They always make the soul of the disciple as their disciple.
When Guru Nanak was asked by sages
and seers, "Who is your Master?" he replied, "The Shabd is my Master and the
soul is His disciple."

There are t welve lotuses in the body.
Looking at these twelve I say this:
Sant Satgurus d o not hide anything from
their disciples. A father does not hide any
of his wealth from his dear children; he
tells them, "I own all these things, 1 have
all this property, you have to increase this
wealth," etc. In the same way, Sant Satgurus tell everything t o their dear disciples.
The Master tells his disciple, "Look
here, dear child, in your body there are
six chakras and nine openings, and there
are twelve lotuses or inner stations. And
the twelfth lotus or twelfth station is Sach
Khand o r Sat Lok."

Ganesh resides in the first lotus.
In the second lotus resides Brahma.
Your body is not only made up of bones,
skin, and flesh. It has many precious
things also within it. Kabir Sahib says that
within this body, there are numerous
valuable things; there are millions of suns,
moons, stars, and oceans and everything
which you see outside. God has put all
those things within your body in their astral form; and the interesting thing is that
the Creator of this body and the Creator
and Sustainer of the whole Creation, the
one who provides everything to everyone,
H e also resides within this body.
4

We spend a lot of time trying hard to
beautify this body which is made of mud.
But we d o not look within where God Almighty Who has created this body is sitting. He says, "Look here, 0 Dear Child,
have you ever thought of going within
and seeing that Almighty Lord Who has
created this body? Have you ever thought
of going within and seeing the beauty of
that Almighty Lord W h o has created
you?"
S o here he says that at the first lotus
o r station [located at the rectum],
Ganesh* resides, and in the second
chakra, or lotus, [at the reproductive organ], Brahma and Savitri reside.
Yogis start their practice from this
chakra and they try to enter the body
through this chakra.

In the third lotus Vishnu is manifested.
The fourth lotus is the residence of
Shiva and Parvati.
In the third lotus or center [at the navel
or solar plexus], is the residence of
Vishnu; and it is said that Vishnu sustains
the whole creation. And it is true, because
you know how from the stomach different veins go out and carry energy to
different parts of the body. In this way
the body is sustained. In the same way,
Vishnu is sustaining the whole creation.
There the radiance or light is white. In the
fourth center or station [at the heart],
Shiva and Parvati reside and they control
our breaths.

The lotus of Shakti is the fifrh one.
The sixth lotus belongs to the soul.
At the fifth lotus or station [at the throat],
Shakti the goddess is sitting. She is also
called Durga or Kali, and is shown with
eight arms.
*Ganesh, Brahma, Savitri, etc.. are all popular
Hindu gods and goddesses, who are assigned by the
Masters a very definite (but very low) place in the
order of things.

And the sixth lotus or center is behind
our eyes, where there is the seat of mind
and soul. This is where the yogis end their
path. This is the final destination of the
yogi practice.
Saints do not make their disciples involved in the tiring practices of the lower
centers even though they are the practices
of the yogis. They make their disciples
start their practices from this station,
where the yogis end their practices.

The Kal resides in the seventh lotus.
There is the residence of Jot
Niranjan.
Now he says that you can say that Kal resides in the seventh lotus.* It is the place
where Jot Niranjan lives and it is the capital of the astral world. Incarnations like
Rama and Krishna came from this plane.

The eighth lotus is in Trikuti.
The sun of Brahm resides there.
The eighth station or lotus is in Trikuti.
The light of thousands of outer suns can
not compete with even one sun of Trikuti.
The karmas of our past lives are stored
there, and the soul has to live there for
a long time and meditate in order to finish those karmas.
The Master is a gracious being and he
finishes all the stored karmas which we
have and which the soul ordinarily has to
pay off after staying in Trikuti, and he
teaches us how to avoid creating present
karmas. He does not touch the pralabdh
or fate karmas, but He helps us to bear
their pain.

The ninth lotus is in Daswan Dwar
Where the unique Par Brahm resides.
The ninth lotus is in Daswan Dwar [beyond the regions of mind]. The soul does
*The upper six lotuses are all located in the head
above the eyes. They are the focuses or entry points
into the higher planes w h ~ c hbear their names.
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not create any karma, and it does not suffer any karma. It is the mind who creates
the karma and reaps its suffering. In the
same way, Par Brahm is not involved in
any suffering of karma.

In the Mahasunn is the lotus of
Achinta [worrilessness] .
The tenth lotus has its seat there.
When we leave the region of Par Brahm,
there comes a plane which is full of darkness and which the soul cannot cross by
her own efforts. When she reaches Daswan Dwar, she becomes equal to the radiance of twelve outer suns, but even that
radiance does not help her to cross this
plane which is full of darkness.
But from this tenth lotus, from this
plane of deep darkness, one can see the
creation below very clearly, as I can see
all of you clearly. You can see the creation
below you when you reach that plane, as
you can see things which are in a glass jar.
In the Hindu Shastras it is written, "He
who manifests light in the darkness is the
guru." No doubt Master is accompanying the disciple in every single plane, but
the disciple especially needs the company
of the Master in this plane of darkness,
because he knows he will not be able to
cross this plane without the guidance and
radiance of the Master. From here the
Master takes the disciple to the higher
planes, with His own radiance.

The eleventh lotus is in Bhanwar
Gupha.
The twelfth lotus is within the True
Feet.
The eleventh lotus is in Bhanwar Gupha
where the soul becomes intoxicated and
forgets herself. Bhanwar Gupha is the
door of Sach Khand, and Sach Khand is
the twelfth lotus.
When the dissolution happens, the
earth element is dissolved in the water element, the water is evaporated or burned

by the fire element, the fire is absorbed
in the air element, the air is absorbed by
the sky or akash element, and the akash
is then absorbed by the mind; mind is finished by maya, and maya dissolves back
into the Almighty Lord.
Everything up to the second plane is destroyed in the dissolution; and the planes
up t o Bhanwar Gupha are destroyed in
the Grand Dissolution. But Sach Khand
is beyond both the dissolution and the
Grand Dissolution. It remains forever.
What does the Master do when he initiates the disciples? When he initiates the
disciples, he takes the strings of every soul
from the Negative Power and ties them
to Sach Khand. Master Kirpal used to say
that this is the work of someone who has
perfected himself in spirituality; only he
can d o this.
In the lower planes where the Negative
Power is ruling, he has hidden the strings
of every soul through deception. Saints
graciously take those strings from the
Negative Power and connect them to Sach
Khand. The Master has to connect all the
strings of the souls to Sach Khand.

This body is made up of six chcrkras,
And three chakras are the support of
Brahmand.
In thepind or body, there are six chakras;
and there are three chakras supporting the
Brahmand or macrocosm which cannot
be opened by anyone except the Master.
U p until now nobody has opened those
chakras except the Masters. They are the
Alakh, Agam, and Anami.

Except the Saints, none can describe
The three lotuses which are above.
Yogis have reached only t o the second
plane. And yogishwars have reached only
to Daswan Dwar. But rare are the yogishwars who have reached that far. Those
who have not gone beyond those planes
and reached Sach Khand, how can they
6

tell us anything about those three centers,
Alakh, Agam, Anami?

The reach of the yogis is up to the
eighth lotus.
The yogishwars reside in the nrnth.
Yogis reach to Trikuti, and they d o not
know anything about the things in the beyond; and yogishwars reach to Daswan
Dwar and they d o not know anything
about the planes beyond Daswan Dwar;
that is why they have not written anything
in their scriptures about the planes beyond Daswan Dwar.

This is the only account of Pind and
Brahmand.
The yogis and gyanis have seen zip
to here.
Now Swami Ji Maharaj says, Whatever
is in the body, I have told you. I have told
you that the yogis go only up to Trikuti
and the yogishwars go only up to Daswan
Dwar; whereas gyanis [knowers] or
learned people, they did not reach anywhere because they did not go within.
They remained outside trying t o split
hairs.
Guru Nanak Sahib says, "I call him a
gyani who knows the Unwritten Sound
coming from within." H e says that the position of a gyani is very high. It is the most
exalted one, but only if someone becomes
a gyani or knower in the real sense.
But the way we are becoming gyani, the
knowledge which we are getting, is of no
use, as Guru Nanak says. H e says, "One
deceives others by calling himself 'one
who has all the knowledge.' But without
the Master, we cannot d o the devotion of
the Lord."

No one knows the secret of the Beyond,
Only Saints describe the three lotuses
(which are above).
If anyone has graduated and gotten a
S A N T BANI

master's degree, whether he has done that
in India or any other place, we will say
that he has graduated, he has a master's
degree. But if anyone has not graduated,
how can we call him as a graduate? The
Vedantists or yogis who have not gone beyond the planes which I mentioned
earlier, and who do not know anything
about the planes beyond, how can we call
them people who know about the beyond?
Many yogis and sages and seer,s had
meetings with Guru Nanak and they debated a lot with him. First they were
proud of their long lives and complained
that Guru Nanak was too young. Those
who have reached the lower planes, they
always show miracles using supernatural
powers which they have acquired by doing their meditation. Even I used to do
this when I was initiated into the first two
words by Baba Bishan Das, and it is my
personal experience that when you do the
lower practices you gain a lot of supernatural power. Once when Guru Nanak
met with yogis in the place called Achal
Batala, they started showing many miracles. They flew in the air, and started
throwing fire from the sky. The Sangat
of Guru Nanak cried out to him that the
yogis would burn them and Guru Nanak
should accept them as Masters. Guru Nanak said, "You should see what is in the
will of God." Masters do not use supernatural powers, but supernatural powers
themselves come in the court of the
Masters and such things happen by themselves. People think that the Masters are
doing them, but that is not the case. Masters never show any miracles or use supernatural powers. It is the supernatural
powers themselves who come in the court
of the Masters and they do certain things
so that the Master might become pleased
with them and accept them. So saying
"Sat kartar," Guru Nanak Sahib threw
one of his sandals in the air. The yogis
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who were flying and throwing fire from
the sky were all clean-shaven; so, when
he threw his sandal which was made of
wood, it went and it gave them all a beating on their heads. As a result, all the
yogis came down and apologized and
promised not to do that again.

Some talk up to the sixth; some talk
up to the ninth.
All the paths get tired (end) in them.
Now Swami Ji Maharaj says that some
people talk only up to Trikuti - they give
the teachings only up to Trikuti. Some
people mention the planes only up to
Daswan Dwar, and they do not say anything about the planes beyond because
they have not gone there. All the religions
of the present time talk only about the
planes which are up to Daswan Dwar.
How can they talk about the planes beyond when they have not reached there?

Sant Mat is great and is ahead of all
A few, with the Grace of the Saints,
wake up.
As the saying goes in Rajasthan, "In the
foot of the elephant comes everybody's
feet." In the same way, he says that Sant
Mat is the greatest of all. But only those
people can understand Sant Mat on
whom God is gracious.
In order to go within, it makes no
difference whether one is illiterate or literate. It makes no difference whether one
is young or old. It all depends upon our
love, faith, devotion, and hard work, because this is the path of love.
It does not matter if the Master has not
gained or perfected the outer knowledge;
he is perfect in the inner knowledge. In
fact, the Master is the center of all the
outer and inner knowledge.
I often say that is it not a difficult job
for the Master to talk in anybody's language. In any language they want to, they
can talk. And, in the place where they
7

have to talk to the soul, they talk very easily. There is no need to worry about language, because in the place where the
Shabd has to talk with the soul, no translator, no Pappu, will be needed there.
This truth is in front of all of you and
even Pappu knows about this: all outer,
worldly things, come through Pappu to
me and he knows that many dear ones
come and tell me, "On certain occasions
Master talked with me [within] like this."
They never say that Pappu was there and
he translated! Many of your letters and
many dear ones who come in interviews
bear witness t o this truth.

He who reaches the twelfth place
(lotus),
Call Him alone the wise Saint.
Now Swami Ji Maharaj is lovingly explaining to his disciple, "Look here, child,
only the soul who reaches Sach Khand
with his efforts and with the grace of the
Master, only such a soul can be called a
Saint ."

The way of the Saints is the highest
of all:
He who reaches it reaches the True
Home.
Swami Ji Maharaj says that the Path of
the Masters is the greatest of all. You can
see this for yourself if you go within. They
never say "don't go within," but they always inspire us to go within. And, they
tell us, "go within and see for your own
selves that whatever I a m saying, that is
truth."

How can I praise the one who has
reached there?
All the Paths come under Him.
Now Swami Ji Maharaj says, ''What can
I say of the glory or the importance of the
one who has reached Sach Khand? All
other ways, remain below Sant Mat."

If you do not believe this in your
mind, then see the Bani of Kabir
and the Gurus.
The day before yesterday in the Satsang
I said that Saints and Mahatmas d o not
run their mission supported by any particular holy book or scriptures. Their mission is dependent o n their own experiences.
They read from the writings of the
previous Masters only to show the truth,
t o give the evidence. Swami Ji Maharaj
tells his disciple, "Look here, child, if you
d o not believe in what I am saying, read
the writings of Kabir and Gurbani and
you will find the evidence."

The path of Tulsi Sahib was the
same.
Paltu and Jag Jivan also said the
same things.
I give you the proof of these Saints,
and describe their Banis as evidence.
Now he says, "I have told you about the
writings of Paltu Sahib, Jag Jivan Sahib,
Guru Nanak, and all the previous Masters
to show you that whatever I am telling
you, the same things were told by the
previous Masters also."

They also practiced the Path of the
yoga and knowledge
But kept the Path of the Sound Current and the Saints as the highest.
All these Mahatmas worked very hard in
meditation. They had even done the
yogas. They were aware of the yoga practices and all other practices and they did
them. And after searching and doing all
these practices, when they came t o Sant
Mat, to the practice of the Path of the
Masters, they realized for themselves, and
that is why they have said that the Path
of the Masters is the greatest of all.

Yogis and vedantins, brothers, do
SANT BANI

not believe in the Path of the
Saints.
Now Swami Ji Maharaj says that these
yogis and vedantins do not believe in Sant
Mat. Why? Because they have not reached
the planes known only to the Saints. The
person who has not reached the roof, how
will he believe that there is something lying on the roof?
Dadu Sahib says, "The Vedas do not
say, nor by taking outer garbs can one
know, the Reality. And it is a pity that
the people do not believe Dadu either."
Dadu Sahib also says this: "Dadu says
from what he has seen, whereas the people say from hearsay." How can they believe in the existence of God when they
have not seen him personally?

The Vedas and the scriptures do not
reach there.
They get exhausted in the middle of
the way.
All these Vedas, Holy Scriptures, yogis,
gyanis, all got tired and sat down on the
way. They could not go beyond that
point. Why did they not go beyond this?
Because they did not get any Master who
could take them beyond.

Again and again, I explain:
I sing the way of the Saints as the
highest.
Swami Ji Maharaj says, "Again and again
I am emphasizing this thing: that if there
is any Path which is the highest of all, it
is Sant Mat." Because in this Path, one
does not have to give up his family or
leave his home, one does not have to
change his religion or label. One has to
keep his thoughts pure and earn his living by honest means, and he can do the
devotion of the Lord living in his family.

Understand that Kal has taken over
the intellect of those who do not
believe in this.
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Now Swami Ji Maharaj says about those
who do not believe in these true things.
you should understand that their intellect
has been spoiled by the Negative Power
and he is being controlled by him.

How can those who view the gem
and glass alike know the way of
the Saints?
How can people understand the Path of
the Masters if they think there is no difference between a diamond and a piece of
glass?
If a jeweler gets a diamond he appreciates it. If a potmaker or someone who has
no knowledge of jewels gets a diamond,
he ties it around the neck of a donkey.

Do not tell about this Path in detail
to them.
Better keep quiet!
What is the use of talking about this Path
to those who have no appreciation for
God in their heart? Master Sawan Singh
Ji used to say, "What is the use of telling
a person to do the business of rupees or
valuable things who is satisfied in doing
the business of pennies or useless things?"
Many learned pundits and scholars
come to me and quote from their scriptures. I tell them only one thing: "The human body is the greatest scripture and he
who has read this scripture, who has gone
within this scripture which is six feet tall,
has reached the center of all knowledge.
I go within and I have peace. First you
go within, then read the scriptures and
talk with me."

The Path of the Saints is the highest
of all
Understand this as true.
Understand both Sufis and Vedantins as under them.
Now Swami Ji Maharaj tells his disciple,
"Look here, dear son, I have told you
about the Path of the Masters, and it is
9

the greatest of all. The Sufis and the
Vedantins are all below the Path of the
Masters." No doubt they imitatc the
Masters, but they cannot reach their place
because they have not met the Perfect
Master.*

Soirlrs celebrare the Divali dail~pin
Sat Lok.
All orher paths are of h'ul. Thyv stir
u p dust ~inrrecessari(v,
In India once a year they celebrate a Festival of Lights which is called Divali. And
it is said that when Lord Rama came back
to Ayodhya, after spending twelve years
in exile, people welcomed him and they
burned lights all over India. And even

*"SuJ;is~n"and "Vedanra" are here used
ro designare closecl sysrelns exisring wirhin
Islam ant1 Hinduism respec/ively which
arrempr lo offer liberalion. In the wider
sense, of course, ~nargvSufis have been
~blusrers(as Swa~niJi points our else where
i l l his rwi/ings).

now they cclcbratc that Festival of Lights,
but only once a year. Swami Ji ivlaharaj
says that thc Saints celebrate that Festival
of Light every d(5v in Sat Lok, bccausc Sat
Lok is full of light. 'There arc so many
suns, moons, stars, and there is so n~uch
light over there, that i t is always like
celebrating the Festival of Lights. No one
knows for sure how many rows of suns
arc there, how many lines of moons and
stars are there. So here he says that Saints
always celebrate that Festival of Light in
Sat Lok; whereas t he other paths are of
the Negative Power. They all do the devotion of the Negative Power and in the
end the Negative Power himself devours
them. Just as blind people d o not realize
that i t is the sand that they are blowing
that is coming back on their own face, in
the same way, people following paths
other than Sant Mat, do not know that
whatever they are doing as a devotion of
the Lord is not going to do any good to
them, and that in the end they will be
devoured by the Negative Power to whom
they are giving their devotion.

The Haunting Dream
a story
MARY B. FEWEL
11 RE YOU my guardian angel?" Mira-

A

be1 asked the old man in her
dream. She wanted to know because at
school Sister Constance Marie had been
telling the children about guardian
angels - that everybody has one and that
the boys and girls should remember this,
especially when they were scared or sad.
So it was only natural to ask the old man
who was there after she saw the ghosts.
He smiled softly and shook his head.
"Not exactly," he replied, and then she
woke up.
The sun wasn't quite risen yet, so
Mirabel stayed snuggled in bed, now wide
awake, puzzling over her recent dreams.
Nearly every night for the past week or
so, she'd had at least a glimpse of the parish rectory, where Father Mohan lived.
She'd never been within, until in her
dream just now. Well, once on Halloween
she and her brothers and a few friends,
having roved daringly far in search of
candy, trick-or-treated there. Mirabel, in
a pink princess dress, hung back. "You
can't go there!" she whispered incredulously. "That's the Rectory!" She
couldn't believe that the priest who wore
flowing robes and changed the bread and
wine into the body and blood of Jesus transub- . . . transubstan- . . . (an extracredit word in her 4th grade vocabulary
which she couldn't remember how to pronounce) -anyway, she didn't think Father
Mohan would have candy to give them,
of all things! But there he was, in ordinary clothes, laughing and throwing
goodies by the fistful into upraised bags,
with personal greetings for each goblin,
cowgirl and fireman before him. "And
who's the shy princess?" he twinkled as
Mirabel reluctantly approached. Two
handfuls of chocolates later, her opinion
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of the priest relaxed. Actually, she was a
tiny bit disappointed, but kept it to
herself.
So why did she go inside his house in
her dream tonight (he wasn't even home)
and why were there ghosts? She didn't actually see them, but she knew they were
there, all whispery and shadowy. In a
dream before this one, Mirabel had gone
up to his door to ask the priest a question. Now she couldn't remember what
she'd wanted to ask, just that she started
feeling funny all over and looked around
and everything seemed sort of creepy. She
hadn't even knocked, but turned and trotted back to her bike, and rode away fast.
But tonight, somehow more courageous,
she had gone back to ask the same question, which she still couldn't remember,
and had even knocked on the door. It
swung open, like in the horror movies,
but there was nobody there and there
were no cobwebs, broken stairs or dusty
old furniture pieces. This was just an ordinary living room, similar to her family's, with a regular sofa, coffee table,
pictures, and everything. Why were there
ghosts? She walked in because everything
looked normal, even though she felt
funny. "Is anybody here?" she asked, and
her own voice sounded strange. Then she
heard them. There were whispers and
shuffling sounds. A baby cried, but it was
muffled. The room's atmosphere was so
close and uncomfortable that she found
herself dizzy and panting without having
moved. Shaking off this queazy reverie,
Mirabel turned and bolted for the door,
heart pounding. Unlike horror movie
doors, this one had remained conveniently open to the world of sunlight and
wide, safe streets outside. She darted
through it, down the front steps, through
1I

the gate, and straight into a pair of strong
hands which gently caught her by the
shoulders.
Mirabel glanced up, expecting to see
Father Mohan, but instead, looked into
the most unusual, kindly, yet penetrating
eyes she had even seen. Her own eyes widened. The face gazing down at her held
an expression she had only seen in paintings of Jesus. But this face was different -older, white-bearded, and as real as
her own mother's. "Mirabel, are .you all
right?" the old man asked with great concern. She couldn't answer. She had never
met anyone like him before. She remained
awestruck. "I think you're okay," he answered for her, smiling a little. "You
mustn't be afraid of what was in that
house," he went on. "Nothing there will
hurt you." Oh. Now she remembered.
The rectory. Meeting the old man had
knocked every other thing out of her
mind. She sighed with relief and smiled
shyly at him. Now the incredible face was
at her own level, the old man o n one knee
before her, brushing stray hairs from her
face, making sure the little girl was truly
all right. That's when she asked him about
his identity, and then she woke up. Hmm.
"Rise and shine!" her mother's voice
called up the stairs. Mirabel sat up, crosslegged, still perplexed, frowning over her
mysterious dream, wishing she could have
stayed with the strangely familiar, whitebearded stranger just a little while longer.
"Good morning, Honey," her mother
sang in the open door as she passed, and
the day began.
Mirabel moved through breakfast and
school that morning in a reverie. Who
was he if not her guardian angel? "Not
exactly," he'd said. What did that mean?
If she tried, she could recall his face, and
a warm feeling rose within her. Would she
ever see him again? Were the ghosts all
gone now? The usually active youngster

was lost in these thoughts. She daydreamed through reading period, math
and religion, until the teacher called on
her. Mirabel didn't hear. She had just
glimpsed the old man in her mind's eye,
and was reveling in the sweetness which
followed. "Mirabel, I asked you a question!" said a voice above her. "Oh! I uh
. . ." Mirabel blushed deeply, tears of
shame starting to her eyes. She was very
sensitive. Sister Constance stood sternly
overhead, black-robed arms folded.
"Where are you today, girl?" she asked.
"I'm sorry, Sister! I . . . wasn't. um . . .
listening." Turmoil. Mirabel wasn't used
t o being caught unawares in class.
"The question was: How did God show
His Love for the world?" Sister Constance
intoned carefully.
"By sending us His Son."
"Yes. Correct. See me during recess."
Recess came soon.
"Now Mirabel, you musn't think I'm
angry with you," Sister began. "You look
like you expect me to hit you. Don't be
afraid!" She had melted a little at the sight
of her brightest pupil looking so forlorn.
"Come sit with me and tell me what's the
matter today."
Mirable moved closer, still wincing inwardly. She bit her lip. Her nose was a
little drippy and her cheeks warm and
sticky from crying. Seeing this, the nun
fetched a clean handkerchief from her
desk drawer and wiped the girl's face
gently. "Cat got your tongue?"
"No . . ." answered Mirabel in a tiny
voice. She coughed and swallowed hard.
How much should she tell? Ghosts - yes,
old man- no, something told her. "I um
had a dream . . ." More tears came.
Why? She hadn't felt like crying before,
and now a tide of tears rose within her,
unexpected and inexplicable.
"You had a dream. All right . . . was

(Continued on page 24)
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From The Book of Baba Sawan
T H E EARLY YEARS
of Sawan in the Indian calendar (July 15-August 15, approximately) is traditionally known as the
month which brings maximum rains to
Northern India. Every time it comes, year
after year, it brings in its wake sweet, fragrant and evergreen memories of Baba
Sawan Singh Ji Maharaj. Widely known
as the sage of Beas, H e illumined the
minds of thousands of broken-hearted
souls, who had shuttled from pillar t o
post in their search for the God-hay, but
were not able t o get their thirst quenched
till they came to His feet.
A century and a quarter ago, H e was
born on Tuesday, 27 July, 1858 (by the
Indian calendar, 13 Sawan, 1915) to a
well-to-do Grewal Jat family in a remote
village of District Ludhiana, in Punjab,
named "Mehma Singh" after its founder.
The popularity of this village grew manifold during the time of the founder's son,
Sardar Daya Singh, who true to his name,
was large-hearted like a river, and did his
very best to improve the life of the village
residents. H e had a religious bent of mind
and often sought the company of holy
men. His son, Sardar Sher Singh, who
was reared in religious traditions, used to
ask pointed questions about God from his
father, but not getting satisfactory replies
from him, would pray to God Almighty
t o show him the way. Seeing the abiding
interest of Sardar Sher Singh in God, his
parents feared that he might become a
recluse. In order to involve him in worldly
affairs, they married him to a good and
talented girl, Dhan Kaur by name. Both
the husband and wife, however, had identical interests, and being well disposed towards spirituality, made an exceedingly
suitable match, continuing the search for
truth jointly with far greater zeal than
each one had before marriage. The in-
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tense and earnest desire of the couple
found fulfillment when they met Baba
Ram Singh Ji of Bheni Sahib in Punjab,
a member of the Nam-Dhari sect, who
was renowned for his spiritual attainments. Struck by the simplicity of his
dress, the saintliness of his appearance,
and the purity of his conduct and teachings, the couple became his ardent disciples and continued to visit him, even
when old age stood in their way.
Sardar Kabul Singh, son of Sher Singh,
was fortunate to have the spiritual touch
right from the cradle, and continued in the
footsteps of his parents and ancestors. In
the course of time, his parents, as his
grandparents had done for his father, got
him married to Shrimati Jiwani Ji, who
belonged to a very good family and possessed all the finer qualities, like simplicity,
modesty, generosity, and contentment.
Sardar Kabul Singh retired as a Subedar
Major from the Army, and enjoyed a
very good reputation among his colleagues. How fortunate this couple was
could only be imagined as they gave birth
t o a spiritual luminary who became a legend in his time: a Divine Saviour for hundreds of thousands of souls leading lives
of misery in the meshes of mind and matter, Who shone as a lode star in the
spiritual world.
As Sardar Kabul Singh had to move
from place t o place on military duty every now and then, his wife remained at his
ancestral village, under the care of his
respected father, who was extremely anxious to have a grandson. In fact the whole
village, which respected Sardar Sher Singh
(by then known as Baba Sher Singh) for
his piety, anxiously prayed for the day
when the saintly Baba, on having a grandson in his lap, would distribute sweets,
riches, charity and favors unlimitedly. At
last the day came; and it came with a
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bang, bringing with it torrents of rain, a
storm which, coming after a prolonged
drought, turned the dry and hungry countryside fresh and green; brightened the
hearts of the residents of the village and
in fact created a stir in the whole surrounding countryside. The whole village
marveled at the news of the birth of a
grandson to Baba Sher Singh Ji, who had
brought with him the much needed rain;
the event was celebrated in full tradition
and with all ceremonies. Whoever came
to offer congratulations got all that he
wanted and went away fully satisfied with
praise and prayer on his lips.
Celebrations over, when the saintly
Baba had his first look at his grandson,
he could not help remarking that the child
would become either an Emperor of the
world or an Emperor of Naam (the riches of spirituality), as he was destined to
be very high and great. The Baba prophesied that the child would have physical
charm, a winning temperament, sweet nature, and above all, majesty - so much so
that even those who opposed him, would
not be able to stop him. When the question of naming the child came up, Baba
Sher Singh said that as the child had
brought torrential rain during the sunbaked, oven-hot period, providing relief
to everyone, there was nothing better than
to name him after the month of his birth,
the rainy month of Sawan; and that is how
he came to be known as Sawan Singh.
The grandfather loved Sawan immensely, and did not wish to be separated
from him, even for a while. He would
usually take him along while going to his
guru, Baba Ram Singh Ji, who on seeing
the child, remarked that he was a spiritual stalwart and a leader of leaders, who
had come into the world to lead suffering souls to the house of their True Father. This gladdened the heart of Baba
Sher Singh.
Sawan Singh was the only son of his
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parents, who looked to him for the fulfillment of all their desires and aspirations. He used to sometimes narrate the
events of his childhood in Satsang, saying that passers-by sometimes stopped to
have a second look at him. Once, when
he was playing with his cousins in the village of his maternal grandparents, an
aged Sikh Jat (farmer) happened to pass
by and seeing him, stopped abruptly and
started looking at him very intently, as
though he were the title page of a newly
published book. Sensing the gaze of the
passerby, he hid himself behind a companion at once, and the traveler walked
away, remarking loudly to Sawan's cousins that the boy he w,as looking at was
of no use to them. At that time Sawan
thought that as he did not have as strong
a physical frame as other children of his
age, the passerby might have thought that
he was too weak for worldly work. It
turned out, though, that the old Jat was
possessed of a penetrating vision, had
read the forehead of the boy, and was
forced to remark that he would be so
deeply engaged in spirituality that his interest in worldly matters would be so little as to render him useless to his family
on that level.
Right from childhood, Sawan Singh
was blessed with a sharp intellect, commendable diligence, and an inborn desire
to acquire knowledge. He learned easily,
and was always first in his class. By nature methodical, he organized his work
carefully, leaving almost nothing to
chance. Respectful and obedient as he
was, he impressed his teachers and companions alike and.got along well with everybody -whoever came in contact with him.
The influence and company of holy
persons was his parentage and ancestry.
Accompanying his grandparents and parents to places of pilgrimage and men of
spiritual learning, he acquired familiarity
with matters of religion early in life.

From The Book of Sant Kirpal
TOWARD THE END
During the last years of Sant Kirpal's
life, He had to go out on extensive tours,
even though traveling posed considerable
problems. He did not relish traveling by
air within India, and traveling by train
had its problems. He used to resort to
traveling by car, but that too was uncomfortable on various counts: one being his
inability to lie down on the rear seat,
which was too small for His frame. The
question of bringing over a foreign car,
with a longer and wider back seat, was being considered. However, there were two
views: one that His traveling in a costly
imported car would attract uncharitable
comments from the general public; and
the other, since it would be an aid to His
travel and therefore in the general interest
of the Sangat, it must be obtained.
A debate on this subject was going on
amongst the so-called leading disciples. A
gentleman who was greatly attracted to
Him and held the second view, was once
sitting with Him and massaging His body,
when I was there also. The Lord very
lovingly enquired from him, "If something starts giving trouble and functioning
improperly, what should be done?" As
that man had on his mind that the existing car never functioned well, nor was
comfortable, he related the question to
that, and immediately blurted out, "It
should be replaced." But somehow it
dawned on me what the Lord was talking about, and I sadly asked Him if He
was talking with reference to His own
body. Hazur Maharaj Ji gave a hearty
laugh, and said, "It should be replaced.
This body is not functioning properly and
should be replaced." This sent shivers
down the spine of the gentleman, but he
had already shot the arrow.
The point in describing this incident is
this: how can we know what the Guru
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wants until we have established that which
He used to call "receptivity with the
Guru," and our hearts beat in time with
Him? But it is not easy to achieve this,
and only the dear one who is lost in Him
is able to have this condition; it is only
such dear ones who are prepared to keep
making platforms their whole life, or who
are prepared to eat a dead body, or who
are willing to climb leafless trees to pluck
sweets. But those who consider themselves to possess better understanding always say that such people have blind
faith, and bring a bad name to the
mission.
He clarified on hundreds of occasions
that only one who has himself suffered
the terrible pangs of the Guru's love
knows what it is; for others it is blasphemy and madness. He was indeed the
embodiment of all that He told us in His
discourses, all His life; but pity on us that
we did not care to really understand what
He tried to instill in us. He often said that
the essence of all religious teaching is that
one should constantly remember one's
death; for if one does so, he will not entangle himself in unimportant things, and
will devote himself to that which will help
him at the end time. And as the Guru is
the only One Who can help then, we
should think of Him with every breath,
so that a heart to heart connection is established, and receptivity is achieved. Except this process, nothing will help us to
see His unseen Self.
When such Master souls come into the
world and spread their fragrance all
around, wherever the Lord takes Them
to, the people who have sensitive noses
become attracted, and start coming to
them as their inner self impells them to.
Some of those coming to such Masters are
high-placed dignitaries and opinion leaders, who arrange for worldly honors to

be bestowed, and appreciation be shown.
But for such Masters of the inner path
and hidden science, these events are of no
consequence. They consider them to be
of the perishable order, and they do not
attach any importance to them.
The presentation of the Abhinandan
Patra, by religious heads from all faiths
and countries; conferment of the order of
St. John of Jerusalem, Knights of Malta, never conferred on any non-Christian
before; Presidency of the World Fellowship of Religions; numerous receptions by
religious heads in appreciation of His
worldwide tours taking the message of
God to all corners of the world; offering
of the keys of the various cities upon His
visit to those places; delivery of addresses to innumerable distinguished congregations on matters of religion; the address
to the members of the Indian Parliament
-all of these were of His life; but considering them to be of little relevance to
His real mission and work, no details are
being given.
Baba Jaimal Singh Ji Maharaj, in one
of His letters to Baba Sawan Singh, had
said that He should mold Himself and His
mind in such a manner that if He gets the
kingdom of the world, He should not feel
happy and puffed up, nor grieved if such
kingdoms were taken away from Him;
because Master souls dip themselves in
that nectar by dipping in which happiness

and grief become the same. It is easier to
say than do, but it can be achieved by becoming one with the Lord, and by witnessing for oneself the reality of Truth.
It was seen during Kirpal Singh's earthly
existence, that despite moments of intense
grief, or utter provocation and difficulty, He remained unaffected. Seeing this,
even his opponents who had decided to
finish Him, felt impressed and were attracted to Him.
I personally feel that it is impossible to
recognize such Masters of Perfection
whatever one may do, except when He
Himself gives perception. I remember
once that He was terribly sick with physical affliction. His physical son was sitting with Him, and seeing Him in that
distress, tears started rolling down his
eyes. The Master comforted him and told
him that while His physical self seemed
to be so sick, His inner self had initiated
large numbers of persons in the inner
planes that day. Now even though we
people are sitting so near Him physically, how can we really know what He is
and what He is doing? Outer eyes and intellect can be of no help in knowing Him;
but for inner access, we remain deprived
of any real knowledge about Him, even
though we may consider ourselves near to
Him. Blessed is he, to whom He gives His
own understanding, by opening his eyes
and giving him a glimpse of what He is.

From The Book of Sant Ajaib
MY TESTIMONY
I had the rare and good fortune to go
to the feet of my Master Baba Sawan
Singh Ji Maharaj very early in my childhood, as my respected mother was one of
his great devotees. My respected father,
who initially was reluctant and indifferent to this Path, as he was under the in18

fluence of rigid and closed thinking on
religion, gave way at first sight and fell
at the feet of the Great Guru, with the result that he remained always attracted to
Him, and later to Sant Kirpal Singh Ji
Maharaj. As I used to be at the Dera of
my Guru, and at other places which He
visited, as much as my circumstances perSANT BANI

mitted, I had ample opportunity to be in
His physical presence, to be near Him and
see Him closely; but how could an unworthy child like me understand the Emperor
of Emperors?
I was also fortunate to be with the ever
forgiving Lord of Compassion, Sant Kirpal Singh Ji Maharaj, Who graciously allowed me to be always near Him, ever
since my childhood, while He was on this
earth. The distant physical relationship
was of no consequence to Him, as He
treated all dear ones alike-as His children. He showered unlimited love and
grace on my parents, my brothers and sister, and me, my wife and my childrenthe whole family - and poured Himself
out in a way which hundreds of parents
cannot do. We enjoyed the nearness of
the two Great Masters, mainly on account
of our parents.
My wife also had the additional fortune
of spending her whole life in close relationship with, and under the guidance of,
Sant Kirpal Singh Ji Maharaj, as she was
from His family and received unbounded
grace from Him since her infancy, and
had the good fortune to be initiated by
Baba Sawan Singh Ji. I must however admit that despite the love and grace
showered on us, we did not make full use
of the opportunity which came our way,
as we did not meditate and act on the orders of the two Great Ones. Despite our
failings, however, we were allowed to enjoy Their nearness, divine counsel, and
the privilege of putting our shoulders to
the Holy Cause.
After Sant Kirpal Singh Ji Maharaj left
the body, we felt as if we had become
homeless. Our meeting with Sant Ji in
July 1976 came as a gift out of the blue
and an indescribable blessing, because we
found at least one dear one who seemed
similar to the two great personalities we
had had the fortune of being in contact
with, who poured out love in the same

fashion, and gave himself out in the same
manner, as He was lost in the two Great
Ones. Since then, our faith, confidence
and respect has continually grown.
On 30 April, 1981, our son, Man Mohan Singh, affectionately called Mohni,
twenty-four years of age and a practicing
advocate in the High Court of Delhi, died
in a motor scooter accident. At that time,
Sant Ji had returned from the nursing
home a few days earlier, after His second
eye operation, and was recuperating at
Pappu's home. His eye was under green
cloth and the doctors had advised Him to
restrict His movements and talking to an
absolute minimum. As such, nobody was
going to Him except the few dear ones attending Him. On 28 April, we received a
telephone call from Pappu, very late in
the night, saying that Sant Ji wanted a
copy of a collection of Maharaj Ji's Satsangs in Hindi that had been published
in Delhi sometime before. I told Him that
1 would get a copy and bring it to Him
the next day. I secured a copy on the next
day, and asked my wife to bring it to Pappu's house in the evening, and that I
would come there straight from my office. She was hesitant and said that since
nobody was going to Him, it would be
improper for her to go and that I should
go there alone with the book. I, however, thought that both of us should have
the opportunity of going and seeing Him,
and told my wife that I would take the
blame if there was any. On arrival at Pappu's house, we found that very book lying on the table-and Pappu's sister told
us that Sant Ji liked it t o be read to Him
and she was doing it daily. This seemed
strange; we thought that this must be a
way of calling us to Him, as Maharaj Ji
used to sometimes do.
He called us up on the terrace and in
the course of a loving conversation, asked
us about Mohni, and we told him that he
was doing fine; and He said strongly and
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distinctively, "Master will take care of
him," and repeated the same words a
number of times, even after the subject
changed. The words stuck in our minds,
but we could not understand their exact
implication. Mohni was usually back
from the office of his senior at the latest
by ten at night; but on the fateful day he
did not come when it was long after ten,
and we kept waiting until half past eleven,
when we grew very restless and started
calling the hospitals in the area to see if
something had gone wrong. One-hospital said no, the second did not respond
even after repeated calls, and the third
one which we were able to contact after
repeated efforts, confirmed that a man of
Mohni's description and name had come,
and told us to come there without saying
anymore. We reached there at once. and
came to know that Mohni was dead.,and
had been brought there in that condition.
On inquiring as to who brought him
there, the doctor said that an old Sikh
gentleman with an extremely white beard,
dressed in immaculate white, had brought
him in his arms. As Mohni was unusually tall and hefty, the doctor was quite surprised as to how the old man could carry
him in his arms. He also said that the gentleman disappeared immediately after
leaving him with them, and could not be
traced despite their efforts.
Leaving the hospital, we went to Pappu's place immediately, and on going upstairs, found Sant Ji stripped to his
underwear, his body wrapped loosely in
a white sheet, terribly drenched with perspiration and breathing hard, despite a
very cool and strong breeze that was
blowing at that time. We fell at His feet
and told Him about the happening; He
said that He was waiting for us, and that
the one who had taken Mohni's body to
the hospital was not unknown to us. A
day later, He told us that even if someone known to you had taken the body to

the hospital in such circumstances, he
would have tried to show us how much
trouble he had taken for us; but has that
unknown one told you even once what he
has done for you? As He loves His children and does all these things as His duty,
He never makes a mention even. Sant Ji
told us that Mohni had gone to a place
of permanent peace and bliss and we
should not worry about him.
After we got Mohni's body from the
hospital the next day, we took it home before its cremation in the afternoon. It was
unusually hot, and a sunlike hot storm
which was blowing made the position
worse. Despite awful climatic conditions
and the instructions of the doctor, Sant
Ji came over to our place, at great risk
to His eye, and we submitted that He
should not have come there in that condition and weather. He said, "You are
talking of sun-hot winds; even if a fire
were raging, I would have come."
We went to Him every morning at 4
a.m. daily, during the eight-day period of
traditional mourning, so as to be back by
daybreak and to be available to the visitors calling on us for condolence. Every
day Sant Ji waited for us in the early
morning, and consoled us in diverse ways
and said that these are all predestined occurrences, about which one can do nothing except to bow before the will of the
Lord. He also told us that when Mohni
appeared before Maharaj Ji, He asked
him to go in, but Mohni said that he had
not meditated; on which the Holy One replied, "You have been initiated by a Perfect Master, enjoyed His presence and
taken His parshad. What more is required? Go in." This is how Godmen help
the dear ones coming in their contact,
without any return or reward.
Sant Ji told me that we do not know
what the Master does for us, and how He
comes to our rescue at a time when none
of the relatives of the world. for whom
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we spend our life and spill our blood, can
be of any help. He said that however difficult the conditions, the Perfect Master
will always come to take His souls with
Him, because this is His word and this is
His promise; and this is His greatness.
SOME QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS
Before concluding this section, I asked
Sant Ji a number of questions about the
inner path and am including replies given by Him to some of them in the following paragraphs, in the hope that they may
help some of the dear ones.

By devoting maximum time for Bhajan
and Simran.

What retards the progress the most?
Criticism of others. While one has even
the tiniest bit within oneself, the inner
way will not open up.

What is the preeminence of the Guru?
Being the most true and helping friend
and benefactor. He is always with His disciple like a shadow and protects at every
step, and feels elated when he finds His
disciple at peace.

What are the aids to spiritual progress?
Satsang, faith in the Guru and love for
Him.

How can we increase and develop love
for the Guru?
By His constant and continual remembrance.

What are "musts" for achievements on
this Path?
Abstinence from passions and vices, inner cleanliness, fellow-feeling, spiritual
discipline, sacrifice, surrender and devotion to the Guru.

How can the pleasure of the Guru be
obtained?
By obedience.

What does the Guru expect His disciples to do?
To clean themselves of dross, dirt, filth
and impurities, and come up to Him.

How can we increase the remembrance
of the Guru?
By not allowing anyone to come in between the Guru and the disciple and
eliminating all foreign thoughts.

What role does Simran play?
It concentrates the scattered attention
at the eye focus and sweeps the soul clean.
As long as the mirror of the soul is unclean, the Guru does not allow entry
inside.

Where can the Grace of the Guru be
received?
At the eye focus by concentration
where the Guru distributes baskets full of
His Guru.

How can the progress be accelerated?

How can we devote maximum time to
Bhajan and Simran when mind is running
wild?
Mind is our only foe. We have to constantly quarrel and fight with it, so as to
get over it. We have to bring the running
mind repeatedly back, so that it stops running and stands still. This is bhajan.

What are "must nots" of the Path?
Non-judgment of others-instead we
should judge ourselves. No ill will or ill
thoughts for anyone, including one's ene-
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mies. Not causing injury to anyone by
thoughts, words or deeds.

How can we increase obedience?
By taking the Guru to be all wisdom
and almighty, and considering oneself to
be nothing, so as to understand that all
that He says is correct and in our own interest. In this way no sacrifice will seem
too big, one will surender before the Guru
completely and obedience to Him will increase.

What will happen to unbecoming and
unmeritorious persons like me who have
not meditated except for ten or fifteen
at a
rS there any hopefor
such people?
Supreme Father Kirpal used to say that
there is hope for everybody, provided one
mends one's ways. Even in the worldly order, only that son attracts the eye of the
father who obeys his orders. This is more
true of spiritual dispensation. If we continue doing mental wrestling, the mind
will betray us. We should start acting on
the words of the Guru, and see how He
helps us.

How does the Guru come inside every disciple at the time of Initiation, and
how does He help and protect at all
times?
At the time of Initiation, the Perfect
Master makes such an arrangement that
the Word-personified Guru is always with
the disciple and he keeps progressing. Perfect Masters have two forms, one of
which is inner and Word personified, and
the other is outer and physical. Physical
form is necessary for giving the way to the
Naam, and the Word personified guides
inside. By virtue of the body which the
Guru possesses, He belongs to one world,
but by the power of Shabd, He is present

everywhere and always protects the disciples and others who love Him.

How does the Guru give the contact
with Light and Sound at the time of Initiation ?
As Naam and Shabd are manifested in
the Perfect Master, He is fully conversant
with the inner Light and Sound and gives
the contact with it by His competence and
commission. It is not enough to see Light
and Sound, as Kal has made full arrangements inside, and has created his own
highest sound, and hidden the cords of
the jivas in the Brahm. The Guru who is
perfect and competent, and has become
Word personified, secures the cords of
His initiates from Kal by His Power and
authority, and connects them in Sat Lok.

How do the Perfect Masters have so
much humility and meekness?
The Perfect Masters manifest God Almighty within Themselves by lifelong
meditation. They see the Lord face to face
and realize how exalted He is and how
small is the human being before Him.
Just as the sea is very large and gives of
itself to form rivers and brooks, similarly, the Master souls are like an ocean of
humility and meekness, and smallness is
their ornament and asset. The humility of
the Saints is true and real, not like that
of a panther who picks up its prey by
bending and bowing down, nor like the
bow which takes the life of others by
bending; it is not deceptive.

It was seen during the days of Baba Sawan Singh Ji Maharaj and Sant Kirpal
Singh Ji Maharaj that some people who
were very impressed and fond of them at
first, later went away and behaved indifferently. Why does it happen?
The path of Truth is simple and
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straight, and does not permit selfglorification. Mind, which is the greatest
deceiver, keeps a very vigilant eye on
those who are eminent in any manner,
and makes a quick prey of them, by one
trick or another; and in this process, inadequacy of inner access and selfexperience, abundance of temptations
and pressures of the mind and of the material world play havoc with the jiva, with
the result that faith and confidence in the
Perfect Master becomes the first casualty, and one starts questioning His words
and ways. Saints are Masters of their will,
and act in the manner dictated by the inner power - even though they always give
due recognition to what respected persons
around them may say, and spare no efforts to comfort all the people who need
it and put them at ease. But led by one's
misfortune and bad karma, one is driven
away from Perfect Masters, suffering an
irreparable loss. However, the Saints
never allow such developments to stand
in the way of their love for those dear
ones, and not only wish well for them, but
actually go to their rescue and help, whenever it becomes necessary. Past events
show that Hazur Maharaj Kirpal went to
the hospital numerous times to see such
ailing dear ones, and giving His attention,
pulled their souls up, so that the dear ones
would admit that the Light and Sound
which had been missing for such a very
long time, had been restored. The jivas
may leave a Master soul, but He does not
leave them.

Some people think that after a dear one
is entrusted with the responsibility of doing spiritual work, he has to meditate very
hard to be able to take up the karmic burden of others ahd liberate the initate.
What is the position?
Saints meditate throughout Their life
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until their body is put on the funeral pyre,
because they meditate in the first instance
for manifestation of the Truth within
their own self, and later for getting its
taste and joy as often as they can, because
without it the world is nothing but a land
of misery.

It has been seen and experienced that
after Hazur Maharaj Ji left the body,
many dear ones stopped hearing the Satsang, the confidence of many in this Path
was shattered and there were many more
who changed over to some other path and
way. Why did it happen?
The going away of a Perfect Master
from the world is the greatest catastrophe
which can befall the disciples and admirers. When violent thunderstorms and
hurricanes blow, even the heaviest trees
are sometimes uprooted. As the event is
most extraordinary, and exposes the dear
ones to very gruelling and testing times,
many become casualties of the mind.
While there are a lot of pressures at those
times, it is the lack of meditation and involvement with the Path which plays hell,
and either dampens our inclination or
takes us away from the Path. The remedy for all this is devotion to the Great
Guru, and the utilization of every breath
in His holy remembrance.

How can we secure the grace and protection of the Guru?
By reposing in the Guru lovingly, with
confidence and devotion, and eliminating
everything from the mind other than the
Guru in a mood of utter helplessness.

When do we get some taste of Guru's
wealth?
When we are lost in His remembrance
and forget everything, including the body.
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The Haunting Dream
(Continued from page 12)
it frightening?" Sister Constance asked in
a soothing voice.
"Um. Yeah. At first. T h e n . . . " A few
last sobs shook her.
"What happened?"
"There were ghosts!"
"Ghosts! My heavens! That must have
been frightening."
"But - they were in Father Mohan's
house!"
"Oh my dear!" Sister wanted to laugh
in her surprise, but didn't. "So that's what
we're so upset about!" She paused.
"Mirabel, have you seen any ghost stories
on TV lately?"
"Huh-uh." Mirabel shook her head
solemnly.
"Well then. I'll tell you what to do.
Dreams are silly things. Sometimes they're
just all jumbled up, and sometimes they're
happy or sad, and sometimes they're
scarey. Whenever that happens, all you
have to d o is think of the Baby Jesus. If
you remember t o think of Him, and all
His Love, any bad or unhappy things will
have to run right away. Our Lord loves
us so much, H e doesn't want us to be
frightened or lonely, and if we just think
of Him, He'll be right there to protect us."
Mirable gazed at her teacher, picturing
the old man of her dream. "Oh. Okay
. . ." she nodded slowly.
"Now run wash up, and if you hurry
you can go outside for a few minutes before class resumes." Sister ran an affectionate hand lightly across Mirabel's
brow, tousling her dark bangs. "And
don't worry about ghosts. There's no such
thing! Especially in dear Father Mohan's
house!" She allowed herself to chuckle,
and was still smiling as Mirabel, freed,
hastened from the room.
Days and weeks passed, and so did
Mirabel's preoccupation with her recur-

ring dream. When she did have it, often
she would find herself bicycling through
her neighborhood, always at some point
pedaling past the silent rectory, though
ever at a distance. She felt curiously unconcerned about these glimpses. and after a bit, stopped looking for the old man
to appear again. Spring was arrhing, and
with it, Mirabel's ninth birthday.
It was in the early hours of that day
that Mirabel dreamed a most vivid climax
to her inner saga.
Once again, she pedaled past the priesthouse, safely across the street and down
the block. Then, involuntarily, she
crossed the avenue and rode onto the sidewalk that passed the front gate. Pass it
she did, peering nervously at the closed
door, bicycle wobbling for an instant. Yet
again, sooner this time, she unwillingly
turned and coasted back towards the
building. Mirabel was feeling frightened
by this time, and helpless to resist the awful pull towards its entryway. Even as her
bicycle wobbled again, nearly stopping
dead in front of the gate, a prayer rose
in her heart. "Dear Lord, I'm scared!
Please help me!" No sooner had the
words formed, than her legs found neb
strength and she pedaled hard and fast,
past the sinister area, off the sidewalk and
down the street, far, far away.
On and on she rode. Soon the broad
streets of her neighborhood gave way to
bumpy rural roads. Mirabel bicycled with
abandon, relishing the bell-clear day and
her own sense of release amidst welcoming countryside. Sunlight played on emerald fields, glinting off leaves shaken by
breeze.
After a while, however, houses became
fewer and Mirabel began to think of
returning home. She slowed down and
viewed her surroundings. A little wooden house came into view, and she decided to go there and see if she could call
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home so her mother wouldn't worry.
With this thought, she sped up and was
soon coasting into its yard.
An air of order and abundance surrounded both the house and garden. As
the bike bumped across the dirt yard,
Mirabel felt a sense of welcome, a
familiarity she couldn't quite place. She
approached the door and it opened before
her. "Good afternoon, Mirabel! " Smiling
at her was none other than the old man.
Slackjawed, she dropped her bike and
moved towards him. It's him! she
thought, it's him! How could she have
forgotten? "You didn't forget me," he
corrected her, "You just haven't seen me
lately. Now please come in and have
lunch." Sure enough, intriguing aromas
were drifting from the kitchen behind
him. Still wide-eyed and silent, Mirabel
stepped inside the old man's house.
She had forgotten. She must have forgotten just how magical her mysterious
friend was. The air around him almost
twinkled when he smiled, and he was
smiling a lot today as he seated her at a
simple wooden table on which plate, cup
and spoon were already set. H e placed a
steaming bowl of fragrant soup before
her, with a curious, tortilla-like flat bread,
also fresh from his stove-top. "Now eat,"
he said.
And so she ate, eyes never leaving the
dear, bearded visage so near her. The old
man sat with her at the table companionably, though he did not eat. Soon she
found herself telling him of the occurrence by the rectory. Almost reproachfully, she concluded, "I didn't know it was
going to happen again! It was really
creepy! I was scared."
"But you did what Sister Constance
told you, didn't you? You remembered almighty Lord and the bad thing went
away. Isn't that so?" H e nodded to emphasize his point.
He was right. How did he know what
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Sister had said? But the old man had risen to tidy the kitchen. "Do you know
when they'll go away forever? I mean the
bad things?" And why d o they want to
bother me anyway? she wanted t o add,
but didn't. The old man was silent as he
moved about. His back was to her and he
seemed engrossed in his work, but when
Mirabel caught a glimpse of his face, she
saw an unfathomable expression, intent
as if on something invisible t o her. Suddenly he turned to face her, his countenance more usual. "We will finish
today, if you like," he announced. "I will
go back with you t o this place."
Relief flooded Mirabel, and she looked
at him gratefully. After she finished her
meal, thanking him, they left the house
and walked hand in hand towards the
road. We've got a n awfully long way to
go, thought Mirabel, remembering her
seemingly hours-long ride. "You must
have come the long way," remarked the
old man. "It really isn't far at all." And
he led her in the opposite direction from
which she had come, across a field, and
onto a street recognizable t o Mirabel as
one in her own neighborhood. She was
puzzled. Mostly, however, she was overjoyed to be walking hand in hand with her
white-bearded friend, whose eyes and
smile never once seemed exactly the same
as before. That's why it took effort to picture him sometimes - his eyes seemed t o
change like the quality of daylight with
the sun's passage from one horizon to the
other. They even seemed t o emit a light
of their own, of a tawny gold which drew
Mirabel's attention like a magnet whenever he looked .at her.
All too soon, even as she was so enjoying this walk, the rectory came into view.
Mirabel drew back sharply, shuddering.
"Come Mirabel, there's nothing t o be
afraid of," said the old man, and she believed him, following obediently, if less
enthusiastically.
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Soon they were at the front gate, which
he opened and led her through. With
great reluctance she let go his strong, soft,
dry hand, whose grasp had seemed to
send strength into her very bones. He
showed her to a place on the front lawn,
in view of the door, and told her l o sit
and watch. "Do not move from this place
for any reason. There is nothing to fear."
H e looked penetratingly into the little
girl's eyes, "Do you understand?" She
nodded, eyes wide, arms wrapped around
her knees. "Good." His glance softened.
In a trice, the old man was up the steps
and opening the front door with authority. The room lay before him, and visible
to Mirabel. As if to his bid, near-chaos
ensued. From every corner of the building came sighs and whispers. Soon visible spectres of every human description
appeared and milled about the room.
Some cried out in fear, some talked incessantly while others tried to shush them.
Some scowled this way and that, as if very
angry. There were confused children and
dazed, half-wakened folk. The hubbub
was intense. Mirabel could barely
breathe, hugging her knees, too amazed
t o be frightened. One sharp-faced,
middle-aged woman stepped to the door
and glared searingly at Mirabel, "Just you
step away from there, young lady! We'll
see about you then!" Something pulled
this unpleasant ghost back inside, and
even so, the room changed. The commotion slowed, then ceased. Upset faces
relaxed, and even the most agitated ghosts
seemed to sigh and bow their heads. All
turned to face the old man. The room was
quiet now but for a thin, sad baby's wail
which, Mirabel realized suddenly, she had
heard before. With a gasp, she saw that
it came from, of all places, a bag at the
old man's feet! He too saw this, bent
down and opened it. Immediately the
plaintive cries became happy sounds.
Coos and gurgles sounded like music in
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the silence, as strong, safe arms cradled
the tiny being.
And so, for a moment, the old man
turned and gazed at Mirabel with a calm
majesty she had never seen from him before. The little one he was holding faded
from view, and the gathered spirits, by
this point looking for all the world like
a wan and travel-weary tour group, soon
did likewise. Arms outstretched in invitation, the old man smiled at Mirabel. She
jumped up and ran to him, hugging him
with all her might.
"They're gone?" she asked excitedly,
throwing her head back to look up at his
face without letting go an inch. "Yes,
they're gone," he beamed down at her.
Tenderly prying himself loose, he turned
her to inspect the empty room. It looked
more than ever like her own home. She
glanced at him quizzically, but he volunteered nothing. "Come, Mirabel," he said
gently, and they left.
Back o n the sidewalk, Mirabel felt suddenly anxious, and looked earnestly up at
her friend. Questions flooded her but
words wouldn't come. All she could do
was gaze in helpless wonder, wishing she
could begin to understand all that had
happened. Compassion shone from every
inch of the beloved face above her.
"Mirabel," came the soft voice, "You are
much older than you realize, and remember more than you'd believe right now."
This puzzled her even more, and she
looked down, thinking hard. She had
heard her parents, teachers and older relatives discuss between themselves how mature she was for her age. At such times,
she had simply preened inwardly, feeling
very special and grown-up. But her dear
if enigmatic companion seemed to mean
something different and much more. She
shrugged and looked up again, bravely not
caring for the moment about meanings
and explanations. Mirabel caught hold of
one beloved hand and smiled up at him.
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The old man stood over her in full
twinkle, eyes alight with a sweetness that
reminded her of her mother and father
and the Baby Jesus, all rolled into one,
only different. She had so many things
she wanted to say to him, to ask himshe wanted to stay with him always! He
cocked his head slightly and regarded her
pale, determined face with humorous affection. "Dear Mirabel, it is time for you
to run along home now or your mother
will worry. Someday you may come visit
me again and I will be very happy'to welcome you to my home. Until then, think
of me always. Just close your eyes and I
will think of you, too." He got on one
knee before her, with a brilliant smile that
made him seem so young, like springtime
itself. "Do you like sweets?" he asked almost shyly, like one of her boy classmates. He handed her a plain white box,
which she clutched thankfully, unable to
speak or take her eyes from him. "Happy Birthday, Mirabel! You can be glad
that there are no more ghosts in your
house." And he gestured towards the rectory, and lo, it wasn't the rectory. It was
Mirabel's own home! She was astonished.
Then something shook her, but it wasn't
the old man, for she turned to him and
he was no longer there.
She awoke to see her mother's smiling
face. ". . . but that's my house!" she cried
in a tiny, sleepy voice, not wanting to let
go the dream. "Oh . . ." she looked up at
her mother, befuddled. "Yes, this is your
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house, and your room, and . . . your
Birthday! Happy Birthday, Mirabel
dear!" Mirabel squinted. For a second she
had thought it was the old man who
smiled so sweetly at her in the caramel
sunlight. "Hey, sleepyhead," her mother
laughed, "Want your first birthday present? Look what your father left for you!
He didn't want to wake you before he
went to work." She placed a prettily
wrapped package near Mirabel's pillow.
With a cry of delight, the birthday girl
bounced up and tore off the wrapping paper. It was a plain white box. Inside lay
all kinds of assorted candies, in abundant
array. She gasped. " . . . sweets . . ."
"Very good, Sweetheart! For that you can
have one right now." Her mother was
amused. Mirabel reverently picked out a
star-shaped chocolate in bright yellow foil
and examined it. Sweets. The old man.
A pang of love came and she knew somehow he wasn't far away. "Thank you. I
love sweets . . ." she said as if to herself.
She shook her head suddenly, and
beamed at her mother. "This is already
the best birthday I ever had!" "Oh really! You must be hungry then, from having such a great time! There's a big
birthday breakfast waiting downstairs."
Sure enough, Mirabel's newly nineyear-old tummy growled as she smelled
the aroma of hotcakes wafting up from
the kitchen. Into her robe and slippers in
no time, she followed her mother downstairs, feeling strangely wonderful after
her haunting dream.

The Power of Purity
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji
JI, you told
in the past that
sometimes the Master keeps us from
S
having inner experiences because our ego
ANT

US

wouldn't be able to handle it, so it's postponed on and on. And also you told us
that we should look to our outer life to see
why we're not progressing, because we're
failing in the discipline. Is there any way
to know which it is?
Supreme Father Kirpal invented the diary for us only for this purpose: so that
we may know where we stand and what
good and bad karma we are doing. Do you
think that you won't be aware of your
good and bad karma which you have
done? Whatever good or bad karma we
do, we always remain aware of it. It is not
as though somebody else will come and do
good or bad karma for us and we will get
the benefit or pay the reaction of it. All
the karmas, whether they are good or bad,
which we have done, will bear fruit.
Sufi Saint Farid has said, "The farmer
is longing to have dates, but in fact he is
sowing chilis. How can he get wool if he
has sown cotton?" I have often said that
when we are doing any deed, we know
what its reaction is going to be. When we
are sowing anything, we know what it will
grow into.
Baba Bishan Das used to say, "You are
planting useless trees and you are expecting to have sugar cane." How is that possible? When we will do our meditation
honestly and with good thoughts, then we
will have no complaints like this. because

This is from a question and answer session
on March 28, 1984, at Sant Bani Ashram,
Village 16 PS, Rajasthan.

then we will be capable of seeing what our
Master is doing for us.
Sant Mat does not keep us in deception;
it does not keep us in blind faith. Those
who want to see where they stand and
want to see the progress of their meditation, they work hard to make their life
pure and they always keep their thoughts
pure. And those who do their meditation
wholeheartedly and honestly, keeping their
life pure with pure thoughts, they can not
only see their own progress but they can
also see how the Master is pulling their soul
up and how He is working even for other
people.
Often I tell this story - and the question
of that dear one who wanted me to tell a
story will be answered nowr- there used to
live one fakir whose name was Suthra; he
was fearless, and he wrote many very
meaningful humorous poems and humorous stories. Once it so happened that he
asked someone how to make a house
strong. That person replied to him that if
you put many pillars in the house, it can
become strong. So he went o n putting in
pillars; he filled the whole house with pillars, so that there was no room for him
to sit there. Suddenly it started raining and
it was very cold outside, and since he did
not have any place in the house he was
standing outside, shivering in the cold rain.
One person came by and asked him why
he was standing outside, why he was not
in the house. He replied, "If there were any
room left inside the house, I would have
put one more pillar there."
So in this way, on one side we say,
"How d o we know that Master is protecting our progress? How d o we know that
Master has all the progress of our medita-

tion? How can we be convinced?" But on
the other side we are not ready to give up
lust, we do not want to give up anger, attachment, and all the bad things. We have
all sorts of bad deeds and bad habits which
people have, and still we argue and complain, "How can we be convinced that
Master is protecting our meditations?"
So our condition is like that of the fakir who filled up his house with pillars and
left no place for himself. The place where
our Master is, the place where our God is,
we have filled up with lust, anger, and all
the bad habits of the world. We have all
kinds of worldly desires and attachments,
and we don't leave any place for Him to
come and reside. And still we ask, "How
do we know that Master is protecting our
meditations?" Unless we have some place
within where we can go and see what the
Master is doing, how can we know that He
is protecting our meditations?
Do you think that the Master who is
within you and who is always watching
over you does not care for you? He knows
about your thoughts even before you think
them. He knows every single action you
do. He knows every single feeling, every
single thought which you have. Even without your asking, He knows everything you
want. And since He cares for you, He
wants you to leave your body and go back
to the real home. That is why He always
works for you. Sometimes when the disciple is doing bad karmas, the Negative
Power makes Him feel embarrassed and
he asks Him, "This is the person to whom
You gave Initiation? Was he worthy of
getting the Initiation?" At that time Master has to keep silent, but still He says,
"No, he is my dear son and he is innocent;
he does not know what he is doing. Gradually he will understand his mistakes and
will come back." He has enormously huge
amounts of patience with him. That is why
He always patiently waits for us to come
back to the real Path, because He knows
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that one day we will definitely come back.
So that is why the Master Who is sitting
within us cares for us and always protects
our meditations, because He has given us
Initiation and He knows that when we
have become free of our karmas, when we
will give up doing the bad karmas, our soul
will go up to the real home very soon. As
a bullet is shot from a gun, in the same
way our soul will go up, riding on the
Shabd to our real home. Our bad deeds
and karmas are the only things which keep
our soul in the body; otherwise, there is
nothing which stops our soul from going
back.
About four years ago, the soul of an initiate of Master Kirpal Singh was pulled up
within and he reported that he was getting
a beating from the Master because he used
to sell vegetables and he was deceiving
the people by putting more water on the
scales so that he could weigh the water
along with the vegetables. So Master pulled
his soul within, and he told people he was
getting a beating from the Master and
Master was telling him that he was doing
a bad thing. After some time he came to
77 RB and asked for forgiveness. I told
him, "The Lord who is going to forgive
you is within you. Now if you will take a
vow that you will not cheat people as you
have been doing, then you can be forgiven." He repented and took the vow. He
is still alive and he still does the same business, but now he is honest in his business.
Generally Saints do not do things like
this, but sometimes in order to make people know that Master is aware of our every single action, they perform such miracles.
So we should know about our good and
bad deeds which we do during the day.
When we sit for writing the diary at the
end of the day, we should know how many
good deeds we did today, how many bad
deeds we did today, and why we did the
bad deeds. And we should know why we
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only meditated for this much time today,
why we were lazy. We should fill up the
diary honestly so that we may know where
we stand and what it is that is keeping us
from progressing.
You people are Satsangis, you follow
Sant Mat, and you have the Master. That
is why your life is insured. Your Master
is determined that He will definitely take
you back to Sach Khand; there is no doubt
in this fact. But just imagine the condition
of the other people in the West and all over
the world, how the flood of pleasures and
lust and all those things are doing harm to
them. People do not understand how serious this thing is. They just take it as a very
ordinary thing, and that is why they do not
make their lives pure. They stain their life.
Often I have said, quoting Kabir's bani,
that He has said that when we are married
it is all right for us to have the connection
with our wife, but to have the connection
to indulge with lust with somebody else out
of the married life is counted as adultery,
and those who are involved in committing
adultery can never be forgiven, their soul
can never become pure and they can never
ride on the Shabd and go back to their real
home. Guru Nanak Sahib has said that the
person who gives up his own wife and goes
to another's wife is like a blind man who
does not see the reality and goes for the
unreal thing. We have made our life like
that. We do not pay attention to our companion, and we go to the other people and
in that way we are wasting and losing our
life.
In Sukhmani Sahib, Guru Arjan Dev
has written that with our eyes we should
not look at other women; we should always remain in the company of the Master. He writes that women should not look
at other men with lust in their eyes. He has
not written only for the women; this thing
applies for the men also. Neither the men
should look at other women with lust in
their eyes, nor should women look at other
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men with lust in their eyes. Guru Arjan
Dev Ji Maharaj says that the Roman affected or controlled by lust does not want
to miss any opportunity of indulging in
lust with another person, and at the end
she is eaten up by lust, greed, and anger.
Do you think that the person who commits adultery or who is involved in bad
deeds, his brain is not affected by that? His
brain is affected by that because within
him there is a Power who always curses
that person because he has done that thing,
and even he himself thinks about it and he
knows that he is doing a bad thing and always repents for that. H e is always afraid
that if somebody else will come to know
about his bad deed, he will have to feel embarrassed.
I got many opportunities to sit at the
feet of Beloved Master Sawan Singh, and
I heard many of His talks, and still the
words of Great Master Sawan Singh are
sounding in my ears. He used to say very
often in the Satsang that if you cannot
maintain chastity, if you cannot remain
celibate while being single, then you had
better get married. What is wrong with getting married? From outside we pretend
that we are good meditators, we are celibate; we do not get married, so we are
maintaining chastity. But from inside we
are always thinking about women and we
are always thinking about indulging in lust.
Outside, sitting with other people, we pretend we are a good meditator, but inside
we are earning sins. D o you think that
those sins we are doing sitting inside, our
Master is not aware of them? Master always knows everything we are doing. So
if you don't have thoughts of indulging
with women, even in your dreams, then
you can shout from the rooftops that you
have maintained chastity, and Supreme
Father Almighty Lord has been very gracious on you that you have controlled this
element, and then it is all right if you
don't get married. But if lust is bothering
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you, even in your dreams, even in your
thoughts, then there is no harm in getting
married. You should without any hesitation get married. This will help you a lot
in your spiritual upliftment.
Many times in the Satsang I have said,
"Why d o the Masters emphasize so much
on maintaining loyalty to our companions? Because it affects our spiritual progress." I often say that those who d o not
maintain chastity in this physical world,
when they go in the astral world they will
meet astral men and women over there
who are very radiant and beautiful. SO
those who cannot control lust while in the
physical body, just through looking at the
physical body of the other person, whether
it is man or woman, those who get involved in lust, d o you think that they will
be able to maintain chastity when they
come in front of the radiant astral men and
women? S o that is why we should always
try to maintain chastity.
Guru Arjan Dev Maharaj Ji says that
just to gain the pleasure of one moment,
one suffers for one crore days. (One crore
days means 33,000 years.) Just for getting
the pleasure of one moment, he has to suffer for that much time. Guru Arjan Dev
Maharaj Ji once said that lust is such a bad
thing that he takes you in many different
bodies and even into the hells.
Saints have been householders as well as
renunciates. Yesterday I said that there
were many Saints who lived a householder's life and many Saints who were renunciates, and neither the householder Saints
have said that renunciation is bad nor the
renunciate Saints have said that the householders are bad. They say that it makes no
difference whether you live a householder's life or the life of a renunciate, but the
thing which counts is your strength, your
maintenance. If they have been renunciates, have they been completely renunciate; and if they have been householders,
have they always maintained their religion
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of the household.
Saints always say that if your mind does
not bother you with lust, and if you can
d o without getting married, there is no
need for getting married. But if your mind
is bothering you, then in Sant Mat there
is no bar against getting married; you can
easily get married. I've often said that if
you just live a pure life for some time and
start enjoying the purity of that life, start
enjoying the maintenance of chastity, the
time will come when you will not be ready
to give up your chastity even if somebody
offers you millions of rupees.
The question which was asked was,
"How d o we know whether it is our Master who is holding our progress and not
showing us, or it is the cause of our shortcomings or our outer life that we are not
progressing?"
You know that when it rains or snows,
the wind which blows through that place
where it has rained o r snowed becomes
cold and spreads coolness everywhere. In
the same way, if you have maintained a
pure life, if you are living a pure life, Master is no doubt definitely aware of it because He is sitting within you. So when
you are living a pure life, not only will you
be aware of your progress but even the
people who are living around you will
know about your purity and they will also
say that you are a pure man or woman.
Once in the army there was a theft and
many guns were stolen. They said that it
was because of the carelessness of the
guards, and the commander and everybody was very upset because they could
not find out who had done that. They were
going to punish many people; many innocent ones were going to be involved. They
did not know how to find out the truth.
In the army, often they used to call me
Bhai Ji or Gyani Ji, and they knew that
I always spoke the truth, so they used to
appreciate and respect me. Our commander told everybody in our gronp,

"Come and touch the body of Gyani Ji and
say that you are sincere and that you
d o not know anything about this theft."
Out o f fifteen hundred people, there were
only four people who were invoked in that
theft. Only they were not able to touch my
body and say that they were true and that
they did not know anything about it. I did
not tell them that I was pure; and I did not
threaten them; I did not d o anything. It
was only because of my purity that they
did not dare to touch my body and lie. The
people who were sincere had no problem.
They came and touched my body and said
that they did not know anything about it.
But when the real thieves came near me
they started trembling.
So I mean to say that when you are living a pure life, when you are pure from
within, your purity is such a great thing
that it will spread everywhere and even the
bad people will not dare to come before
you and lie. Purity is a very great thing.
Do you think that when you live a pure
life, your friends, your neighbors, and the
people living around you will not be aware
of that? They will definitely be aware of
i t because purity spreads like a fragrance
and those who have their nose open always
smell it. In the army it was very unusual
for a person not to eat meat and drink
wine, and I was one of those who were not
doing those things. People knew everywhere that I was not eating meat and
drinking wine. I have often said that even
while serving in the army I never visited

any city. Even for buying small things I
would ask my friends to buy them for me
because I was very religious-minded; I
would spend my time in the religious
places, and lived a pure life. Only because
o f that purity I was known everywhere and
people used to even swear in my name.
I've often said that the house we live in
or the land on which we live, at least that
land or that house should be proud of us,
that "such a good person is living on
me."
Your Master is very pure and very holy.
He is above the dirt and the bad things of
this world. So why should not you also rise
above the dirt of this world and become
as pure and as holy as He is, so that He
may manifest Himself within you and be
proud of you, that His disciples are so pure
and holy?
When Supreme Father Kirpal came to
my ashram for the first time, I told Him,
"Master, I don't know what to ask you.
because my heart and brain are empty, and
since my childhood I have kept them
empty." He smiled and became happy and
He told me, "Only because your heart and
brain are empty I have come so far - over
500 kilometers-since your heart and
mind and brain are all empty, I have come
to give you something." And because I was
hungry for His grace and he had the grace.
He showered His grace on me. I was burning like fire and H e had Naam with Him;
He caused the rain of Naam to shower and
He cooled down my heated heart.
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