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Christmas & New Year Message
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

December 5, 1989
New Delhi, India
Dear Beloveds,

In the Name of that Supreme Power Kirpal Who chose to shower so
much grace on us, the poor orphans, I wish you all a Merry Christmas
and send New Year tidings. That Power has come into this world in so
many forms, and over and over the same message is sung: that we
poor ones should remember God and serve Him in such a way that
the Negative Power is defeated and even death is conquered. We
should sing the praises of the Supreme Father by doing the Simran
given to us by a perfect Sant Satguru.

The holidays are a time for giving gifts —which are the outer expres-
sion of our love for each other. But what is the use of celebrating the
birthday of a Mahatma like Jesus if we do it in such a way as to forget?
The best gift is remembrance, and this we should be giving to Beloved
Hazur Kirpal each and every moment. In this way we can sweep our
hearts and minds clean with the broom of Simran so that the door
leading to His Feet may be opened to us and we leave this world
victorious.

Supreme Father Kirpal gave only this message, and even the wind
also teaches us this: if you keep walking while doing the Simran, the
destination comes to you by itself. The fort of deceit will be destroyed
because walls of sand do not last. We have so many sins on our
heads —Hail the Power of Almighty Kirpal who carries all the burden.
No one is a stranger: everyone belongs to You, for as the Gurbani
teaches, all this world was created from One Light. O Guru Kirpal, the
Negative Power trembles and Death also is nervous in front of whom-
ever has caught hold of Your Finger. Apologize to Kirpal, remember
Him, and you will have a happy life.

May all of Master's love and blessings be with each one of you in
this New Year and beyond.

With all His love,
Yours affectionately,

AT o sk

Ajaib Singh




The Food of Our Soul
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

ESTERDAY I told you that the perfect

Mahatmas, the beloveds of God,
neither criticize anyone themselves, nor
do they allow their disciples to get in-
volved in criticism. Guru Nanak Dev Ji
Maharaj didn’t mean to criticize any par-
ticular community or any religion, but
he had to tell the truth; and that is, that
it is the personal experience of the Saints
and Mahatmas that no matter how many
rites and rituals we do, we still cannot do
our work. Unless we go within, and un-
less some perfect Master connects us
with the Shabd Naam, we cannot get the
liberation.

Criticism cuts the root of spirituality.
Other bad deeds give you some kind of
taste or enjoyment, but what taste do
you get from criticism? Insults and
disgrace.

Baba Bishan Das Ji used to quote the
Greek writer Aesop, who said, “Every
person carries two bags, one in front of
him and one behind. In the bag in front
of him, he carries the qualities of others;
and in the bag behind he carries his own.
So that is why he does not hesitate to
describe the bad qualities of others: be-
cause they are right in front of him. But
he does not sweep under his own bed or
look into his own self to see what
qualities, good or bad, he has.” Swami Ji
Mabharaj also says, “People look at other
people’s faults and laugh and smile; but

This talk, the sixth in the series of com-
mentaries on the Asa Ji Di Vars of Guru
Nanak, was given on December 31,
1986, at Sant Bani Ashram, Village
16PS, Rajasthan.
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they do not see their own faults which
have no beginning or end.”

Baba Bishan Das Ji used to tell this
story: Once there was a rich person who
had a servant who was very competent at
preparing food. So that rich person said
to him, “Today many guests are coming;
you should prepare good food for
them.” That servant made many differ-
ent kinds of food, but he made all of
them look like tongues. When his master
came home, he asked him, “Why have
you made all the food in the shape of
tongues?” He said, “My lord, the tongue
is the sweetest of all. If the tongue utters
sweet words, it can make our enemies
our friends; if the tongue speaks good
words, it can praise even sinners; if the
tongue is used in the right way, it can do
anything it wants.”

Next day the rich person asked his
servant to make bad foods, and again he
made all the food in the shape of
tongues. So when the rich person asked
for an explanation, he said, “My lord, if
the tongue speaks bad words, it can be
worse than anything; it can make people
fight. When it comes to this tongue
speaking for its own name and fame,
then even if the person in the way of the
tongue is a good and righteous person,
still it will criticize him. So if the tongue
doesn’t speak good words it can create
any trouble. The Kauravas and Pan-
davas were made to fight only because of
the tongue; and just as I said before that
it could be very sweet, it is equally true
that it can be even bitterer than the
Neem tree.”

Sheikh Bharam asked Guru Nanak
this question: “The Hindus cremate their
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dead bodies; the Muslims bury theirs.
Which is correct?” In those days in India
the Hindus and Muslims were the two
main religions; and since the Mahatmas
had not gone to the Christian world or
the places where the Christian religion
was spread, in most of their writings
only these two religions, Hinduism and
Islam, are talked about.

Guru Nanak Dev Ji does not mean to
criticize anyone, but he tells the truth: “It
is written in the scriptures of the Mus-
lims, ‘Those who have done such bad
deeds that they are not accepted even by
the fire of hell, they are burnt in this
world; but those who are buried go to
heaven.’ But you see, dear one, there are
some who are buried, there are some
who are burnt, there are some who are
eaten by dogs, and there are some who
are thrown in the water. But people do
not know whether the soul which was in
the body is liberated or not. They just
believe in doing rites and rituals.”

When Guru Nanak went to Mecca, the
pilgrims there asked him a question:
“Tell us if, in the Court of the Lord,
Hindus are better than Muslims, or Mus-
lims are better than Hindus, or who is
closer to God Almighty?” He answered,
“Because of their deeds, both Hindus
and Muslims weep; after doing the devo-
tion of the Lord, both Hindus and Mus-
lims fight with each other. Then both of
them say that they are superior.”

Kabir Sahib was also asked the same
question. He was born in a Muslim fam-
ily, but he lived most of his life in the
town of Kashi which was dominated by
Hindus; so both the Hindus and the
Muslims were against him. Once Mus-
lims asked him, “At least tell us this: are
you a Hindu or a Muslim?” Kabir Sahib
replied, “I am neither Muslim nor
Hindu. My body and my soul belong to
God Almighty.”

Kabir Sahib even says, “They may
bury you or burn you, but neither will
liberate you.”
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In the laws of the Muslim religion it is
said that only he who offers the Namaz
or prayers regularly, who fasts for thirty
days a year, and who obeys the other
Islamic laws, is a real Muslim. It is also
written in those laws that if the Imam,
the head of the mosque, who makes
other people perform prayers, lets his
knee get uncovered while praying, then
his prayers are not accepted. Also ac-
cording to Muslim law, women are not
allowed to go to the mosque to pray.

Hindus believe, on the other hand,
that only he can be called a Hindu who
puts the filak on his forehead; goes to
the places of pilgrimage; wears the sa-
cred thread; bows down in front of the
idol and performs the worship; and re-
cites the Gayatri Mantra and the other
mantras. Only someone who does all this
has the right to be called a Hindu.

In the same way, in the time of Guru
Nanak Dev Ji, there were many yogis in
India, and they used to believe that only
those who carried a wooden stick, wore
earrings, believed in Gorakh Nath (the
founder of their sect), and repeated the
word Alakh could be called yogis. Their
goal was to reach Daswan Dwar and
they contemplated on Trikuti; and they
used to say that their path was the only
correct one.

So Guru Nanak Dev Ji explains all
these things in detail in the following
hymn. You should pay attention to it.

The Muslims praise their religion —
reading again and again, they
ponder over it;

But the one who sees Him in all is
the real human being.

Muslims read the books which contain
the laws of their religion, and they say
that only he who has been circumcised
and does everything according to those
laws, can realize God.

In this world, the rites and rituals and
practices of one religion are not like the
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rites and rituals and practices of other
religions. ‘That is why there are all the
disputes. We say that only the religion
which we practice, and the rites and rit-
uals which we perform, are correct, and
that only we are entitled to go to heaven;
and we condemn the other religions, and
the other rites and rituals. But Masters
tell us to catch hold of the truth and not
to go after the outer rites and rituals,
because as Master Kirpal Singh used to
say, “When the child is born, it does not
have any label or sign on it, that it be-
longs to any particular religion.” And
He never allowed anyone to put any la-
bel on it. He always said, “Stick to the
truth; and the truth is, that you should
do the meditation of Shabd Naam.” Peo-
ple forgot about doing the meditation of
Shabd Naam. They left that Path of
Shabd Naam and got involved in rites
and rituals, and that is why there are all
these disputes.

Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say,
“There is one holy book Koran, and
there was one Prophet Mohammed. But
there are so many different sects of peo-
ple who believe in the Koran and the
Prophet Mohammed.” There are at least
seventy different divisions of the Muslim
religion, and no one section has the same
rites and rituals as any other. You al-
ready know how the Shi’ites and Sun-
nites, the two main branches of the Mus-
lim religion, are fighting each other.

In the same way, there is one Christ,
and the teachings of the Bible are the
same for everyone. But still there are
many different branches of the Christian
religion. During the Second World War,
I had the opportunity to go outside, and
there I saw that Christians were killing
Christians.

During one of my tours, when 1 went
to California, some dear ones came to
me and told me that they were Catholics.
I told them that they should talk to
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Russell Perkins because he has studied
the Bible and has much knowledge of it.
So I mean to say that if a certain religion
is practiced by a number of people, and
if that number increases, they are not
ready to recognize other parts or
branches of that religion, even though it
is the same religion. They say that only
their part of the religion is good.

In the same way, there is only one
Guru Granth Sahib, and the teachings of
Guru Granth Sahib are the same for all
Sikhs, and all the Masters from Guru
Nanak through Guru Gobind Singh gave
the same kind of Naam initiation to all
the dear ones who came in their contact.
But still, there are now more than fifty
branches of people who believe in Guru
Granth Sahib and the Sikh gurus, and
we don’t know how many more are going
to be found.

In the same way, there is no count of
the Hindu religion’s branches. There is
only one Gita, and there was only one
Lord Krishna, but the believers in Lord
Krishna and the Gita are divided into so
many different branches, that no one
has any idea how many there are. Master
used to say, “In the olden days, the Ma-
hatmas who preached and practiced
Surat Shabda had to face the opposition
of only two main religions, Hindus and
Muslims. But nowadays there are so
many different branches of all these reli-
gions, that they have to face the opposi-
tion of all those seven hundred sects.” So
just imagine how much more difficult it
has become for the Master to preach and
practice Sant Mat in this modern world.

The Hindus praise the darshan of
the praiseworthy Whose beauty is
limitless;

They bathe in the holy waters, and
by burning the scented incense,
worship and perform the prayers.

Guru Nanak Dev Ji Maharaj says, “The
Hindus praise God Almighty: They sing
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His praises, they burn incense, they offer
fragrances, they offer flowers to the idol
and worship it, and they believe that by
doing all these deeds, they will be able to
have the darshan of God Almighty from
the idols. But that is not possible.” Guru
Nanak says, “Just by doing this you can-
not have the darshan of God Almighty.
These deeds are useless.” In the olden
days, people used to burn incense in or-
der to keep the atmosphere pure and
clear. When the Mahatmas did medita-
tion, people from far and near would
come to see them, and a huge crowd
would gather. So in order to keep the
atmosphere free from diseases or pollu-
tion, they used to burn incense and other
things. But nowadays there are so many
ways to keep the atmosphere free from
pollution that there is no practical use of
burning incense — or burning anything —
as part of worship.

Because the idol is without life, it can-
not attract or pull up one who has life.

The yogis meditate upon the void
{and admit that) limitless are the
names of the Creator;

They give bodily form to the astral
image of the Naam Niranjan.

Guru Nanak says that the yogis say that
they are the limitless Shabd, and that
they do the repetition of the word Alakh.
By contemplating at Trikuti, they are
able to reach Daswan Dwar. This was
the condition of the yogis in the time of
Guru Nanak Dev when they really used
to meditate and go within, but nowa-
days, what is their condition? All they
have left are that piece of wood they
carry, their earrings, and their cap, the
kind that Gorakh Nath used to wear. No
yogi does any kind of yoga or practice;
they are called yogis just for the name’s
sake, but in fact they do not perform any
kind of sadhanas.

The donor gets contentment with
the thought of donating.
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After giving, he begs a hundred
times more (and expects) that the
world will praise him.

When do donors get contentment? When
they are able to donate; but on the other
hand, after donating they ask more as
their reward, so that they may be glori-
fied and given name and fame in this
world. After giving the donation, they
say to God Almighty, “O Lord, give us
more so that we can donate more, and
get more name and fame.”

Thieves, adulterers, liars— useless
are their doings; they leave here
after eating away what they had
earned in the past;

Is there any value in their works?

Now Guru Nanak Sahib says, “Thieves,
adulterers, liars—these people believe
that liberation lies in what they are do-
ing. They are not concerned for anyone
else, and that is why they do not care for
anything. Thieves, adulterers, and liars
do whatever they want. The thief can
steal anything he wants, the adulterer
may take any woman, and the liar may
speak any lie; and each one will feel
content that he is doing the right thing.”
But Guru Nanak feels very sorry for
them, and he says, “Whatever they had
done in their past life, they have been
given the reward in the form of the hu-
man birth. But what will they take from
this lifetime?”

All sorts of shapes, forms, and cre-
ations of the world — in water, on
earth —

You know what they are saying:
They have only Your support.
Nanak says, To praise the Lord is

the hunger of the devotees,

And the True Naam of the Lord is
their only support.

Now Guru Nanak Dev Ji Maharaj sings
the praise of God Almighty. He says, “O
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Lord, it doesn’t matter if a soul is born in
the water, or in the form of birds or
animals who live on the earth or fly in
the sky. Wherever the souls are born,
they ask from You and You give them
whatever they need.” Guru Nanak Sahib
also said, “All creatures have knowledge
according to the body they are living in,
and God Almighty listens to all of them;
and He is giving them whatever they
need. Whatever they ask for, they are
given.”

He says, “O Lord, if your beloved chil-
dren, your devotees, are hungry, it is for
Your glory; and they are living in this
world only because of the support of the
Shabd Naam.”

Day and night they remain happy
And wish to become the dust of His
Jeet.

The devotees of God, within whom God
Almighty has put the Shabd Naam, re-
main happy day and night, understand-
ing themselves as the dust of the feet of
the Lord.

The clay of a Muslim grave be-
comes material for the potter;
He makes pots and bricks —and the
clay cries after being put in the

Jire;

The clay weeps bitterly while it is
burning and emitting sparks of
fire;

Nanak says, Only He Who created
the Creation knows the cause of
it.

When Sheikh Bharam asked Guru
Nanak whether those who are buried go
to heaven and those who are burned go
to the fire of hell, Guru Nanak Sahib
replied, “Only God Almighty knows
who goes to heaven and who goes to
hell.” Those who have eyes can see what
happens to the souls, who goes to heaven
and who goes to hell. All the disputes
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and fights of this world remain here, and
only those who have eyes know the
reality.

Often the mud of the graveyard is very
soft; and as time goes by, because the
world is changing, the graveyard also
gets changed, and the time comes when
nobody knows that this place was once a
graveyard. So here Guru Nanak Dev Ji
Maharaj says, “The mud of the Muslim
is brought by the potter, and he makes
the bricks and vessels, and other things,
out of it; because it is very soft and it is
easy to make things from that clay.
Then, when the things are baked, that
clay or that mud cries.” Guru Nanak
says, “I do not mean to criticize anyone,
but at that time only God Almighty
knows who has gone to heaven and who
has gone to hell. Why should we get
involved in all these disputes? Come,
Sheikh Bharam, let us do the meditation
of Shabd Naam, so that we may also
know the reality.”

Guru Nanak Dev Ji has lovingly an-
swered all the questions of Sheikh
Bharam without criticizing anyone.

Now in the pauri, Guru Nanak Dev Ji
will explain from his own experience
who gets liberation.

Except for the Satguru, no one has
realized God;

And without the Satguru, no one
else can realize Him.

He has manifested Himself within
the Satguru and has made it
known after manifesting:

By meeting the Satguru Who has
erased attachment from within,
One gets the everlasting liberation.
This is the best thought: He who
has attached himself to the True
One has realized the life-giving

Benefactor.

Guru Nanak Dev Ji Maharaj says, “I will
tell you the truth: up until now, except
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for the Satguru, no one has realized God
Almighty; and God Almighty has Him-
self put the Satguru in between human
beings and Himself; He Himself has in-
stalled the Satguru as the mediator; and
with His permission, Satguru is the one
who helps others to meet the Almighty
Lord.”

The one who meets the Master and
gets Naam from Him, who meditates on
the Naam and becomes the form of the
Naam, does not keep anything hidden
from the world. He comes out in the
world and tells everyone openly, “I have
found the Satguru and I have got the
liberation.” How does one get the libera-
tion? Only from doing the meditation of
Naam. Those who have withdrawn their
attachment from the things of the world,
they get the liberation.

Which thought of our life was good?
Only that thought, that moment was
good in our life, when we connected our-
selves with that Naam of the Lord.

If after receiving the Naam initiation
we obey the commandments of the Mas-
ters, and do the meditation, we meet the
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Lord Who has given life to all creation,
Who is sitting within all, and with
Whose support all the Khands, Brah-
mands, and other divisions of the cre-
ation are sustained.

So, very lovingly, Guru Nanak an-
swered all Sheikh Baram’s questions, and
then He told him His experience also:
that liberation is in the Naam, and the
treasure of Naam lies with the Sant
Satgurus.

Mahatmas have sung the praises of
satsang. They have said that the most
important factor which makes one suc-
cessful in meditation is satsang. Master
Sawan Singh Ji used to say, “Satsang is
the fence to protect the meditation.”

Supreme Father Kirpal used to say,
“Leaving hundreds of urgent works, you
should go to satsang; and leaving thou-
sands of urgent works, you should sit for
meditation.” He even used to say, “Un-
less you have given food to your soul,
don’t give food to your body.” He used
to say, “As the food we eat is the diet of
our body, in the same way, meditation is
the food of our soul.”






A SPECIAL SECTION

personal experiences of Sant Jis iliness
during the second group
and recollections by friends and family
who were at the bedsides when
three souls were taken up
by the Master

EDITOR'S NOTE: I feel that for each issue of the magazine, the
Master provides or points out the material to work with. This
seemed especially true in this case. Kent's comments about
Sant Ji and Papa Ji Bagga at our weekly Satsang at Sant Bani
Ashram had a strong affect on me; less than a week later
Bobbi Sand left her body after a six-month fight against can-
cer. Printing a special section on dying seemed very appropri-
ate. Having learned of a similar situation when the sangat at
Sri Kirpal Ashram, Surrey, B.C. said goodbye to Melody Mc-
Cay, it seemed clear to me that the accounts of the three soul’s
endtimes should be included together. The timing and
amount of material dictated a double issue.

Master Kirpal often said if you want to be convinced of the
protection of the Master, go and see a satsangi dying. By
sharing these accounts with us, the brothers and sisters who
were there convey a very powerful reinforcement to our own
faith in the Master's grace and protection. Scattered to all
parts of the globe, separated by many miles physically, we
satsangi brothers and sisters feel strongly connected by com-
mon spiritual bonds to the Master. We can share equally the
joy of liberation for the souls who have left, as well as the loss
felt by the family members left behind. We are simul-
taneously enriched and diminished, and our connection is
indicated by the quote: "Ask not for whom the bell tolls, it
tolls for thee.”

page 11







He is Always There to Help Us

from a talk given December 10, 1989
KENT BICKNELL

’D LIKE TO BEGIN by thanking all the

Masters, especially those two with
whom I have had contact, Hazur Ma-
haraj Kirpal Singh Ji and Sant Ajaib
Singh, and praying to Them that They
keep all of us at Their Feet.

I know people are aware of the outer
circumstances of what happened to the
group and the question on everybody’s
mind is “How is Sant Ji’s health?” I have
talked to Pappu since Sant Ji left Delhi
and went back up to Rajasthan and Sant
Jiis still weak, let’s not kid ourselves and
say, “He’s all fine and Radiant and ev-
erything is beautiful.” He is still weak
but He is recovering certainly.

He is definitely getting better, much,
much improved and now being in Ra-
jasthan, He will hopefully have a chance
to rest fully. He expects to be able to
serve the groups as usual. Although, as
Russell mentioned last week, you never
know. We are dealing with the Master
here, the universe is tricky enough, but
when you add God Himself in human
form then you never know what is going
to happen.

At any rate I would like to begin, like I
usually do, by saying that there are some
direct quotes that I will be reading, and
those are safe, but everything else is fun-
neled through me . . . Hopefully Maria
Paz will be sharing something if 1 leave
her any time at the end; we have talked
about it.

Someone said maybe it would be ap-
propriate for me to write a memorial for
Pappu’s father, who 1 will refer to from
now on as Papa Ji rather than Hiralal
Bagga. But everything is so inter-
connected that I can’t talk about Papa Ji
separately from the trip. A lot of my
information comes from Pappu.
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Papa Ji was a wonderful man and he
meant a lot to me and to a lot of other
people. There would probably be hun-
dreds of people who could say, “He was
like a father to me,” and He was with
me. He gave me clothes, he gave me
money, whatever I needed. He was very
dynamic; it was wonderful to be with
him. He was an inspiring man. After he
moved to Canada I don’t think the west-
ern people had an opportunity to know
Pappu’s father as much as in the begin-
ning. But certainly in the early days,
when Bob and Wendy and I first went in
1976 —when we three came back from
Rajasthan to Delhi and we had to call
home, there were no phones around, so
Papa Ji and I had to ride for hours and
hours in a scooter. He was a great man.

When I was leaving for India, I knew
that Papa Ji was on his way out of this
world. He had been diagnosed as having
cancer in August, and he had an opera-
tion in India to help alleviate some of his
digestive problems. He then came back
to Vancouver; then just a few days be-
fore I left for India, he went back to
Delhi. So my very strong feeling when 1
left home was that I was going there, in
part, to be in that household when he
left the body.

Papa Ji was born on April 13, 1921,
and he was in the army when the parti-
tion of India happened; after that he
went to Ahmedabad, the city where
most of the Bagga children where born.
There he was initiated when he was
about thirty years old, in 1951, and there
he worked a lot for Master Kirpal Singh.
There were not many people initially,
only eight or ten disciples there, but it
was a very active group. He inspired
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many, many, people to come onto the
Path. Even today, in Ahmedabad, peo-
ple remember how it was Papa Ji who
brought them to the Path.

There is a great story about Pappu:
He was about a year old and everybody
was meditating on sort of a terrace, on
top of a three story building, and Pappu
proceeded to fall down the entire flight
of stairs. It was straight all the way down
the three flights and at that moment
along came Master Kirpal Singh. Pappu
fell right at His feet. Master Kirpal Singh
picked him up, and he wasn’t hurt at all.
He carried him up the stairs to the group
that was meditating and said, “Whose
child is this?”

In 1971, due a variety of circum-
stances, but mostly because Master Kir-
pal told Papa Ji to move to Delhi, they
left Ahmedabad. Some of you know
how Pappu’s older brother Kulwant first
took Russell up to Rajasthan to see Sant
Ji. When the second little group of west-
erners came Kulwant and Pappu took
them up to the ashram. Then when Bob
and Wendy and I went, Pappu took us
up by himself. That was the beginning of
Pappu’s involvement with Sant Ji, an in-
volvement which met a lot of resistance
from many people. It probably couldn’t
have happened if it were not for Papa Ji
who basically said, “I have given this son
for the service of the Master.” And he
always stood behind Pappu’s rather dif-
ferent lifestyle, once Pappu got so in-
volved in the work.

When Papa Ji arrived in Delhi from
Vancouver he felt terrible from the
flight, but as soon as he got in the home
he definitely felt much better. Then on
Sunday (four days before I got there), at
four in the morning, he called the whole
family down to his room. He sat on the
bed and everyone else sat on the floor
around and he gave this talk. He ba-
sically said to the family, “I don’t owe
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anything to anybody (sometimes after
somebody goes they will come to you
and they will say ‘Your father owed me
for this and your father owed me for
that’). Let me tell you I don’t owe any-
thing to anybody. I don’t have any pains;
I don’t have any problems; I am content.
I have eight children; they are all settled.
My sons are happily married; I'm happy
with my son-in-laws. Everything is fine.
I have lived my life like an emperor. I
don’t have any desire, and I have my
Master with me. I can tell you that you
should look after your children because
children are the true wealth. If you want
you can leave the whole world, but don’t
leave Baba Ji.”

(I should tell you that the Indian San-
gat almost never calls Sant Ji, “Sant Ji,”
except for Pappu, because he knows that
is what we are used to. Everyone else
calls Him “Baba Ji,” and Master Kirpal
Singh is usually referred to as “Maharaj
)

Papa Ji said, “You can leave the whole
world, but don’t leave Baba Ji because he
is the only one who will help you at all
times. Now take me down from the
munji.” The munji is the bed, and that is
part of the Hindu tradition, if you know
you are leaving the body, you want to be
on the floor. Papa Ji said, “Nobody
should bother me, nobody should come
and talk to me; just leave me alone.”

Pappu said, “Why are you talking like
this?” Papa Ji said, “No, let me finish
what I want to say —and whatever I am
telling you is the truth. It’s all right, I am
sick and the doctor did his best but he
could not control the disease I have. But
I don’t have any complaints, I don’t have
any pain and I am perfectly content.
Please turn off all the lights.”

So he lay down and people turned out
the lights and just sat there, which was
around 4:30 in the morning, and after a
few minutes Papa Ji started talking to
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Master. He said, “Well, Baba Ji, some-
times you call me Sait Sahib—" (Sait
means a merchant or a rich trader and
Sant Ji always called him that.) “Some-
times you make me Sait and sometimes
you make me this or that, but now you
should take me with you.”

And Pappu said this was all in a very
normal voice, there was no pain, no de-
lirtum, he was very, very conscious.
Then there was a pause and a few mo-
ments later Papa Ji said, “Well, Maharaj
Ji, He will take me only if You will tell
Him, why don’t You tell Him to take
me?” Another pause, then he said in a
very imposing way—you didn’t ever
want to be on the other end of Papa Ji’s
very strong, deep voice— “If You don’t
take me, I'll follow You; I'll come with
You anyway!”

Then there was another pause and he
said, “How come there is so much light
here? Why don’t you turn off all the
lights? It is so much light I cannot bear
it.” At that point, of course, there were
no lights in the room, because they had
already turned off all the lights. This was
very, very genuine; the presence of the
Master was strongly felt by everybody.
This happened on Sunday, and I arrived
on the following Wednesday night, or
early Thursday morning. Pappu told me
about this exactly as it happened.

Pappu felt that they should leave him
alone but other people sort of wondered
if the medication was maybe making him
like this. You have to understand, that
now we can all see that it wasn't, but
when you are attached, when its a pri-
mary family member, you do everything
you can both to help them leave and to
hold on to them. That’s how it seems to
me; I don’t know how else to say it.

Someone thought that what he really
needed was some milk. So they brought
him some milk and he indicated that he
didn’t want it but still somehow it was
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given to him and he did come back into
his consciousness and he said, “What is
this? Where did you all come from?
Where is Baba Ji? Where is Maharaj Ji?
They were here, where did you come
from?” Pappu told me that he looked
rather upset, as if he had been awakened
from a dream which he was enjoying.

Then he asked Pappu, “Since when
has Baba Ji started wearing the shoes
made of cloth—” (in other words, the
canvas shoes)?

“Well, we bought them in Bombay or
Bangalore.”

“Well,” Papa Ji said, “Maharaj Ji’s
shoes were very dusty,”

And Chai Ji (Pappu’s mother) said,
“Well, if you had your shirt on you could
have wiped the dust off of Maharaj Ji’s
shoes.” I experienced this with him also:
his body was so hot that he never wanted
to wear his shirt. We all would try to get
him to wear his shirt, but he didn’t want
to wear it.

So Chai Ji said, “You don’t want to
wear your shirt; if you had it on you
could have wiped the dust.”

And Papa Ji said, “Well, if Baba Ji
was here where did He go?”

At that point Pappu said, “Well, He is
here all the time, and now He is resting
in his room.” [Sant Ji was physically in
Rajasthan at this point.]

Papa Ji asked, “Did you already take
Him some chai?”

Pappu said, “Yes He has had it, and
now He is bathing.”

“Okay.”

After a few minutes, Papa Ji came
back fully into his consciousness and
said, “Master said that the road is bro-
ken and that is why they won’t take me
now.”

Then he looked at them all and he
said, “Okay, go get ready for the
Satsang —” (because it was Sunday and
Sunday is the Satsang day) “—Baba Ji is
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here and He is coming to do the
Satsang.”

As I talked about this statement later
with Pappu: “Master said that the road
is broken; that is why They can’t take
me—" I think what we experienced over
the next few days was that the broken
road was being prepared, or whatever.
The final stuff that he needed to have
happen to him, happened.

I knew I was going into what could be
a very intense kind of an experience. I
was also leaving behind a kind of very
intense experience —I've packed at the
last minute before but nothing like this. I
was having to clear up school stuff and it
wasn’t because 1 had left it for the last
minute, it was just the way it worked.
There were a lot of very difficult things
with the school and it didn’t work out
except to do them on the Tuesday that I
was leaving. So by the time Susan Shan-
non very sweetly managed to push me
into the car, we missed the bus in Tilton.
We caught up with it in Concord which
allowed me time to write two more let-
ters for the school that I desperately
needed to write before I got on the plane.

When my plane left Germany I looked
out the window and — I’'m sure scientists
could give a physical explanation for
this, but it surely wouldn’t diminish it for
me —there on the cloud banks, for about
five minutes, was the shadow of the
plane surrounded by a perfect orb of
light, golden at the core. It was that en-
velope of His grace, and I felt it and it
was great. It was really great.

When I got to Delhi on Thursday
Papa Ji was pretty alert. He knew who I
was, he asked about the family, and we
chatted for a while. The next day, Fri-
day, he asked that we should all have
lunch together, everybody out in the sit-
ting room, and it was really wonderful.
By Saturday we felt a need to call the
doctor because he really started to recede
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from consciousness quite a lot. He
wasn’t in agony, but he wasn’t very com-
fortable either. It was clear that he had a
lot to bear.

On Saturday the doctor came and on
Tuesday sometime it was decided that
there should be a full-time nurse which
was good. I think it was a real relief to
the family to have someone there who
knew more.

On Wednesday the twenty-second I
awoke at 4:15 and went to help with
Papa Ji. . . We would sit on the bed and
give him a massage and do whatever was
needed, for like two or three hour shifts;
it was wonderful.

The nurse and I were with him while
Chai Ji rested some; he was continually
receding. He had lost the feeling and
movement in his right arm and leg on
Tuesday, and while I was there his left
leg went from active to still. His breath-
ing was steady but filled with a fluid
sound. I left at seven or so for some tea.
Pappu and I came back to the room at
eight, or a few minutes past, his breath-
ing had moved into what I call reflexive
breathing. I said to Pappu, that based on
my very limited experience, I didn’t think
he could last a day. And just then he
stopped. He began again; but it was
really only one more gasp, as I recall.
His head turned, Pappu asked the nurse
to leave, and we all started doing the
Simran aloud. (The Simran done in that
room was really incredible.) The Mas-
ter’s presence was so strong, but we
asked the nurse to leave, and we started
doing Simran aloud. I felt very with-
drawn as I did through much of the rest
of the day. Kulwant, Chai Ji, Kanta,
Pappu and I were there, and Jawahar
came. People were feeling heartbeat or
pulse for awhile but it was clear that he
had left. A doctor came after twenty
minutes or so and pronounced him dead.

The cremation was set for 2:00 p.m.
The body was placed in a corner of the
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room on a mattress on the floor and all
the furniture cleared out with a cloth for
sitting spread out in that room and in
adjoining rooms.

People came and went with many stay-
ing. At first the room had men and wo-
men, but as the morning went on the
women took over that room and the men
sat outside. Although this was very calm,
and non-hysterical there were waves of
weeping set off by new entrants to the
room. At one o’clock the room was
cleared except for a handful of men in-
cluding the three brothers. The body was
moved to the center and placed on a
blanket. We undressed it completely and
then it was bathed. The brothers were
helping with all this and one can imagine
what it must have been like for them.
The body was rinsed thoroughly and
towel dried, then placed on a new white,
dry sheet, back in the corner. I was hold-
ing the clothes for the corpse at that
point. What must it have been like for
the brothers to see the now-vacant eyes,
nose and mouth of their beloved Papa Ji.
The face of death is not pretty; yet face it
we must, and they did. Wrenching grief
racked the attendants’ bodies at times.

The body was dressed in fine new
clothing beginning with soft long under-
wear and long sleeved undershirt. From
where these clothes and many others ma-
terialized I do not know. It seemed as
though no one was in charge but things
got done. A dress shirt was followed by a
three piece suit, socks, and a pocket
handkerchief. Lastly a new shawl was
placed over it and marigolds on that.

The raw details preclude any denial or
antiseptic distancing so prevalent in the
western death ceremony. It was hard, to
say the least, but it was faced. Using a
sheet we carried the body into the living
room where a space had been cleared
and there it lay in state with family mem-

bers sitting closest. A couple of bhajans
were sung.
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The body was then carried out to a
litter on the front porch where it was tied
down with heavy twine. The men then
shouldered the litter and began to walk
to the cremation ground, fifteen to
twenty minutes away. There were
twenty-five to thirty of us walking along
with constantly changing shifts as pall
bearers. Kulwant, the eldest brother, had
a bottle of water which he sprinkled on
the body as we walked. Someone else
had a broom-like object of wood with
soft wool strands which they brushed at
the litter. We went through the streets
and strangers stopped to fold their
hands, lowering their heads and eyes as
we passed. As we were carrying the body
someone was leading the constant sing-
ing of: Sat Naam, Sat Naam, Sat Naam
Ji, Wahe Guru, Wahe Guru, Wahe
Guru Ji.

When we arrived the women and
many others were already there awaiting
us.

Upon entering the crematorium, the
men placed the body on one of two ce-
ment platforms for the performance of
the rites. Kulwant took an earthen pot
and walked around the platform sprin-
kling or pouring water, then he raised
the pot over his head and threw it down
to the ground shattering it at the head
end of the platform. Intimate family
members were given marigolds from the
strings on the body and these were
placed at the feet.

Then the body was carried, still on the
litter, into the cremation area where
there were many platforms. Several fires
were in various stages of burning down,
giving off much heat.

Men only came into this area; the wo-
men watched from behind a wall. Men
fetched wood using a hand cart and,
after a couple of loads, the logs were
placed around the platform. Then the
body was gently placed on this base, a
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can of ghee was opened, and the sons
spread ghee on the shawl-covered body.
Wooden pegs were dipped in the ghee
and placed on the neck, near the knees,
and on the chest.

Then a package of some herbal stuff
was sprinkled over the entire body; the
men began to pile the wood in teepee
fashion. Sticks and slats and hay and
straw were placed throughout. Before
the pyre was lit a priest chanted some
verses. Kulwant was given a torch and
went around lighting the pyre. As the
flames grew and the heat intensified we
all moved back. Again I felt barely in my
body; I was doing Simran all the time,
there was no way to do anything but
that.

The flames grew higher and began
their consuming process; the crowd
gathered in a covered place outside the
burning area and sang two bhajans end-
ing up with Apana Kohi Nahi. We were
given blades of grass and we knelt and
threw those after some verse was re-
peated. Announcements were made of
the times etc. of further ceremonies and
people filed out, greeting the family.

According to Pappu and Mr. Oberoi
this was a very solemn ceremony com-
pared to most which tend toward melo-
drama, and drift off into discussions of
politics, films, etc. I believe it, as this was
very profound to say the least. Things
like gathering and being quiet, singing
bhajans, do not often happen, but they
did.

Later many quilts, mattresses etc.
were brought into the room where Papa
Ji had lain and the intimate family gath-
ered there remembering Papa Ji until
late into the evening.

The cremation was on Wednesday and
on Thursday we left for Rajasthan . . .
Pappu didn’t go with us, he couldn’t go
because of family obligations. We fig-
ured we would do bhajan sessions and
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we would be okay; Mr. Oberoi would be
there. You get to the ashram on Thurs-
day night and you have sort of a rest
night, then on Friday there is a full pro-
gram, and Pappu was due to come Sat-
urday evening.

Back in Vancouver (before they found
out by telephone that Papa Ji had left
the body), one of the family members
had an experience in which Kirpal and
Sant Ji and other family members were
all sitting there and Kirpal said, “Sing a
bhajan.”

And this person said, “Well 1 don’t
have a book.”

And He said, “Well sing a bhajan
anyway.”

Again they said, “Well I don’t have a
book.”

Master said, “Well sing that bhajan,
that one you sang on Sunday, Aj Shub
Diharda E, today is a very auspicious
day because my son is coming home. Sait
Sahib is coming home.”

Then this person saw not only Papa Ji
and the Masters but some of the utensils
that are used for the cremation. At the
end of that experience the person was so
terrified that they just couldn’t tell any-
one about that because it was so graphic
and so real and yet just within a few
hours the phone call came saying that
Papa Ji had left the body.

After the call everyone was crying,
and a three-year-old grandson of Papa Ji
asked his mom, “Why are you crying?”
She explained and he said, “Still, why
are you crying when Baba Ji has taken
Papa Ji.”

The body is cremated immediately and
then three days later there is something
else, and then thirteen days later there is
something else so that family members
had time to come from all over. So when
the three-year-old was walking up to-
ward the house he saw a car parked out-
side and he said, “Is that Baba Ji’s car?”
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His mother said, “I don’t know.”
When they got inside and asked, in fact
it was Baba Ji’s car, because He had been
driven from the ashram down to Delhi
when he was sick.

Then the three-year-old said, “That’s
the same car in which Baba Ji took Papa
Ji.” Very strong.

The way it worked 1 was pretty sure
that I was going to be the one to give
Sant Ji the news in an outer way; obvi-
ously it had to be said and Pappu wasn’t
there to do any of the initial translating.
So when the bus stopped I went up to
Sant Ji and I was so intent on saying this
message right that 1 could barely see
Him. I saw a mountain, I saw a huge
gray mountain topped with white; 1
walked up to Him and I was pretty much
the first one there and He said, “Ah,
Principal Sahib, kya hal hai? Apka par-
ivar? How is your family? How are
you?” —with a big radiant smile. I very
nervously said in Hindi, “I'm okay, but
yesterday Hiralal Bagga left the body.
And because of that Pappu is not here.
He is in Delhi; he will be coming the day
after tomorrow. And Pappu has sent a
letter for You.” I gave Him the letter and
it seemed to me that Sant Ji sat back and
pulled in.

Having delivered the message and sat
down, I realized after about five minutes
that He had on a ruana which is the
Colombian poncho. Someone had said
that He had worn one in the last group
and I was skeptical, I thought, well, He
wouldn’t wear a ruana would He? Wear
it He did and it was gorgeous, it was
amazing. But I’ve never been at that first
meeting with Him when He doesn’t ask
for a bhajan, but He didn’t ask for a
bhajan, He greeted us and told us that
we didn’t have to get up the next day
because we were tired and then He said
good night.

Later Mr. Oberoi came to my room
and said that he had been with Sant Ji
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and Sant Ji was very concerned, espe-
cially about Pappu’s family. He was con-
cerned about how the family was taking
it. Sant Ji felt that He should go there to
Dethi, but how could He with the group?
He couldn’t, so should He send some-
one? Maybe he should send Gurmel or
Ajeet?

So we had sessions on Friday; we had
a meditation session. Sant Ji came down-
stairs in His ruana and I was at the bot-
tom of the stairs to meet Him and He
pointed to Himself with both His hands
and smiled and said, “Colombian.”

In that Friday afternoon meditation
session He left early. He put us into med-
itation and then left and we got the news
later that He really wasn’t feeling very
well. In fact, I don’t know how many
details were told last week, but He was
really sick in October. There was a Delhi
program, He got very sick and the doc-
tor at that time wanted Him to stay for
testing and stuff. But with some rest He
felt okay and went back up to Ra-
jasthan. He really wasn’t very well for
the first group either.

Then 1 got terrifically sick; I’ve never
gotten so sick so fast and better so
quickly, thanks to some very nice service
by some doctors who were there. I was
afraid that I was going to miss the Satur-
day afternoon meditation. 1 won’t go
into what was wrong with me but it was
pretty awful. Sant Ji didn’t come to that
sitting at all because He was sick. He did
not go to the garden session either, al-
though just as we came back from hav-
ing sung bhajans and listening to some-
one read a Satsang He greeted us from
the top of the stairs.

Then on Sunday He didn’t come and
He asked Pappu if He should go out just
to that little area at the top of the stairs
and greet us as we came from our session
out in the garden? He was really feeling
terribly about not serving the dear ones,
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and He said, “But I feel much better
when I am lying down; when I start to
get up I don’t feel very well.” So Pappu
pleaded with Him not to go out there.
And that was fine we all accepted that.

During that time He sent some beauti-
ful messages and I see that I have forgot-
ten those but there were two or three
times when He just sent absolutely won-
derful messages to all of us saying how
badly He felt that He couldn’t serve us.
He conveyed His love to each and every
one of us and asked us to please main-
tain the schedule.

He didn’t come to the Monday morn-
ing meditation either, and before the
meditation time several of us were called
up to His room and there we were sort of
looking at what should happen next.
Treatment was given by a doctor but it
turned out not to be effective.

In the morning when someone came
and called for Pappu to go up to Sant Ji,
the first thing that I thought of was,
“They should take Him to Delhi. They
can’t deal with it here.” And Pappu told
me that when he and Mr. Oberoi went
into the room, the first thing Sant Ji said
to them both was, “You’re not taking me
anywhere!” And they were both already
thinking, “He really has got to go to
Delhi.”

That type of thing has happened —it’s
just been awful —where Masters have
been dragged places where They don’t
want to go because Their disciples were
headstrong, but that is not what we’re
talking about here. There is nothing
clearer than the fact that He was sup-
posed to go to Delhi; it was in The Will.
He said that so many times. But I think
it reflects how He didn’t want to leave
the group; His job was to serve the
group.

Sitting at His Feet, watching Him in
His illness, I thought, “Who needs a
cross?” and I realized how I bring Him
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sorrows and problems and so little fruit
of meditation. He looked at Mr. Oberoi
and me and asked us to “maintain the
group” in His absence.

Everyone was in the courtyard while
He came down the stairs at two o’clock
to get in His car, and I don’t know where
it has ever happened that so many disci-
ples have been there watching the Master
in that kind of a condition. It was not
hidden; it was broadcast for all of us to
see it. For everyone, the sevadars from
the east, ashram residents, visitors, the
grief was profound. He had to be helped
with someone on either arm almost car-
rying Him down the stairs and He said,
“Ten paciencia—have patience.” One
person told me that it was amazing that
they heard him talking in Spanish, ask-
ing all of us to be patient.

It was an amazing time. He left and
we were all heartbroken, although I had
a very strong feeling, as I wrote in my
journal, that “things are going to be
much better soon.” We didn’t know what
was happening, although we got a mes-
sage back before too long that in fact
Sant Ji had recovered, was feeling much,
much better, which took a tremendous
burden off of all of us.

We carried on with the schedule and it
was amazing. We just went to the medi-
tations, we had the lunches, we would go
out to the garden in the evening and it
happened that Mr. Oberoi spoke, and I
also spoke some. Mr. Oberoi’s tales were
wonderful, many tales about Masters
and Their illnesses; he talked about Mas-
ter Kirpal Singh. He talked about how
when Masters take on their disciples’
karmas, those karmas have to be paid, as
we know, and Kal can do it any way He
wants on the Master’s bodies, including
humiliating ways. So that Sawan Singh
in His elder years had a disease that you
usually only get from loose moral con-
duct and this was hard on some disciples,
it shook their faith.
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When Master Kirpal Singh had pros-
tate problems, Mr. Oberoi went to the
doctor, to find out what caused it, why
he would need an operation, what was
the problem? And the doctor said that
the main cause is too much sexual indul-
gence. Mr. Oberoi said he felt like slap-
ping the guy. But he said, “Let me see
your book about it,” and he found an-
other reason which was that if you have
a job where you sit for hours and hours
and you have to urinate but you don’t go
because of the circumstances, that also
can do it. And so he said, “Ahah” be-
cause Kirpal Singh did that.

So he came back and explained all
that to Kirpal Singh, and Kirpal Singh
said, “Look, this time you have been
able to find a correlation between the
disease I am suffering and the outer cir-
cumstances of my life but there will be
many times when you cannot.”

There were many beautiful stories that
Mr. Oberoi told and it was okay; we
would go back into the courtyard at
night and look up at the stairs and sing:
Sant Ji, Sant Ji, Sant Ji, Jubilosos te
esperamos . . . When 1 got back here a
lot of people said, “God it must have
been awful,” yet it was not awful at all.
In past trips, I haven’t been able to medi-
tate so much, but this time, because I
wasn’t up to eleven o’clock night after
night doing letters, I was able to use the
ashram as a retreat place.

It was hard on those people who were
coming for the first time; it was hard on
the new initiates who had never seen
Sant Ji before. A major glimpse of Him
was when He was being taken out to the
car. So it was a test, no doubt. Were we
going to go into the underground room
or not? We didn’t know.

I went to Ganga Nagar on Friday to
call Pappu. I went by jeep and it was
wonderful to get more news from
Pappu. We were hoping that either Sant
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Ji would come back, or that we would go
down early and have a two or three day
program. But very, very, sweetly, the
message came back that even though the
monthly Satsang had been canceled
there would be many, many people who
would not get that message and if the
ashram were to be empty it would not be
good. So Sant Ji asked us please to stay
through until Monday and do the seva of
attending the monthly Satsang so that
when those people came, they would not
find the ashram empty. There we were in
Rajasthan, crying to be in Delhi; never
before has any group been more anxious
to leave the ashram, that is for sure.

You know people have talked about
the ashram as a prison and it could feel
like a prison; it was keeping us away
from the physical form of the Master
instead of leading us to the Feet. But it
wasn’t like that, not at all; He was every-
where in my experience, and a lot of
other people experienced that too. And
the message said, “Yes, we could go into
the underground room,” and that was
astounding. [t was very, very moving.

Before 1 tell you what it was like to
arrive in Delhi, let me just mention what
happened about Sant Ji’s illness. They
left the ashram and Sant Ji again threw
up; they gave Him some medicine, this
was at about two in the afternoon, which
He immediately threw up, and at that
point they made a decision, no more, not
even water. And it was terribly painful; it
was a very, very difficult ride for Sant Ji.
They drove non-stop all the way to
Delhi, where the Satsangi doctor who
had cared for Him and who had also
cared for Papa Ji was waiting for them.
Sant Ji did not have to get out of the car,
but He was immediately taken to the
Aashlok Hospital, which is a very nice
private hospital.

Some tests were done, an IV with dex-
trose was put into His arm and within
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half an hour He felt much, much better.
He had been completely dehydrated and
He had just been burning up. But after
that He felt better. That was Monday
night. Tuesday He stayed for a few hours
in the intensive care and then He moved
into a better room and by then He was
eating, and keeping foods down. On
Wednesday they removed the IV and by
Thursday He went back to the Bagga
house.

On Friday he said to Pappu, “Let’s go
out and walk somewhere.” So they went
over to the new guest house, which is
going to be a wonderful place. There will
be a large hall for Satsang, and the top
floor, serviced by an elevator, is Sant Ji’s
quarters. The elevator was not yet in op-
eration, but Sant Ji insisted on visiting
every room and climbing every stair.
Even though Pappu reminded Him
about His health, He said, “No, I want
to see this place.” When He got up to His
floor — which is an entire floor including
a veranda which overlooks a big, big
park across the street —He said, “Now
you can do whatever you want to do and
leave me alone for twenty minutes. And
in twenty minutes we will go out there
and walk in the park.”

So for twenty minutes, Sant Ji sat
there for meditation and Pappu said that
it was so beautiful just to see Him there;
the place looked absolutely radiant and
Sant Ji was very happy sitting there.
Then He came down and went for a walk
in the park. During the walk He sat
down on a bench and Pappu asked him
how He liked the guest house now that it
was nearing completion? And Pappu
said His answer was so beautiful, “Well,
I will enjoy more in getting connected to
Kirpal there.” He will enjoy sitting in
remembrance there more.

So Sant Ji was okay and we knew that
on our way down to Delhi. There was a
powerful lesson on this trip of trying to
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face the truth, even if it is very, very
difficult, whether it is truth within our-
selves, whether it is truth within others,
the ultimate truth on this plane being
that we all have to leave and that the face
of death is not pretty. But we do have to
face it.

And when you have come to the ash-
ram with the expectation of having ten
days of bliss and instead, He is sick, He
doesn’t come out, you don’t know what
is going on and then, in front of your
very eyes, He is basically carried to a car
and sent to Delhi. Ah, what is going to
happen the next moment? Who knows?
We don’t know. So the lesson is one of
growing up, of facing the truth, of facing
even the very dark parts of ourselves that
need to be faced.

We all have a whole lot of stuff that we
do not want to face. How many of us
could sit on the bed like Papa Ji did, and
say “I am content, I am through. I don’t
owe anyone anything, nobody owes me
anything, no deep dark secrets, my life,
here it is.” But we have to face it, you
know, Death is one of the things that is
right there.

When we came to Delhi, Sant Ji said
to us: “I thank Almighty Sawan and Kir-
pal who have once again made it possible
for me to be present in seva for all of
you. As you know I had become very
weak and very sick, and it was not possi-
ble for me to serve you there. But I do
not have any complaints, because only
he is a Gurmukh, only he is a Saint who
lives in the Will of God. Only the Master
knows how He has to make His disciples
do the seva. Guru Nanak Sahib said,
‘One should meditate upon Him in the
pains as well as in the happiness. One
should do the meditation even in the
state of happiness, and when the pain
comes one should always be doing the
meditation.” The doctor has finished all
the examination of my body and I do not
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have any sickness. I only have the weak-
ness which will go away later on.” (It’s
true that when they examined Him His
blood sugar level was okay and His
blood pressure level was okay.) “This is
all His grace and there is no word with
which I can thank Him. The thing is that
one can really thank Him only after
going within and attaching himself to
His Feet. Even though the treatment was
very hard, very painful, but still it was
less painful than the pain I was having at
that time in my body, and that is why,
remembering Him only, I accepted this.
In Rajasthan there was no treatment for
me, because I live in a forest-type jungle
over there, and for that reason it was
better for me to come here. It is because
of Pappu’s and Gurmel’s efforts in bring-
ing me here, because they know that
even on the way how very painful it was.
In the Name of Lord Kirpal, I thank all
the dear ones: Kent, Mr. Oberoi, Elvia,
and all the other dear ones, who looked
after you at that time. Also I am very
grateful to all of you dear ones who
maintained the discipline at this time.

“As you all know, on a worldly level at
this time, Pappu has suffered a great
loss, and there is no word that can cover
that loss. And forgetting all that he
brought me here. You know that in this
world, as long as we live, life is very
difficult to live, but Pappu’s father had
so much devotion and so much faith in
the Master, that whatever he did, even in
his worldly work, he always kept the
Sangat and the Master in mind before
doing anything. So when he left the body
he was protected by the Master; Master
Himself came to take his soul and he
even told about the Master’s coming and
the protection he was getting from the
Master.

“So the person who has so much love
and devotion and faith in the Master,
will the Master Himself not come to pro-
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tect his soul? We are worldly people, and
sometimes we have faith and other times
we leave that faith, even though we see
things with our own eyes; but He is al-
ways there to help us.

“So once again, I thank all of you, and
I thank Master Kirpal also, Who gave so
much support and faith to us, and who
made us remain in His will. I am very
grateful to Almighty Lord Kirpal Who,
putting the support, the pillar, of Naam
within us, made us accept His will.

“I hope that tomorrow, with His grace
only, I will be able to serve all of you
dear ones in the way 1 used to serve you
in Rajasthan. Pappu will announce the
program in which we will have the medi-
tation, and I will see all the dear ones;
and also, God willing, we’ll have a
Satsang.

“When Pappu’s father went to Canada
for the first time, at that time he did not
know any English, and Pappu’s mother
also did not speak any English. After
reaching there, because he saw the Mas-
ter Power working everywhere, within
everyone, he sent me a tape letter in
which he said, ‘You have always said that
Masters never perform any miracles, but
I would say that Masters do not do any-
thing except perform the miracles.” He
had so much faith and devotion for the
Masters, and before he left he also told
the family members to always remain
devoted and faithful to the Master. 1
hope that all of the family members will
accept this Will of the Lord and that
they will maintain their faith and devo-
tion for the Master.”

At that point he asked Gurmel and
Pappu to sing a new bhajan, which ap-
parently was sung last summer, and it
was very beautiful. In fact it became
incorporated into the Christmas mes-
sage, it is sort of the final paragraph.

That was the end of the Satsang. The
next day we had a meditation session with
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Him, and everyone was very excited
about having an interview. There was a
full program scheduled. We had our
doubts because the three hours we had
scheduled for interviews seemed like it
wouldn’t be enough time and yet it was
still going to be taxing for Sant Ji.

After half an hour Pappu told me,
“Kent this won’t work; they have to come
in groups of three or four or five. And
they can’t bring any questions, no photo-
graphs, and Sant Ji will say a little bit to
each group.”

I turned around and started telling ev-
eryone, “No, you can’t take your ques-
tions, leave your questions in the form of
a letter, it will get answered. Don’t worry
we will take care of it; it will be sent to
you.” No letters were answered in this
group, needless to say, and it was so
heartbreaking and people did well with
it, but their hope was that they would get
ten days in one day. To be suddenly put
into this situation, they knew that it was
because of His health and His health
wasn’t that good. At the end I realized
that if I was going to have an interview I
should be ready too. So 1 asked and
Pappu said, “Yes come in.” I went in for
about five minutes, and I had two hours
of stuff that I was going to talk to Sant Ji
about, in terms of the school, but I just
said, “Sant Ji, I think it would probably
be better for me to write this later,” and
He said, “Yes.” So you can imagine how
difficult it was for many people.

We came back for Satsang at three
o’clock and the final paragraph was: “In
the end Guru Arjan says, ‘Who reaches
the Feet of the Perfect Master? Only
those who have very good fate, only
those who are the most fortunate ones,
reach the Feet of the Master. And only
those who are chosen by God Almighty,
and for whom liberation is ordained by
God Almighty, only they come to the
Feet of the Master.”
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Then Sant Ji said, “As you all know
this is the end of the program and I wish
you all the best for your return journey. 1
hope that you will maintain the disci-
pline and will do your Bhajan and Sim-
ran even after getting back to your
home. Even though in the form of the
Shabd the Master is present everywhere,
but because I got sick and you people did
not get to spend much time in my pres-
ence, considering this, I have asked
Ignacio to alfow you to come in any of
the groups next year. If any one of you
wants to come here you will be given
special places to come.”

You can imagine the effect this had on
people and what happened was they
couldn’t help it, they applauded. They
whooped and they laughed, and Sant Ji
raised his finger and told them to stop;
Elvia wasn’t even through the transla-
tion, she had just gotten to the part
where He said they could come next
year. So then she finished, “If any of you
wants to come here you will be given a
special place—” and there was a scatter-
ing of applause again and at that point,
Sant Ji very sweetly but, in a very strong
way said, “Well, in the Satsangs you
should not clap because this is not a
lecture of any political leader where you
clap. I hope that all of you will sign up
with Ignacio the same as you have done
this time. You should not think that be-
cause I have allowed you to come, you
are free to make your own arrange-
ments, or that you could inform Ignacio
just a couple of days before the trip.
Don’t do that. You should sign up with
Ignacio, well ahead of time, get all the
tickets through him, and make all the
arrangements with him as you usually
do.” Again much sweet laughter
throughout, and I think I heard a single
clap. “I hope that you will never clap
your hands again like you did today in
the Satsang, because this is not the way it
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should be. It is against the tradition of
the Satsang, it is breaking the tradition
of the Satsang if you clap. Up until now I
have never allowed such a thing, and I
don’t know how it happened today, but
you should remember this and never do
it again. You know that in Bogota there
are so many who come for the Satsang,
and also at Sant Bani Ashram many dear
ones come for the Satsang, but nobody
has done such a thing. They don’t clap in
the Satsang. I hope that you will remem-
ber this and will also tell this to the other
dear ones: they are not supposed to clap
in the Satsang, because this is the path of
humility. Many of the group leaders are
here in this group and I hope that they
will convey this to their own groups
about all this.”

Again there were many sweet smiles
and some requests for pardon, but there
were a lot of “Te amos,” which means, “I
love you” and then there was a final
singing of Sant Ji, Sant Ji, Sant Ji. . . as
Sant Ji went up the stairs.

In Pappu’s new house there is a big
open living room and when He goes up
the stairs, you can sort of look up and
see Him on a balcony, and that was the
end of it. But the mood of the group was
joyous, to say the least. That night peo-
ple were saying, “See you next year.”
They couldn’t believe it; it just lifted so
much heaviness from their hearts just to
have that permission to come, if they
can, next year or whenever.

One night when I was asked to speak,
I said to the Colombians, “I don’t think
you will find Sant Ji dressing up in some
native New Yorker’s outfit, calling Him-
self a New Yorker.” You know there is a
sweetness there and I'm not sure how
well other groups could have done, I
guess every one would have done fine,
because that would have been that par-
ticular group’s test and they would have
passed it. But this group was so sweet
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and there is so much love and you can’t
help but feel it. You know, I think about
Sant Ji wearing a Ruana and smiling and
saying, “Colombian.”

I remember walking around those
walls at the ashram after we knew He
was better, I starting thinking to myself,
“I don’t know whether to laugh or cry
when I see him in Delhi,” and I thought,
“I'm going to laugh.” This is a big
drama, should we sing Data Ji Kite Gyo
(O Giver, where have You gone?), or
should we sing Khel Nyare, (Your play is
unique)? So when He came down the
stairs in Delhi and I saw Him standing
there and He saw me, He folded His
hands and He smiled and His smile got
bigger and bigger and bigger. And then
Sant Ji pulled His hands apart and rolled
His palms up toward heaven.

Right, You are the giver, You are the
doer; You know it all.
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The Death of Our Ego

Jrom a talk given upon returning from India, December 10, 1989
MARIA PAZ TORREY

WANTED TO MENTION the fact that

Sant Ji was wearing a ruana. Being a
Colombian, it really touched me.

I just want to convey a little of what it
was like to be there. At the beginning,
although He was physically at the ash-
ram, we couldn’t see Him. And we were
all constantly longing, and yearning to
see Him physically. We were asked to
come to the hall for the meditation, and
in our hearts we had this question, “Will
He be there? Is He healed? Is He coming
down to see us?” And then every time,
He wasn’t there. He would not come. Yet
we were asked to do the program and to
follow it. And then the next thing we
heard—He had been vomiting; He
couldn’t hold anything in. And He was
going to be taken to Delhi. When we
heard that announcement, we were all
paralyzed. It was a moment in which
everything fell. It was like dying.

And ... I don’t want to forget that
moment. Because it was a very real mo-
ment. We think of Him as the Master
Power, but we should also think of Him
as the human pole. As a human pole, He
suffers pain as any human. To see that
was overwhelming. We had a quick
lunch; it was obvious that something was
happening and somebody was going to
announce something. Everybody was
running all over the place. Pappu was
running, and his car had been pulled out
into the courtyard near the stairs. The
minute we had our last bite, we were
asked to form a darshan line in the
courtyard because He was going to
leave.

We were there in that line, eager to see
Him. You know, three days, without
having seen Him, and the first thing we
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saw were His feet. But His feet didn’t
have any strength whatsoever. So those
feet started coming down, but they
couldn’t, they were not able to touch the
steps of the stairs. And we were all sob-
bing so much, you wouldn’t believe it.
And He was carried out; He was literally
carried out, with somebody holding Him
under each arm. Being in that much
pain, He still had those comforting
words for us, “Be patient. You must be
patient.” And then He left the ashram.

We followed His car. We were sobbing
and hugging each other. You know, emo-
tional South Americans. But the minute
those gates closed behind His car, we all
came very quickly, very silently to the
meditation hall. We all understood that
somehow we had to be strong. And we
had to follow the program. And the best
thing to help Him and to help our own
selves was to meditate, to do what He
has asked us to do so many times.

I also would like to say that it was very
sweet following the program there, after
He left for Delhi. But we would look at
the ashram, at the physical buildings,
and then they were walls of sand. Those
walls of sand that He speaks of in His
bhajan, the perishable walls. And they
felt perishable without Him. We would
do a little ritual —as Kent pointed out —
sing to an empty staircase, “Sant Ji, Sant
Ji, Sant Ji . . .” We would all finish the
day remembering that He was not physi-
cally there. That was a constant; we
could not avoid being reminded that He
was not physically there. Yet He was
there in all of us, in all the little strength
that we had to follow the program.

I was very touched by the fact that we
were all thinking that we could return
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earlier [to Delhi], and yet He asked us to
stay and be like hosts for the Indian
sangat. They came and we celebrated the
monthly Satsang; it was very sweet. We
were less people than usual, but in spite
of that it was very sweet. And then fi-
nally, that Monday came, and I wrote in
my journal, “maybe for the first time in
the history of this place we were all very
happy to leave the ashram.” Because we
were going to see Him on arrival in
Delhi. Needless to say what that encoun-
ter was like: we were finally at His physi-
cal feet, and He looked much better. He
showered tremendous grace and love,
and filled our so-thirsty vessels. We had
been without Him physically, but doing
our work, to the extent that we could do
it, and that was the prize, Him in person.
And that bhajan that was sung was like
the teaching of the whole trip—death:
Pappu’s father’s death, our death when
He left the ashram, the death of our ego
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(because we had so many expectations:
to go to Delhi earlier, to have those inter-
views, to be close to Him, to see Him). It
was death, death. The trip was death—
learning to die.

And then the little happening that
Kent spoke of, I was also planning to tell
you, the applauding. I hope I'll never
clap my hands in front of Him. I just
want to repeat this little sentence, His
sentence: “This is the Path of humility.”
That is how the program ended. Not
even for a second did 1 feel deprived of
His grace during this hard trip, on the
contrary, His absence, if anything was
tremendously inspiring and very real. In
many ways He showed us that the fort of
deceit will one day be destroyed in this
world, because the walls of sand cannot
stay for a long time. Only that which is
true will prevail, and falsehood will be
weeded out.
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When Melody Went Home

three letters about Melody McCay’s passing
by GREG McCAY, JUDY SHANNON, and TERESA CRAWFORD

Monday, December 18, 1989
Dear Brother,

Because of your phone call and in re-
sponse to a “calling” I felt within since
my wife Melody’s death over two weeks
ago, . . . I am going to give you the story
of Melody’s last days from my own
“ground zero” (just another pawn on the
chessboard of life) view of what hap-
pened. I understand some others will
also be submitting their experiences.

This is going to come out sort of
stream-of-consciousness-style; as I've
been telling everyone lately, I'm still ba-
sically in a “taking care of the bare essen-
tials” mode. I'm trying to get into the
flow of being a single parent of a three-
and-a-half-year-old little boy, etc.

I met Melody in July 1985 at a gather-
ing at a Vancouver seaside park. While
driving her to her place she saw a picture
of Master Kirpal on the dashboard of my
car, and asked if I was initiated. She had
been to see Sant Ji at Kirpal Ashram in
Surrey in May 1985, and had camped at
the Ashram for the few days remaining
in His program. I had been there too,
but had never met or noticed Melody.
But immediately it led me to believe that
Master was “pulling the strings” and that
He “set me up” with Melody.

Well, in true manmukh style (I'm not
proud of it, but I've got to tell the truth)
Melody and I “enjoyed” together. 1 had
followed my old hippy habits . . . Mel-
ody became pregnant in our first week
together. When she came to tell me at the
end of July, I felt immediately that I
wanted to be there as a parent and sup-
port for her and the child although I
didn’t reflect on marriage (even with
Master’s injunctions on the subject) . . .
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I wanted to be free to enjoy freely and
continue in a hippy kind of way, all the
time retaining the illusion that I could
carry on attending Satsang and main-
taining my spiritual connection. Need-
less to say, things were to be otherwise.
Melody wished to get Initiation, and
Norma Fraser told her that she could
only get it if we were married. Of course,
I didn’t wish to be responsible for keep-
ing Melody from Initiation, and I fig-
ured that the traditional form of mar-
riage would be the best supporting
system for our child-to-come.

Melody and I were married at Kirpal
Ashram in September, in the company
of most of the Vancouver sangat, and
Melody got Initiation several weeks later
in Nanaimo. Our married life together
was definitely (and probably, predicta-
bly) not all hearts and flowers. I carried
on an Intermittent affair with another
woman and Melody learned of it . . . it
was clearly very painful/galling and
hard on Melody. I was already suffering
inwardly from the blatant hypocrisy of
carrying on in a way that could only
displease the Master. In spite of all this,
Melody did her best to forgive me. She
continued to be a very supportive, faith-
ful and loving wife to me. In March of
1986, our son Gabriel Sawan was born.
It was an emergency childbirth because
of the effect of chronic liver disease
(non-infectious hepatitis) from many
years before, instead of the natural,
homestyle birth we'd been preparing for.
But Melody saw Sant Ji in the delivery
room standing behind the doctor. And I
held baby Gabriel and sang a bhajan to
him over and over—Sat Naam, Sat
Naam, Sat Naam Ji—it had the perfect
pacifying effect, no crying!
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Melody was a wonderful, dedicated
mother to Gabriel, and 1, for my part,
was completely caught up in the charm
and sweetness and light influence of our
new child. As Sant Ji said in a letter to
me, “Almighty Master showered all His
grace when dear Gabriel Sawan McCay
was born.” Melody brought such an air
of support, warmth and beauty to our
collective space and 1 was also much
happier and contented than [ had ever
been in my life.

In the past year Melody really started
to suffer serious effects of her chronic
liver disease . . . she was in the hospital
twice for a couple of weeks or so each
time before this last admission in mid-
October. She had tried various alterna-
tive therapies, without much improve-
ment, and I had felt critical of what I
had perceived was a lack of persistence
on her part. Of course, what did 1 know?
It seems, in retrospect, her fate needed to
unfold exactly as it did. At the retreat at
the beginning of October, one sister told
me she had the impression that Melody
was holding on to some old hurt or in-
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Melody and Greg McCay with Papa Ji Bagga and his family

jury inside herself and was unable to
forgive someone and that this process
was killing her. When that woman said
that, it went straight to my heart. 1 didn’t
know if it was from her parents (long
dead) who, I understood may have been
alcoholic and abusive when she was
young. (She was unable to recall details
of most of her childhood, seemed to
have blocked stuff out.) I also thought
perhaps she might have been resenting
my continued attention to other women.

Putting speculation aside, Meclody’s
last weeks were quite incredible in many
ways. Her first couple of weeks in the
hospital seemed undramatic but pretty
bright. Satsangis visited continuously,
bringing food and flowers; it was a won-
derful display of family support! . . . All
the love that came through the satsangis
to Melody seemed to me to be clearly,
powerfully, Master’s grace and blessings
overflowing on the outer level.

I have no way of knowing what was
happening on the inner levels, except
through some reflections and observa-
tions by myself and various brothers and
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sisters. A medical resident said that if
she didn’t get a liver transplant, she
might be in the advanced stages of the
disease in three or four years. But, al-
ready at this point there were intimations
that Melody might be nearing her end-
time. A few satsangis wondered aloud if
she might be leaving the body soon,
though at the end of October this kind of
talk sounded pretty “off the wall” to me.
Then at the end of the second week of
November Teresa Crawford shared with
me a conversation she had had with Dr.
Molina in which he stated that Melody
would be leaving soon and that it would
be good if I knew and could talk to
Melody about this. It scemed that I had
already been softened up from within,
and when I visited Melody that evening
and told her what I'd heard from Teresa
it seemed she already had some kind of
intimation. Several days earlier, on a
bright and sunny day, Melody very mat-
ter of factly mentioned that there were
Masters, yogis all around her hospital
bed. She seemed to be turned off by all
the prompting she was getting from visit-
ing satsangis to do her Simran and re-
member the Master, but who can say
what was really happening inside her.
She drew up a will with the help of a
lady lawyer whose child she'd babysat a
couple of years ago, but she hadnt
signed it when she began to get very sick.
It was at this point that Judy Shannon’s
experience with Melody occurred in
which there seemed to be a sharp turning
point in her condition. It coincided with
a change in therapy from her doctor,
however in a couple of days Melody had
slipped into a strange state in which she
behaved in a bizarre manner, being ag-
gressive, refusing medication. The
nurses had to put on physical restraints.
It was a real faith-shaker for me,
thoughts were going through my head,
“How could Master allow something like
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this to happen to one of His own?” How-
ever, in retrospect it seems to me that
Melody may have been working off a lot
of buried mental stuff to help clear the
slate before she left.

All throughout these days, Satsangis
would visit, sit by the bedside, hold her
hand and do Simran. Master also
blessed us with a very sweet and compe-
tent nursing staff and an excellent doctor
who was very humble and easy to com-
municate with. Finally, slowly, she came
out of her far away state, able once again
to remember how old she was, and rec-
ognize family and friends. Within a cou-
ple of days she contracted pneumonia
and was locked into an intense struggle
to breathe. On the afternoon of Novem-
ber 29, the doctor called to say she would
need a respirator if her condition contin-
ued to deteriorate. I asked him just to
maintain her 100 percent oxygen and
1.V. antibiotic therapy and leave the rest
to Melody (and whatever fate and Mas-
ter had in store). I went straight to the
hospital after work; the doctor said he
believed Melody only had another twelve
hours to live as she was breathing at a
rate of 60 times per minute, three times
the normal rate, and totally exhausting
to witness, what to speak of enduring.

Several satsangis appeared outside her
room, having come from the Satsang
which was held at our house that eve-
ning. We kept a vigil beside her bed into
the night. We meditated together and
sang bhajans. Another elderly woman
was sharing Melody’s room and we were
worried that we might be disturbing her,
but she told us not to stop, that our
voices sounded like angels, and she told
us we were welcome to use her bed to sit
on, while she sat up in an armchair, late
into the night. Come morning light Mel-
ody was still breathing at her exhausting
pace, more than twelve hours after the
doctor’s verdict. Not only that but she
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came around and was quite conscious. I
asked her if she had the strength to sign
her will, and she did, all seven pages of
legalese.

Friends came, the nurses did their best
to freshen her body up, and fix the bed.
One of the most striking things that hap-
pened that day, November 30th, was
Melody’s interrupting her intense breath-
ing to ask —all of a sudden — what day it
was and what was the time. I recall her
asking about 3:30 in the afternoon, and
then again later, as if she was anticipat-
ing a certain time. She never said what
was happening to her inside —there were
some non-satsangi friends about as well
as the nurses, so that may be some expla-
nation. She did say she was “wiped
out”—not surprising considering her
continued breathing at sixty times per
minute.

I came back to the hospital at 9:15
p.m., after [ had gone home to check on
Gabriel; Melody was still carrying on,
but about eight satsangis had gathered at
the hospital. There was what seemed al-
most a festive atmosphere amongst the
brothers and sisters. It was a family fare-
well. Some of us meditated; Simran was
powerful and the room was bright and
alive. About 9:55 p.m. Melody suddenly
said she wanted to go home. I under-
stood her literally and inquired of the
Head Nurse, but it became clear that
arrangements would not be quick and
easy. | explained to Melody that she
should understand her home to be right
here surrounded by satsangis and Mas-
ter’s love, and there was no argument
from her. A few minutes later, she took
three last gasps of air, each breath at a
longer interval than the previous one—
all of us were very strongly doing our
Simran—and then she was gone. I sang
the bhajan Tera Naam Rasamula Ji of
Baba Somanath, which was joined by
other brothers and sisters present.
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Since her departure, Gabriel never
cried for her at all. On Saturday Gabriel
told me, “Mama came last night in my
dreams and cuddled with me.” I tried to
explain to him that Sant Ji had taken
Melody to her Real Home, but I’'m not
sure whether he can really appreciate
this—or truly speaking, whether I can,
although I have faith. Most of all, my
sense was that Melody’s last days were an
incredible, wonderful array of individual
people’s sharing the wrapping up of the
last dangling strings of her life, desig-
nated actors/actresses helping to create
the perfect ending to a particular act in a
great God-written play, with Master the
present stagemaster. She and I came
around to a deeply shared loving space
characterized by forgiveness and surren-
der on her part and a living-in-the-
present quality on mine.

Now it seems that Sant Ji is creating
the means and support for Gabriel and
Gregory, Melody’s surviving family, to
be with Him and with His grace to enjoy
a new vision and healing at the family
program in Hyderabad in January, This
will be the first time I have visited India
since I went to sit at the feet of Master
Kirpal at the Unity of Man Conference
in 1974. T am so thankful to Master for
all the abundance of love and support
He has given our family, and which He
continues to give.

— from Greg McCay

* * *

Melody,
Dear Starlight Sister,

The Poem of your life goes on and
on unto Eternity,

Inside my heart I rejoice that your suf-
fering is over and thank God that when I
am empty of myself your spirit touches
my being with your love. The precious
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moments we spent together during the
last few weeks of your life transformed
my life in a profound way.

Thank you for being you, so genuine,
so clear and yes, so wholehearted about
every aspect of your life. You longed for
earthly happiness and your dreams dis-
solved in front of your eyes. You were
completely finished with everything on
this earth. You were ready to leave but
there were some wounds in your heart
that needed healing.

Through God’s grace I was with you
when you withdrew from your body.
This experience was incredibly powerful
and this was the real awareness that I
gained from you, how precious each
breath is that we so easily take for
granted. Your hand was trembling and
there was a harsh rattle in your throat.
Your soul was hovering in the body.

1 gazed at you helplessly with tears
streaming down my face while you with-
drew. Your body became like a parched
piece of clay, completely empty. Sud-
denly you came back and I questioned
you about suffering. At that point you
lovingly shared that Master was with you
and how special it was to have left your
physical body. You told me that the gates
of Sach Khand were opening up and how
blissful it was. It was not yet your time.

Witnessing the last two weeks of your
life, clearly demonstrated the glory of
this Holy Path. When you walked into
the hospital you were frightened and in
turmoil. Then Master’s divine glory
flooded down on your precious soul, and
two weeks before your departure you
saw Master everywhere, inside and out-
side. You saw all the Masters beckoning
to you and you saw rishis and munis.
Your husband reached out to you in a
new way, realizing how little time was
left. Love poured through his being, and
total compassion poured through his
heart. And you and he merged during
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those last two weeks and you both began
to sparkle. Forgiveness poured out of
your being and peace and love scintil-
lated in the air. Master Power was throb-
bing in a heartfelt way and Glory From
Above sang through the realms of mat-
ter, and Truth resounded.

There was a transition period that tore
my heart apart. For a few days you did
not recognize us and we could not find
vou. I heard you speaking to your father,
who had left many years ago, and I felt
you were on an astral plane, resolving all
intricate parts of your life. You clearly
went through a very intense, difficult
and trying time, and I thank God it was
short. Words can never describe the suf-
fering you endured. I was shocked to see
you undergo this unearthly pain and I
sobbed all the way home and all through
the night. My sister was in the fire and 1
was unable to bear it. Magically it was
over and Melody shone like a jewel.

On Wednesday evening three of us
held Satsang with you and it was ever so
special because you were yourself once
again, smiling and so very conscious. It
is true that your breaths were intensely
painful, but as bhajan after bhajan rang
through the air, the Simran danced
through the night. The other patient in
the room told us that the songs were so
beautiful. You were awaiting the time of
your liberation.

The pneumonia was an excuse for you
to leave. You asked us over and over
what time it was. You knew precisely
that you would be going home at 10:00
p.m. You sat up in bed and a moment
before you left, you called out, “I want
to go home now.” Earlier you had said
over and over how much you wanted to
go home. Some non-initiates as well as
initiates thought you wanted to go to
your earthly home. I gently asked, “Do
you want to go to Sach Khand?” Your
response was spoken with a sweet smile,
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“Sure!” And you serenely left just at the
stroke of 10:00 p.m. on November 30th,
and went into samadhi. Your body was
bathed in a halo of God’s love, and |
rejoice, and celebrate your homecoming.
I thank you for touching my being and
sharing so many deep and wondrous les-
sons. I will never forget your strength
and determination, and your heartfelt
genuineness. I love you dear sister and 1
will never forget you. 1 often feel your
love.

— from Judy Shannon

* * *

On November 30, 1989, our dear sister
Melody left her physical body at 10:00
p.m. in the hospital in Vancouver, B.C.
She had been suffering from a liver dis-
order caused by viral hepatitis for many
vears and with Master’s grace she is now
free from this burden.

Melody went into the hospital on Oc-
tober 17, which became home to her un-
til her last breath many weeks later. It
appeared many times during this stay
that she would leave the hospital to re-
turn to her family, but her physical con-
dition grew weaker day by day. Two
weeks before she left, one dear soul sug-
gested we keep a 24-hour vigil so that
Melody would always have someone
with her, besides Master, so we could do
Simran and charge up her room. We
would all spend time with Melody,
thinking we were helping her, only to
find that we were getting charged up at
the hospital by doing a lot of Simran. I
remember Master saying, “When you
help others, you help yourselves.” This
was very true in this case.

On the night she left her body, seven
dear ones were drawn to be with her
and no one knew why each one was
pulled to the hospital. We could see
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the Master’s hand at work again.

At 8:20, 9:15, and 9:40 Melody asked
us, “What time is it?” and at 9:50 she
took off the oxygen mask which she had
been wearing for the past few days to
help her breathe, and she said, “I want to
go home; I want to go home right now!”
She said it very strongly and adamantly.

At that point we knew time was short,
so we all did Simran and waited, and at
10:00 she took her last breaths—long,
deep breaths—as she left the body.

The doctor had announced she had
left and closed the door behind himself;
we were then seven satsangis and Mel-
ody’s body. The grace in the room at that
time, after the doctor left, was incredi-
ble. One could feel Master’s presence so
strongly; I felt as though I was sitting
before Him. 1 felt a current of love pass
through my body which lasted for many
days after.

We started to sing a bhajan, “Tera
Naam Rasamula Ji” and then “Aja, Aja,
Aja Mere Kirpal Ji.” We had a little Sat-
sang with Melody’s empty body still in
the bed, but the bonding and love we felt
for each other was very beautiful —a real
family.

The hospital staff let us stay in the
room alone with her for as long as we
wanted, and we did for about a half
hour. It was really hard for us to leave
with the Master’s presence being so
strong.

This was my first experience of being
with someone leaving the body, and 1
couldn’t imagine anything being more
wonderful and loving. It truly is an in-
credible time for an initiate—to go
home, and with Master’s grace He al-
lowed us to share in this very beautiful
experience.

— from Teresa Crawford
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A Drama Written by the Master:
Bobbi Sand’s Final Days

comments from a satsang given December 17, 1989

by RUSSELL PERKINS and KENT BICKNELL

RUSSELL:

I think by now everyone here knows
that our sister and friend and inspira-
tion, and great, great lady Bobbi Sand
passed away yesterday afternoon (Satur-
day, December 16), after a long, heroic,
and extremely inspiring struggle. There
will be a funeral service for her, here in
this hall on Wednesday, and many
friends of hers and relatives, many of
whom are not in the sangat will also be
here. Bobbi spoke to me very specifically
about what she wanted for a service.
About two weeks ago, she discussed it
with me in great detail, and it will be my
pleasure to give her what she wanted. It
will be conducted, as she said, “Make it
according to the Episcopal service, as
much as you can, without taking any-
thing away from the Path.” And that’s
what I'll do, it will be my great honor
and Jast favor to do that.

I think it’s important to say that some
of the best hours that I have spent in the
last few weeks have been with her, by her
bedside. The times when Master has
been the closest, when I have been in the
most remembrance, the times when 1
have understood most clearly what the
Path is all about, were the moments
when 1 was sitting with Bobbi. She was
struggling to talk sometimes, to breathe
sometimes, but whatever was the case
with her body, there was absolutely
nothing wrong with her soul. The exam-
ple of bravery, and of humility that she
set, I will always remember. 1 learned
from her, a great, great deal. And no one
should think that she did not die the way
that she lived. She died triumphantly,
peacefully and calmly.
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KENT:

Toland has asked me to convey to the
sangat what happened when I was with
Bobbi yesterday, and also he asked that
everyone know how thankful he is for
the love and care extended to the family
by so many people. Yesterday afternoon,
he described how everything was like a
beautiful play, a drama about Bobbi’s
leaving the body, with the script per-
fectly written by the Master. He said that
the play really began twelve years ago,
when Sant Ji said to them both in a
private interview that “the time is getting
short.” Then more recently, after the
cancer was diagnosed, every visit, every
phone call, every card, in fact, every sin-
gle detail seemed to have been orches-
trated very carefully. And the love and
concern from the sangat made such a
difference that the feeling was that of
being buoyed up, rather than sinking
into despair.

About ten days ago, Sant Ji sent a
message to Bobbi which said, as best as I
can recall, “Convey my love to Bobbi,
and tell her to do the Simran, and re-
member the Form of the Master as much
as possible. Only he who remains in the
Will is the gurumukh disciple.”

This message meant a great deal to
Bobbi and Toland. Toland said that both
he and Bobbi felt so grateful to the san-
gat for helping out so much that it really
made a huge difference. And he wanted
to thank all of us. Toland told me yester-
day, that with all that love and support,
with the Master’s grace, even something
like death can be made to be sweet.

Before I mention the specifics of yes-
terday, I would like to just mention a
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little bit of what happened in terms of
my visiting Bobbi when I came back
from India, how that came about, and a
couple of incidents which 1 was re-
minded of when Toland said that every-
thing was like a script perfectly written
by the Master.

Last week I spoke of my trip to India,
about confronting the reality of life, in-
cluding death. Maria Paz referred to it in
broader terms as the death of the ego.
When we got back to Delhi we heard
that Bobbi’s health was worse, that the
cancer had progressed into her spinal
fluid, and was moving into her brain.
And that bhajan which Pappu and Gur-
mel sang at the end of our trip seemed so
strongly related, even referring to the
walls of sand. So through no feelings
that I had anything in particular of my
own to offer her—1I didn’t have training
or background —but just that my cup
was running over; I felt really compelled
to go see Bobbi. I got back on Wednes-
day night and I spent about three hours
the next day in the hospital in Hanover,
basically giving the same Satsang talk
that I gave here last Sunday. The feeling
was so strong that I went back again on
Friday. It seemed to me that it was im-
portant to see Bobbi every day, and I
didn’t know how I could do that but I
thought, “Well, 'm waking up at three
anyway, why not just go over there at
four?” So I asked Bobbi, and she said
that was a hard time for her because she
woke up sort of disoriented and feeling
alone, and it would be great to have
someone there in the wee hours of the
morning. So that’s what I did. And there
was no hardship, it was a total joy. And
when Russell referred to it as inspira-
tional; it was incredible. What a remark-
able example she was of courage, trust,
of sweetness, and honesty. We talked
very directly. I didn’t know what to say; |
just said whatever came out of my
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mouth. At one point I said to her that
she was pioneering. She was going to
places that all of us would go, but none
of our generation really had been. And it
was incredible that she was doing that.
And she said, very sweetly, “I wish it
were someone else than me.” Which is
the only time I heard her say anything
like that, and I said, “Of course you do,
Bobbi. We're all afraid.”

It was truly astounding to be there and
ninety percent of the time we talked
about the Master. We talked about
things that I know nothing about, but
somehow I was able to open my mouth
and have something that made sense
come out and go into her ears. Many
people have noted the feeling of grace
and presence, and that it was very, very
strong around Bobbi at that time. To me
it was just as if she was being floated on
a cloud of grace, held up from within
and without. And by saying that I don’t
mean in any way to diminish the pain
and suffering that was definitely there
and which she was bearing with such
courage, so bravely. Before Pappu’s fa-
ther left the body, Sant Ji sent a letter
down and He said, “Now is the time for
courage.” And now is the time for cour-
age. No doubt about it.

So I was going over there every day,
and occasionally at night I would feel a
little tired, and I would sort of raise my
eyebrows at myself. And at three the
next morning, bang, it was no effort, I
was gone. Except for last Thursday,
when Maria Paz and I were planning to
go visit her together about nine. So I had
told Bobbi the night before that I
wouldn’t be coming at six, and she had
been sleeping a little better in the morn-
ing so that seemed okay. And I told her I
would come later. That allowed me to
come to the early morning Satsang here.
You know, my ego couldn’t trick me by
saying, “This is too long a drive, this is
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too much, you can’t keep doing this.”
Instead it was taking a different ap-
proach, saying, “Who do you think you
are, why are you so special? Do you
think you have to visit her every day? Is
this something given to you by the Mas-
ter? You're just sort of a vulture, you're
just hanging out, because it’s inspira-
tional.” So I was having those thoughts.

The reading at the Satsang that morn-
ing was from the May 1985 SANT BANI
magazine, a question and answer talk.
Sant Ji talked about having confidence
in yourself, and what you are doing. 1
listened, and it started to sink in. Then
Sant Ji said that when He was going to
go on tour there was a disciple of Sawan
Singh’s named Shanti Chopra in Delhi
who was dying. So Sant Ji came down to
Delhi a day early in order to visit with
him. Shanti said he was ready to leave,
the family wanted more medication put
in him to try to keep him alive, but
Shanti said that he was ready to go. And
so Sant Ji had to leave the next day, so he
assigned Mr. Oberoi the task of going to
visit Shanti every single day until Shanti
left the body. It went on to describe how
on the final day, Shanti sang, “Sawan
kehria ranga vich razi—In which things
is Sawan pleased,” and at the end he
substituted his own name (“. . . so that
Shanti the suffering one may become
well”) and left the body.

And I thought, there’s my message, if
there was any doubt that I was supposed
to go see Bobbi, there it is. So I kept
going. I went Friday morning even
though I knew she was going to be trans-
ferred to the Franklin hospital from
Hanover. I had a wonderful visit with
her, she was very lucid, very clear, very
strong. When she said she didn’t want to
die, I said, “Well this is the Path of truth.
We have to be honest about how we
feel.” On Friday night I had to go into
Franklin just to do an errand, so [
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stopped in for 30 seconds and told her
that I wasn’t sure about coming Saturday
morning because now that she was in
Franklin I might come a little later, plus
there was a huge snowstorm, so not to
look for me at five.

So yesterday morning I woke up at
three, fixed some tea, and decided to
watch a video from Sant Ji’s visit to
South America. About 4:30 I started to
meditate, and I hadn’t meditated more
than a minute when the phone rang. It
was the Franklin hospital apologizing
for the call, but saying that Bobbi
wanted to talk with me. When Bobbi got
on the phone, she was very aware of the
storm, but she said she was very worried,
she was anxious and having a hard time,
and would 1 be able to talk to her for a
bit. I said I would come into the hospi-
tal, but she said, “You don’t need to.” In
fact she said she’d promised the hospital
staff that she wouldn’t ask me to come.
But I said it was alright because we had a
jeep. So she talked to Karen who re-
peated the five names to her, as Bobbi
requested her to do, over the phone.

When I got to the hospital at 5:15
Bobbi was very coherent, and we talked
for quite a while about death and the
fear of death. She said when I first got
there that maybe she did want to live
after all, and maybe they should go
ahead and hook her up on all those ma-
chines which will keep you alive. And
after about an hour when the nurse came
in I found out that during the night she’d
had a very scary experience where she
hadn’t been able to use her call buttons,
and she had called for the nurse as loud
as she could and no one came. And she
felt very alone at that point, and that was
one reason she had become anxious. But
she calmed down.

I suggested to her that I didn't know
what death was like, and I didn’t know
what giving birth was like, but at the end
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of the birth process there was a beautiful
child. And in the same way, it seemed to
me, that at the end of this process her
soul would be born into the beyond. I
reminded her of Sant Ji’s promise not to
let His disciples be reborn. And then we
talked about the Anurag Sagar, and the
welcome song as the souls go back home,
and she requested me to tell her more
things like that as they helped her a lot.
And she did get calmer and calmer. And
then she told me that she should not be
put on any of the life support machines.
That it was fine.

She then went into sort of a sleep. She
had some pneumonia in her lungs, and it
was difficult for her to breathe but she
did sleep. I was just there with her. The
nurse came in to change her position and
to change her bedding. and I made a
phone call —it was clear she was going —
saying that I felt it was really important
that we not leave her alone at all. And
when I got back, she had started saying
very quickly, over and over, “Help,
help,” over and over, occasionally refer-
ring to Sant Ji’s name. I told the nurses it
would be fine to leave me alone with her.
Once they left I talked to her about how
He was helping and would continue to
help. She calmed down quite a bit, and
she continued to call on Him for help.
All of a sudden she interrupted herself
and stared at the foot of her bed. And
with great clarity and in a very strong
voice she said, “I see Sant Ji. I see Him
clearly. He is standing right there. Sant
Ji is here; I see Him.”

A chill went through me and then she
continued on with her eyes very wide
open, and often staring right at me, and
saying very clearly, “Why don’t You take
me, Sant Ji? 1 have learned patience; I
am ready to die. [ am ready to leave, take
me now, Sant Ji. Help me. Help me
more Sant Ji, I know what is going on. 1
understand what is happening. 1 am
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ready to die. Take me down. Why are
you just staring at me? Why don’t you
take me now? I want to die; I am ready. I
have learned patience.”

Twice when the nurses entered, she
looked directly at them, and said, again
with great clarity and conviction, “I
know exactly what is going on. I under-
stand death and what is happening to
me.” This went on for an hour or so,
gradually becoming less coherent, until
she reduced it to saying, “Help, Sant Ji.”
Which 1 figured was as good a form of
remembrance as any. At first I had en-
couraged her to do Simran, which she
did remember easily, but she seemed
more inclined to call on Him for help. So
I did Simran, mostly silently, although
sometimes aloud. And once I sang
“Apana Koi Nahi Hai Ji.”

I was there for five hours, from 5:15 to
10:15, and Susan Shannon and Toland
came before 1 left. As with Papa Ji, it
really felt like Bobbi was withdrawn.
When 1 first got there she asked that 1
hold her hand, which I did most of the
time. She asked me to squeeze hard, and
she would respond, but by the time I left,
she seemed to have withdrawn from her
limbs.

Toland relayed to me, yesterday after-
noon, that after I left, Bobbi continued
to remember Sant Ji with every single
breath. And when I thought about that,
how she was saying, “Help me; help,
Sant Ji.” I said at first I was concerned
that maybe Simran would be better, and
then I thought, “how ridiculous, she’s
remembering Sant Ji over and over.”
And I thought of those bhajans where
Sant Ji says in the closing lines, “Why
have you delayed? Come and save me O
Giver. Ajaib cries out for Kirpal’s sup-
port.” And that’s what she was doing. So
Toland told me that she continued to
remember Him with every breath. The
children came to the hospital and they
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were able to say goodbye to each other.
Connie, Jeff, and Jade had also come to
be with her. At one point they were all
going to leave, in fact Jeff was in his car.
But they came back. Bobbi’s breathing
was becoming shallower and shallower,
still she was remembering Him, and her
final words were, “Help me, Sant Ji.”
After a time, again she opened her eyes,
very widely and was alert and clear for
three or four minutes. Jeff said it seemed
that she was very conscious at that point,
as if she were seeing very strongly. Her
look at that time was very powerful and
beautiful, and shortly after that she took
her last breath. The satsangis present
were doing the Simran aloud. It felt as if
the breaths were counting down. Three,
two, one ... approaching the finish
line. She took a shallow breath, and was
gone.

“Supreme Father Kirpal gave only this
message, and even the wind also teaches
us this: if you keep walking while doing
the Simran, the destination comes to you
by itself. The fort of deceit will be de-
stroyed because walls of sand do not
last. We have so many sins on our heads
— Hail the power of Almighty Kirpal
Who carries all the burden. No one is a
stranger; everyone belongs to You. For
as the Gurbani teaches, all this world
was created from One Light. O Guru
Kirpal, the Negative Power trembles and
Death also is nervous in front of whom-
ever has caught hold of Your finger.
Apologize to Kirpal, remember Him and
you will have a happy life.

RUSSELL:

I think it might be helpful for us all to
know —because after all we’re all going
to go through this some day; it’s the one
sure fact —that Bobbi was worried dur-
ing the last few weeks whether she would
measure up at the end, whether she
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would be able to do it. Bobbi, because
she was a very humble person, did not
think that she was the kind of person
whom the Master would come for. Some
doubt like that was on her mind. And it
might well be on all of our minds. She
didn’t have an image of herself as a good
meditator, or a good spiritual person, or
anything like that. Much of our conver-
sation was around this subject. I told
her, it would take care of itself when the
time came.

The last time that I saw her was the
night before she left. 1 went in for just a
few minutes. She was not able to speak
easily that evening, but she was trying to
tell me something which I had trcuble
understanding. I repeated it two or three
times in different ways to her. I never
quite got it right while I was with her.
Later it was as clear as crystal to me.
What she was saying was, that when she
had to meditate, she would be able to,
she knew that now. She wanted very
badly for me to know that, so that I
wouldn’t worry about her. Somehow she
had realized that even before the Master
came.

There is one interesting thing about
the message Sant Ji sent to Bobbi, the
phrase “remember the Form of the Mas-
ter” actually came before the phrase “do
the Simran.” I mention that only be-
cause sometimes Simran is one way of
remembering —if we’re proficient at it,
it’s the best way —but the Master’s ability
to help us does not depend on how profi-
cient we are at doing the Simran. So that
if it is easier for us to remember His
Form, then that’s sufficient. Her calling
to Him for help in a personal way really
was in accordance with the instructions
that He had given her.

Another thing: Bobbi was one of the
first initiates of Sant Ji in this area. She
was initiated before He first came here,
in the year 1976. And at her initiation

SANT BANI



day, there were quite a few people who
were initiated then. But Sant Ji was still
very new and there was a certain amount
of pioneer spirit among the people who
tock the initiation in those days. Only
the people who been to India had actu-
ally met Him. So after the initiation was
over, one of the people asked me what to
do about his wife who was very opposed
to the Path, and who had given him a

January/February 1990

very hard time. And he wasn’t sure how

to deal with this. And Bobbi said,
“Ahah! I was that wife, and [ gave my
husband a very hard time about the
Path. All you have to do is love her. And
in the fullness of time, the Master will do
it Himself.” That was one of the first
things I remember about her, and how
helpful she was both to that person and
also to me.
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Make Each Breath an Offering
Sant Kirpal Singh Ji

ALWAYS LIVE in the living present —in the living moment. Did you read my
circular on that point? If you care for the living moment, you can care for
eternity. Read the circulars and go into them deeply. If you care for the
pennies, pounds will be saved, is it not so? If you keep your mind occupied
every moment, then nothing can go wrong. It is given very briefly in the
circulars. Brevity is the soul of all creation. The Master’s sayings are very brief,
but to the point.

If you watch your present moment, then everything is all right. If you don't
care, sometimes for hours you're oblivious and in those vacant hours there's so
much trouble that comes up which affects your meditations. So when you sit
for meditation, forget the past, forget the future; live in the living present. This
is the one thing that will give you success in your meditations. But the vacant
hours in which you've not kept the mind occupied with some constructive
thought affect your meditation.

So that is the remedy that accounts for all these things: If you would pass
your every hour in peace, with no ill will against anybody and no attachment
to anybody, if you can pass each hour like that for one day, then continuously
for some days, no such ramifications of mind will come up to affect your
meditations. We are frittering away our moments of life in suchlike pursuits.
Kabir says, "Make each breath you take the offering to your Master.” Do you
follow what I have said? Every breath you take, make it an offering to your
Master. This is very valuable, Kabir says, and we fritter away a fortune. If a
dying man wishes to stay for a few minutes longer, he cannot.

How frivolously we kill our time. Every moment of life is very valuable.
Make the best use of it. When death overtakes us, that is the time you say, "Oh,
had some time been given to me, I would have done this and that thing." Is it
not so? But you cannot get time then which you have frittered away so
ruthlessly, so cruelly. Kabir says, "In one breath he crossed three planes:
physical, astral, causal.” One breath is very valuable. . . . One Saint says, "If
you can pass three days and nights in sweet, constant remembrance of God,
you go to His feet.” Three days—can we? Its not much. Let no other thought
other than God strike your mind. Why not start with one day? Start from today.
All right, from now on till tomorrow evening, no thought-constant re-
membrance, even when you eat, don't forget Him. Try one day. That will give
you good training. We don't care for the trifling things, but that is where the
substantial thing comes from. One day is not much.
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Life is a Game of Chaupar
Sant Kirpal Singh Ji

reprinted from the January 1972 SAT SANDESH

URING A MEETING with Madame

Blavatsky, founder of the Theo-
sophical Society, the lcarned professors
of Lahore (then part of India) were
most skeptical over many of her state-
ments. A particular professor remarked,
“Madame, what you arc saying is a mcre
rigmarole and as impossible as flowers
raining down from the ceiling.” Mad-
ame Blavatsky calmly replied, “Profes-
sor, do you think that is impossible?”
and at once, showers of flowers began
to fall from above, and the table became
covered with fragrant blooms. Natural-
ly, the professors and others present

Chaupar is an Eastern counter-
board game, something like par-
cheesi.
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were amazed, but Madame Blavatsky
smilcd and cxplained, “You scc, it is all
in accordance with the laws of Nature,
which are hidden from most of us as
yet.”

Many of Naturc’s laws are not known
to the common man. For instance, one’s
lcngth of slecp can be decreased by
natural law as much as you like, if one
has the knowledge of that law. This also
applies to the intake of food, which can
be decrcased to a bare minimum—one
can decreasce it to a single grain of rice,
for instancc. As for rest, actual sleep is
normally not more than a minute any-
how. When Prophet Mohammed was
asked if he slept, he replied, *No, 1 do
not slececp—my soul is ever awake—but
my body sleeps.” In meditation, when
you rise above body consciousness, the
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body gets complete rest, and your con-
sciousness increases. When you resume
the body, it is recharged and gets a
fresh lease on life.

In 1912, I saw an interesting exam-
ple of the use of Nature’s laws. There
was a Muslim fakir, by the name of
Abdul Vahab, who allowed no one to
remain in his room at night, yet he per-
mitted me to come and go freely. In
meditation, his body would rise to an
elevated position, several feet from the
floor. You must have heard also about
the famous devotees, Dhruv and Prah-
lad, who it is said used to elevate their
bodies. It is purely a matter of know-
ing the laws of Nature. If both positive
sides mcet, they will separate and rise
above. Usually people have no knowl-
edge of these things and term them
miracles, but it is a wrong term; they are
according to the hidden laws of Nature.
Many such incidents occur in the lives
of Saints, and if we also live as they do,
and according to their instructions, we
will also become as knowledgeable as
they, for every Saint has his past and
every sinner a future. One can say that
whoever is a Master today, was like us
yesterday. The man with an M.A. degree
was studying in the first class at one
time. So those on the first rung of the
ladder will reach the top one day, if they
go the right way about it.

The present conditions of the world
are not at all new—discord has ever
been present in one degree or another,
but it is the Masters and other sages who
see the condition as it truly is, in this
critical stage. This land of rishis and
munis has ever been protected by the
Lord, and always will be; but neverthe-
less, upheaval will come, and for that
the only answer is to love one another.
Our religions are like schools and col-
leges, and blessed are they, so remain in
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your own formations, for when Masters
come they all give the same advice: to
sit together and try to understand each
other,

Guru Arjan Sahib was here at a very
difficult time in the religious history of
India, and during those drastic days he
collected the words of the true Masters
into a comprehensive omnibus—a work
which can truly be called a banquet hall
of Spirituality. He named it the Sri Adi
Granth [i.e., “supreme sacred scrip-
ture”’] although it is now called the Sri
Guru Granth Sahib. This monumental
work serves as proof that although they
spoke in different languages, yet all Mas-
ters have said the same things, and have
given the same teaching to mankind:
that all human beings are one, for God
Himself made man, giving the same
privileges to all; so none are different.
It is man who has made the religions
and encompassed them in a variety of
customs and rituals. Whenever Masters
came, they revised the ordinances to
meet the mode of the age, thereby af-
fording continuance of their missions;
and as long as these realized souls were
here, peace and happiness lasted. Unrest
and unhappiness returned some time af-
ter they left the scene. For want of
them, the formations which were made
for a noble purpose dwindled down into
stagnation, which resulted in deteriora-
tion.

Truly, when we enter any religion we
join the Army of God, and thus all be-
come God’s people, with no difference
one from another. While the Master is
here, there is right understanding that
first we are human beings, and also that
each one is a soul in the human form.
Furthermore, the soul's caste is that of
God, only He is the Life Sustainer, and
we are all His devotees. As long as this
right understanding was prevalent, man
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had right thoughts. which followed
through with right speech and right ac-
tions, and peace reigned because of it.
When man forgets this right understand-
ing. the only solution is for the Master
to come again to revive it; it is the sav-
ing grace.

During the religious troubles of the
Muslims and Hindus in India, Kabir,
Guru Nanak, Guru Arjan, and others
came. The need is none the less great
today, for in those days there were prin-
cipally two religions, whereas today they
are numerous: one on top of another.
But, He who sees becomes one in
thought. Regardless of language or mode
of expression, whoever has seen the
Truth will say the same thing, for the
subject remains the same.

There is a hymn of Guru Arjan Sahib
which deals with this subject, which I
will now take:

Get together and become one, my
brothers;

Put aside your differences, with
love.

Masters think of all as brothers, being
the children of God, and therefore all
are brothers and sisters in God. Guru
Arjan Sahib is explaining that our dual-
ity or diversity is the root cause of all
our misery, and while this remains, how
can we expect to be happy? One per-
son’s rigid thought against another’s—
this dogmatic attitude incites conflict.
All variance should be removed, but
how?—for each one stubbornly sticks
in pride to his own views and insists that
everyone else is wrong. True under-
standing of one’s religion is the only
cure, for deep in each religion one will
find that every Master’s teaching was
the same: for the purpose of helping
man to come nearer to God. All true
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Masters awakened mankind to the reali-
zation of oneness.

When 1 visited Rome, I met the bish-
op in charge of the Roman Catholic
Church’s relationships with other reli-
gions. We had a heart to heart talk, and
he said, *“What we can all understand by
sitting together, cannot otherwise be
understood at all.” It stands to reason,
if there are two charged bodies opposite
to each other, there will be sparks. If
they become blended in one, there will
be no sparks. Sitting together in one-
ness avoids all that. What does it mat-
ter how many different religions, sects
or dogmas there are-——we are all men,
and brothers and sisters in God, are we
not? This is a complete and natural rela-
tionship which can never be broken, but
we have forgotten it because when for-
mations are made, the same good old
customs corrupt themselves. The for-
mations stagnate, and also the devotees
of the formations deteriorate them; when
this happens, another Master comes to
revive the pure Truth. It is then discov-
ered that he says the same as other Mas-
ters have said. The very same message
continues to be given to the same chil-
dren, age after age. The world is a room
wherein the Truth dwells. But man for-
gets again and again. Guru Arjan Sa-
hib’s wonderful collection of the words
of the Masters is one of the world’s
most valuable possessions, for each one
gave out the right understanding to all
mankind; but on what grounds can all
men sit together?

Get together in God's Name
And sit in the Gurumukh's com-
pany.
What does this mean? It means that our
attention should be connected to the

Lord—each one of us. This is the goal
of all religion. Our attention should be
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constantly directed toward Him, no mat-
ter what customs or rites we daily per-
form, for it is He who has given us birth,
and we are all in the same human form.
We are embodied souls and God resides
in each human form; the Sustainer of all
life. When any man prays, does not the
thought go out to God? Put the attention
on Him more and more until even the
body is forgotten completely. While the
attention, even a minute part of it, re-
mains in the body, the mind’s directional
attitude is divided.

So the Name of God is the only suit-
able ground upon which all men can sit
together; and what is this Hari Naam
or God’s Name? Hari is the Supreme
Name through which all creation came
about. How does this help? In the com-
pany of the Gurumukh, whose face is
turned to the Lord, who has the right
understanding, who has experience of
Him, and has become the very expres-
sion of that Name, the souls can be di-
rected to God. We are in fact all one in
His Name, although not as far as cus-
toms and rituals are concerned. And yet,
if we look deeply into the customs and
rituals, we find that the meaning and
purpose remain the same. For instance,
in Arabia there is usually a dearth of
water, and they say that the namaz [Is-
lamic prayer] may be read by first wash-
ing only the hands and face with water.
In places where water is more scarce,
people perform their namaz by first
cleaning the hands with sand, which is
called taumam. The meaning in this ac-
tion is to be wide awake for the prayer.
In India where there is no shortage of
water, they say that devotions cannot
be truly performed without first taking
a full bath. Again the meaning is to sit
in His remembrance fully awake and
refreshed. In Sikh temples, it is the cus-
tom for men to enter with their heads
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covered, whereas in churches gentlemen
enter with bare heads; they are gestures
of respect to the Lord, but are different
in each religion. Customs also change
with climatic variations, but all have the
same purpose: that is, to show respect,
to sit in God’s remembrance quite wide
awake in a respectful attitude. Only in
the Gurumukh's company can this sin-
gle-pointed attention on the Lord, with
all thoughts of the body and its sur-
roundings abandoned, be achieved and
the duality removed.

They asked Guru Nanak, “Who are
you?” and he replied, “I am neither
Hindu nor Muslim; Allah and Ram are
the very breath of my body.” But they
persisted in their questioning, and he
enlarged on this: “If I say I am a Hindu,
you will kill me, and Muslim I also am
not.”’ He meant that by outward appear-
ances he looked like a Hindu, and
through narrow-mindedness they might
kill him. It also indicated that their idea
of a true Muslim was one who paid at-
tention to outer form only. We face the
world always, even though our mode of
dress may indicate that we profess to fol-
low the Lord in a certain way. We may
hoodwink the world, but no one can de-
ceive the Lord, who resides in every
being and sees everything. So, Guru
Nanak explained that he was not their
kind of Muslim. Then they asked, “But
who are you?” and he said, "1 am a pup-
pet made of five elements, called Na-
nak.” Even the name Nanak is not spe-
cifically Hindu or Muslim. They pressed
him further, to think deeply and try to
explain exactly what he was, and finally
he said, “A puppet of five elements, in
which the Invisible is playing.”

Our real aim is to realize the Lord—
He who resides in every being. With this
understanding we can have a sympa-
thetic attitude toward each other—then

SANT BANI



who will be an enemy? It is a truly spir-
itual ground upon which we can all sit
together in loving harmony. There is an
underlying unison, of which the Masters
remind us when they come. In this age,
Baba Sawan Singh Ji also came, and he
said, “Make me a common ground on
which brothers of all religions can sit
together.” It is the crying need of the
hour, when there have sprung up many
different branches and sects out of the
few original religions. However, little
opportunity is available to do this, for
in the temples you will find only Hindus,
and in the mosques only Muslims, and
in the churches only Christians, and so
on; what chance do the people have for
sitting together? There is so much nar-
row-mindedness. By God’s grace, people
have started mixing together a little in
this age; whereas before, one sect would
dislike to see even the faces of another.

So to sit together in the Name of God
is the only way and the only cure to
eradicate all divisions. To be born into
this human form is really a great bless-
ing, for only in this form can the Truth
be realized. If all sit together without
any attention on outer forms, the atten-
tion will rise and see the inner sky. How
can this be seen when we are all impris-
oned within four walls? Man is a social
being and must have social bodies in
which to live, which are called religions,
and which are already so many. In the
word “religion,” re means “back,” and
ligio means “to bind”; so the full mean-
ing of religion is to bind our soul back
to God. To remain in one’s own religion
is necessary, otherwise corruption will
spread; but while in that religion one
should seek out a Gurumukh—an awa-
kened soul—one who has come into full
realization already. Without such right
company, right understanding cannot be
gained. Meeting one through whom all
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durmat [wrong understanding] goes; He
is our True Friend. 1f you search the
whole world, such a friend you will rare-
ly find.

Masters are also born into some reli-
gion or sect, but they rise above all
forms and formularies, and can see
everyone at the level of the soul. What-
ever the Master says is equally for all.
When all men live as one, diversity and
divisions vanish. All difficulties can be
lessened by sharing them, one with an-
other. Each would share his food with
one who is without, and we need not
depend on foreign aid for food supple-
ment. A man would eat a little less to
share with his needy brother. Some time
ago there was a shortage of wheat, and
it was rationed by the government who
appealed to everyone to give up one
day’s ration to help the areas in need.
Someone mentioned this to me, and I
asked the people during Satsang to give
up one day’s ration each. At my single
request that day, thousands gave; which
shows that when all are sitting together
in sympathy, need or misery as well as
joy will be instantly shared. When woes
and misery are shared they become less.
Wrong understanding or dogmatic atti-
tude only tends to increase the bad con-
dition; all differences, whether social,
political or religious, can be removed if
all sit together in the company of an
awakened person in whose radiant pres-
ence all blend in harmony and oneness.

When a person’s spiritual foundation
has been established and his soul is fed
daily with spiritual food, anyone who
comes into his contact feels uplifted and
everything becomes beautiful—because
of his radiance. Without this upliftment
the pressure of life’s misery weighs upon
a man in full measure. Two kinds of
Gurumukh come to the world—one is
called an Avatar, and the other a Sant
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—but both do the Lord’s important
work. When they meet, both highly re-
spect each other; but their work is dif-
ferent. The Avatar is like a Commander-
in-Chief, without whom the world would
be in a topsy-turvy state; so his work is
very necessary. He works at the outer
level, when Man's righteousness is at
stake, punishing the wrongdoers and
rewarding the righteous; but the Sant's
mission is to unite Man with God at the
level of the soul. Whosoever meets them,
becomes at once connected back to God.

When Guru Gobind Singh announced
that he required an offering of heads as
a sacrifice, how many people came for-
ward to give their lives? Only those few
whose spiritual background had been
established—actually five in number. He
did not cut off their heads, but made
them his five generals in charge, and
called them the khalsas [true and pure
disciples, in whom God’s Light is efful-
gent]. When the spiritual background is
firm, no matter what happens in life, or
what a man must do, the spiritual
strength remains. If the background is
not developed, then temporary uplift-
ment can be had, but it dies out. If
Mahatma Gandhi achieved success, it
was because of this spiritual basis. So
sit together and share each others’ joys
and sorrows. We usually think only of
our own comfort and advantage, without
even a care for others, and the result of
all this selfishness is all-round misery—
in the home and in religion too.

O braves, adopt this means and re-
peat the Name as given by the
Godman day and night;

When the end comes, you will not
feel the sting of death.

Follow the way referred to above, by
which all unhappiness and pain of the
sting of death will subside. Just try this
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for a while, putting all your attention
into your meditation: you will forget
your body and the soul will withdraw.
Attraction to God can only be devel-
oped by full concentration on Naam.
The man who learns to control his at-
tention by turning it towards the Lord
within, acquires great power. The Great-
er Attention which is God, through
whose single word all creation came into
being, is all-powerful; and our soul is of
the same essence and therefore has great
power also—but our scattered attention
has rendered us very weak. Single-point-
ed attention can be gained by turning
one’s face towards Him; then outer
thoughts will go and even awareness of
the body will not remain.

At the time of death, what happens?
The soul withdraws from all parts of the
body, and gathers at a place behind the
eyes. Rising above like this, at will,
drives away all fear of death; but this
can only be done through development
of love for the Lord. With such spiritual
advancement we see clearly a glimpse of
Him in each and every being—whom
then would we wish to hurt or hate?
How could we then covet the posses-
sions of others? Or squeeze the blood
of our brothers for our own greedy gain?
The Masters speak with brevity, placing
the clear Truth before us in a few con-
cise words.

Think of karma and dharma as a
game of Chaupar,
And you become the counters.

Life in this world is just like a game of
Chaupar—a game with four sides. The
jiva [embodied soul] is born in four
kinds of species: sethaj [born of mois-
ture]; uthbuj [growing from the earth];
andaj [born through eggs]l; and jeraj
[born through the womb]. We are all
counters in this game of life, and just as
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the game is played, we all have to reach
Home. The nearer one is to reaching
Home, the less likelihood there is of
being knocked off the board, and having
to begin again. If we have a guiding
principle at the back of us—the Guru-
mukh-—we will be able to go through
our journey unharmed. In the game of
life, lust, greed, anger, attachment, and
ego are causing our downfall daily, but
with the aid of a true companion there
is a chance of reaching Home. And if
we can reach Home in this life, we will
have achieved our true purpose—other-
wise we will have to go round the board
again. In the game, if two counters of a
kind stand together, the other players
cannot knock them off the board; sim-
ilarly, if we have the company of an
awakened soul we will be able to qual-
ify for the higher expression of life, in-
stead of losing whatever we have gained.
When we learn how to rise above the
body-consciousness and its environments
at will, this enables us to reach our True
Home. The kingdom of God cometh not
with observation . . . behold, the king-
dom of God is within you. God’s king-
dom cannot be had by Man, because his
attention is constantly scattered out-
wards. Conquer lust, anger, greed, at-
tachment—This play is loved by the
Lord. The fifth, which is not mentioned
here, is the ego.

What is lust? All the mind’s desires
are called lust. To protect one’s chastity
is the first task, and also to lessen all
other desires. Be desireless. And how
does anger occur? When there is a
blockage in the path of one’s desire and
one does not get the desired thing, then
anger results. When desire is pursued,
any blockage in the way causes greed,
which results in jealousy, hatred, back-
biting, and many other unwanted traits.
They are all basically due to desire or
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lust. If one does receive the object or
subject of one's desire, this in turn be-
comes an attachment—you won't like
to part with it. You will notice that if
water is flowing very fast in some stream
and a large rock is placed in the middle,
two things occur—froth and noise. A
man who is in the throes of anger can-
not speak softly. and in his mouth foam
begins to form. All because he insists
that he must have his way. When he
gets it, he asserts and enjoys—resulting
in ego. So we must conquer these ex-
pressions of iniquity, and the only suc-
cessful way is to place a higher desire
in the path which will overcome the
lower ones. The ego remains strong
while in the body, but when you can
leave it at will, you will be able to reach
the True Home. But, unless we conquer
the sinful side of our character, we will
go on being dragged into the outer ex-
pressions of life.

A very broad view has been given:
that life in the world is like a game,
with four kinds of births. We are the
counters, and we create our own karmas
and dharma.

Rise and take a bath before sunrise;

Have the sweet remembrance all
through sleep,

Small hours are best for commu-
nion with Naam.

Rise early every day, and do your medi-
tation. Rise before sunrise, and repeat
the Naam; All negative effects will be
mitigated, O Nanak. Early morning is
the most beneficial time for meditation.
Supreme oneness of thought upon the
True Naam is had at the ambrosial small
hours before dawn. So rise early and
shake off all feeling of sloth. Go into the
remembrance of Him even if you are
lying down—even at night, or when
resting. Go to sleep with the same
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thought, so that the very remembrance
of Him will be the very beat of your
pulse. When you arise in the morning,
be awakened-—have a bath or wake
yourself by any means, but be really
awake when you sit down for medita-
tion. With these habits, even in sleep
your meditation will continue, and when
awake, even then you will have that
meditative attitude all day. He is always
awake—never seen sleeping.

Masters never sleep. Our Hazur
would retire to his bedroom at about
midnight or 1 A.M., and at 3 A.M. would
rise again. So this can become a habit.
When the soul gets a connection with the
Greater Consciousness, it gains strength
and refreshment. If one removes the at-
tention from the body and goes up, the
body gets perfect rest. The law is that if
one gets true sleep for just a few min-
utes, it is enough. For those who travel
on this Path, reduction in sleep is a very
frequent occurrence. But for those who
have not progressed very far, it is some-
thing like a miracle to see a person
awake all the time.

So when night comes along, be in His
remembrance. Go into the Lord’s lap
and rest. If the night is used unwisely,
the whole life is ruined, and those who
use the nights to their advantage secure
their whole future. Free your mind of
all things and have but a single thought
all night, and in the morning continue
with that thought and sit in an awakened
state; your soul will partake of the spir-
itual food, the very bread of life. With
this, all gifts will be received.

My Satguru takes me across all the
difficulties, here and hereafter;
Reaches me Home, safe and sound.

Outwardly, in the body and all its en-
vironments, and inwardly when one riscs
above—in both phases of life, He pro-
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tects. He who is the very Form of Truth
works here and there also. How can
anyone be of any real help if he just
gives a lecture and leaves us here? So it
is said, O Nanak, leave the company of
these who are not constant and search
for the true friend, the Sant; The former
will leave you while living, the latter will
be with you even after death. It is also
said, Save for the True Satguru, who
gives the True Protection? At the end,
He comes to meet you. All Masters say
the same thing. A Muslim fakir says, O
brave man, catch hold of Someone's
shirt-tail—One who is the Knower of
this world and the Beyond. The illusion
of negativeness is very far-reaching, but
the Positive Power, which is God’s, will
always protect.

The path to the True Home really
starts when the soul is reborn, for the
first birth is in the body, and the second
above the body into the Beyond. Learn
to die so that you may begin to live.
Except a man be born again, he cannot
see the kingdom of God. The meaning
of meditation is to concentrate or medi-
tate upon one thing, so much so that all
other things are forgotten. Remain in
any religion—in any country—it makes
no difference, but sit in the company of
a Gurumukh and gain the helpful up-
liftment that comes from His radiation.

The Lord Himself plays, and He
Himself observes;
The Lord Himself designed all this.

The game of life is the play of the Lord,
who has created it, and it is He who sees
all this. The body is merely a sheli,
through which the soul works and is
directed. If the trend of a man’s mind is
inclined to the soul, he becomes spirit-
ual, and if it is inclined to the body
through the senses and into the outer
environment, then he becomes worldly.
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If he is worldly, he creates such condi-
tions for himself that he must come
again and again into the worldly cnvir-
onment.

Those in the great Powerhousc know
and say that without His orders. nothing
can move, but those on lower levels
think that all things are due to their own
actions. If they would only come up to
that higher level, they would see that it
is not themselves but someone ¢lsc in
control, and their I-hood would dcpart.
That is the stage when one becomes the
conscious co-worker of the Divine plan.
and one sees that on every level, ac-
cording to the laws there, He is work-
ing throughout.

O Nanak, those who play in the
company of a Gurumukh,

Will
Home,

win the game and return

In the Gurumukh's company this game
of life can be won; and the winner re-
turns to his Home. Those who unfortu-
nately never meet the Gurumukh, con-
tinue round and round the everlasting
circle of births and deaths. This hymn
started with the words:

Get together and become one, my
brothers,

Put aside your differences, with
love;

Get together in God's Name,

And sit in the Gurumukh's com-

pany.

You will become the same as whatever
company you keep; so an awakened soul
will awaken you. An experienced per-
son will give you an experience, and he
who has right understanding will teach
you that also. Remain in whatever reli-
gion you arc in at present, for it is good
to be born in a temple; but this docs not
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fully benefit us or give us the full oppor-
tunity of the human birth if. while in
that religion, one does not learn to rise
above and become one with all life.
When Masters come, they are born into
various religions, but they rise higher
and see that With one Light the whole
world came into being; Who is high and
who is low? They have this profound
rcalization, and no matter what their
country of residence is. they bring an
awakening to the whole world.

This Great Light has ever gone from
the East to the West. One well-known
Archbishop was heard to remark,
“Brothers, we await the Light from the
East.” And we of the East? Well, most
of us are without it yet. India has always
been fortunate to have those great souls
with knowledge of the Beyond-—this is
a play of Nature—but the people must
turn their faces toward the Truth to gain
the benefit. So all truly spiritua] teach-
ing goes out from the East to the whole
world, and the West has great respect
for unity in all religions. Each really
great spiritual voice has risen from the
East, and we in India are highly blessed
therefore. The unity aiready exists in all
men, but Man has forgotten it; that is
all. Under the present circumstances it is
most necessary that everyone should sit
together in love and share all wea] and
woe. If all are bound together in love,
even in the worst conditions there will
be no fear. Strive to give happiness to
others, and you yourself will receive joy.
When we selfishly want only our own
happiness and care little for others, nat-
urally it ends in fighting for it in one way
or another, and the result is the very
opposite of happiness.

Love knows service and sacrifice. If
you desire to love God. then start by
loving all. for He is in cveryone. and in
true love there is service and sacrifice.

SANT BANI



Lcarn to give instcad of taking always.
It all, in love, were prepared to give
their hives for others, then who would be
unhappy in such a world? You will be
living for me, and | will be living for
yvou. Seek ye first the kingdom of God,
and all these things shall be added unto
voi. Whom should we love? Not every-
onc. but the God in cveryone—the
Oversell. If from outside somie trouble
is threatening, then let the government
do whatever they must from their level
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—but we should sit together in love and
help cach other,

Both Avatars and Sants are nccessary
for the world’s balance, but the cement-
ing power is Spirituality, and there is a
crying nced for it at this time. Kecp in
the company of the awakened soul, and
stuy away from thosc who are still
asleep. who arce deep in narrow-minded-
ness, and therefore have no right under-
standing, This kind of company will
drag you down.
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On Karmas, Love, and Marriage
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

ESTERDAY You mentioned the Four

Ages: the Golden Age, the Silver
Age, the Copper age, the Iron Age. In
my job I have to teach western theories
of evolution—evolution of species, evo-
lution of the human form from animal
form—and I wonder how I should un-
derstand all this? How does it all fit
together? ... I just wondered if I
should worry, or how I should under-
stand this when people ask me?

The only benefit which we have in this
Iron Age is that we do not have to live
for as many years as we did in the other
ages, and in this age Saints have gra-
ciously shortened the practice, by doing
which, we can go back to our Real
Home. In the other ages the jivas used to
live for a long time and the practices
were also very long; in the Iron Age, we
do have to finish the breaths which have
been put in our body, but compared to
the other ages it is a short time. The
practice which the Masters have given to
us—by doing that practice, in one sec-
ond we can go within, the next second
we can come out; and in this way, by
doing the meditation of Surat Shabd, we
can easily go back Home and our evolu-
tion can happen very easily.

In the Golden Age if any person would
do any bad deed or any sin the whole
country had to suffer the consequences
of that action. In the Silver Age if a
person committed any sin or made any

This question-and-answer session was
given January 15, 1985, in Bombay.
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mistake, his whole city had to suffer the
consequences of that bad karma, and in
the Copper Age if a person had commit-
ted any sin or made any mistake his fam-
ily had to suffer the consequences. But in
the Iron Age, if a wife commits a sin, she
has to suffer the consequences herself, if
a husband commits a sin, he has to suf-
fer himself. If one hand has done any
mistake or has committed a sin only that
hand will suffer the consequences, only
that bhand will suffer the karma of that.
Guru Nanak Sahib says, “As far as suf-
fering the consequences of the karma is
concerned, this Iron Age is the best age
because in this age only he who does the
karma has to suffer its consequences; it
does not fall upon the other people.”
Whoever does the deeds, bad or good,
only he is responsibie for that and only
he suffers or enjoys the consequences of
those karmas.

In South America, Dr. Molina recom-
mended during Satsang to keep our at-
tention fixed on the Master’s third eye; is
it better to fix your attention on the
Master’s third eye or on His physical
eyes?

What Dr. Molina said is correct regard-
ing looking at the Master during Sat-
sang. Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say
also, “Your attention should be so much
concentrated on the Form of the Master
that you should not even pay any atten-
tion to the person who may be sitting
next to Him; you should not pay any
attention to the things which are behind
the Master; if there is any noise or dis-
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turbances, your attention should not
even go there; you should be continu-
ously concentrated on the Form of the
Master.” And He used to say that you
should try to look into the Eyes of the
Master because the flow of the Shabd, or
the flow of the Light, is coming through
the eyes of the Master. When we will try
to look into both of the eyes of the Mas-
ter our attention will go automatically to
the eye center, that will become our cen-
ter point.

Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say, “If
you contemplate upon a dirty person,
your mind will become dirty, you will get
the dirty qualities of that dirty person,
but if we contemplate upon a person
who has good qualities, we also get the
same good qualities which that person
has.” When we put our attention on the
Form of the Master and when we go on
concentrating on His Form, we start get-
ting all the good qualities which the
Master has.

Baba Sawan Singh Ji used to tell a
story from the Mahabharata about one
boy who was from the low caste of Bhil;
he wanted to learn the skill of archery.
So he went to Drohnacharya who was
the teacher of both the Korovas and Pan-
davas. When that low caste boy asked
Drohnacharya to teach him the skill of
archery, since Drohnacharya was the
teacher of the prince and the royal fam-
ily, he rejected him. He said, “I cannot
teach you.” But that boy had much love
and respect for Drohnacharya and he
wanted to learn that skill so when he
came back to his home, in his hut he
made an idol of Drohnacharya. And ev-
ery day he would sit in front of that idol
for a couple of hours contemplating the
form of Drohnacharya and he would in-
ternally request for that skill. So gradu-
ally he learned all the skills, all the things
which Drohnacharya was teaching to the
other boys from the prince’s family. If
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Drohnacharya had been going within, he
would have known and he would have
stopped that boy from learning that skill
but since Drohnacharya was not going
within, he could not do that. But be-
cause of his contemplation, because of
concentrating on the form of Droh-
nacharya, that boy of the Bhil caste
learned every skill, he learned ev-
erything.

Once when Drohnacharya was wan-
dering here and there in the forest with
his disciples, both Korovas and Pan-
davas, they saw a deer coming from the
other side and there was an arrow
through his mouth yet the deer was still
alive. Arjuna who was the best student
of Drohnacharya, asked him, “Master,
you have said that I am your best disciple
and that you have taught me every single
skill and you have taught me so many
things which you have not taught to any-
body else, but what is this? I see this
deer, but you have not taught me this
trick [of stitching the deer’s mouth
closed with an arrow]. This must have
been done by a disciple of yours, because
I know that in this world there is nobody
else who teaches archery better than you
do.”

Then that Bhil boy came out and con-
fessed, “I have done this; I know this
skill.” Drohnacharya was surprised so he
asked him, “Who taught you this skill
and who is your teacher?”

That boy replied, “Master, you are my
teacher; you have taught me everything.”
Drohnacharya remembered that he had
rejected him, so he said, “No that is not
true, I did not teach you.” That boy said,
“Yes, it is a fact that you did not teach
me outwardly, you had rejected me, but
come with me.” And in the hut he
showed the idol of Drohnacharya to ev-
erybody and he said, “I had love and
affection for you, so every day I was
sitting in front of this idol and contem-
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plating on this form and internally you
have taught me everything.”

Now Drohnacharya was not a Saint —
he did not go within —so he did not have
appreciation for the real disciple. He did
not know that he should appreciate the
love and affection of the disciple who
was contemplating on his form. In order
to keep his promise to Arjuna—that Ar-
juna was his best disciple—he didn’t
want that boy to be better than Arjuna,
so in order to prevent him from continu-
ing with his archery, he asked for some
kind of offering which the disciple is
supposed to give to the Master. He said,
“You have taken me as your teacher but
you did not give me anything.”

That boy was devoted to Droh-
nacharya and he had a lot of love and
affection for him so he said, “Master,
whatever you want I will be very happy
to give it to you.”

Drohnacharya was a narrow-minded
person so he said, “You give me the
thumb of your right hand.” That boy did
not hesitate a moment to cut off his
thumb and after that he could not do
archery.

But the meaning of telling this story is
that that boy, even though he was re-
jected by Drohnacharya, still because he
contemplated on his form, he learned all
the skills, even better skills than Droh-
nacharya had taught Arjuna or the other
disciples.

Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say this
regarding the importance of the darshan
of the Master, “After you have had the
darshan of the Master in the Satsang,
after the Satsang is over and after Master
has gone away from your sight, you
should not talk with anyone. It will be
best to sit in the meditation and not talk
with anybody so that you will absorb
that darshan, that Grace, deep in your
within.” What happens if you talk after
the Satsang? You lose the Grace, the
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benefit, which you have obtained by hav-
ing the darshan of the Master and your
heart becomes empty.

Once in Bucaramanga I was singing
the glory of the darshan of Beloved Mas-
ter Kirpal. I was saying how the physical
form of the Master is also full of Light, it
is Light itself, from the tips of the Mas-
ters’ toes to the top of Their head They
are all Light. But now it all depends on
our receptivity; it all depends upon our
vessel; it all depends on which kind of
eye we have made for having the darshan
of the Master. Because Masters are
Light, but not everybody can see that,
not everybody can realize that They are
full of Light and They are nothing else
than Light. Kabir Sahib says, “Some
people come to the Master with love,
some people come to the Master with
duality and with bad feelings; but Mas-
ters pay no attention to that love or the
bad feelings. They accept and appreciate
both of them coming, but it all depends
upon our receptivity and upon our feel-
ings how we see the Master, how we
appreciate His Being.”

About fifteen or twenty years ago in
Rajasthan there were not many good
roads, there were not so many canals,
there were not so many television sets
nor radios, and the minds of people were
very pure. They were innocent people,
and just by giving them a little impetus,
just by giving them a little understand-
ing, they would start doing the devotion
of the Lord, because their minds and
their thoughts were not spread so much
into this world. This was the reason that
when Master Kirpal came to my ashram,
all the people who had His darshan, even
though not all of them were initiates, but
all of them said that they had had the
darshan of the Master in His Real Form,
the Form of the Light; they had seen the
Master turning into Light, all Light. This
was only because their minds were not so
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swift and they were not spread into the
world.

So when I was talking about all this in
Bucaramanga, at that time there were
many dear ones sitting there who had
made their eye, who were fortunate ones
to get that realization of the Master. And
many people even tried to capture that
thing in the camera and some people
were successful, they sent me the pic-
tures. Many people saw that the Form of
the Master had turned into the Form of
Light.

The mind of the western dear ones is
very much spread in the world; it works
too much. That is why, even after having
a very high experience at the time of
Initiation, they are not ready to accept it
and even then they say, “Maybe it was a
trick of the mind, it was not the valid
experience.” This is only because their
mind works too much. In this group
there is a girl who was initiated in 1977
during my first tour at Sant Bani Ash-
ram, she did not have any experience of
either Sound or Light at the time of Ini-
tiation but she told me that she knew
what was the reason behind it. I told her
that if she would meditate with love and
faith in the Master she would definitely
get the experience. So after a year or so
she got the experience of both Sound and
Light and since she did the meditation
lovingly and faithfully she got that expe-
rience and she says that now she gets the
experience of both Light and Sound. I
mean to say that those people whose
mind is not working too much, those
people whose mind and thoughts are not
very much spread into this world, they
get the experience very soon, even if they
have not had the experience at the time
of Initiation, later on, when they con-
tinue with the meditation, they get the
experience.

Those who know the importance of
the Master, they bloom like a flower
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when they have the darshan of the Mas-
ter. Guru Arjan Dev Ji says, “When 1
look at the Form of the Master I bloom
like the lotus; I become very happy.”

Master I have a good western mind and
it is very active. Frequently there are
stories that go on in my mind, they are
violent or extreme forms of the five
dacoits doing things and I wonder what
burden the soul has to suffer for the
activities of the mind. If those actions
are stopped at the mind rather than be-
ing manifested in speech or an action, is
the soul still responsible for those
thoughts? And do those thoughts con-
tinue unless you are doing Simran until
you finally reach Sat Naam?

Whatever thoughts we go on thinking
during the day when we are lying down
or when we are doing other things of the
world all those things which we think,
following our mind, obeying our mind,
these are the only things which are both-
ering us and these are the only things
which are keeping us away from God.

You see that mind is an agent of Nega-
tive Power, of that Power that has cre-
ated this world. It is his duty to prevent
every soul from doing the meditation of
Shabd Naam and he is performing his
duty very honestly, doing the job of his
Master very honestly, and very correctly.
And soul is the essence of Sat Purush,
she has forgotten her existence and she
has lost all her energy, she has become
very weak. Mind does not have any
power of his own, but He is taking the
power from the soul and is making soul
weak. It is like a vine which does not
have any roots in the ground, but that
vine takes energy from whatever tree
that vine is growing on, and makes that
tree weak. In the same way, our mind
has been thrown over our soul and he is
taking the power from our soul and
making her weak.
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I will give you another example to
make you understand how it works. You
know that the silkworms make the silk
thread from their mouth; they do it
lovingly. They just spin out the silk and
it goes on forming a cocoon around their
body. And finally the people who collect
that silk take that cocoon and put it on
the fire. In order to refine their silk, they
have to kill that worm who has produced
that silk. So in the same way, the seed
which is sown by our mind, although it is
formed by our mind, we are responsible
for it. Since the mind is making some-
thing like a cocoon around the soul, that
is why whatever deed we have done, ob-
eying our mind, or whatever seed which
is sown by our mind, our soul also has to
suffer the consequences of that. Guru
Nanak Sahib says, “Our soul has to suf-
fer the consequences of the seed which is
sown by the mind just like that insect
which produces the silk has to suffer.”

Mind has created all the differences
and disputes in this world; mind is the
only one who has humiliated all the
Rishis, munis, and the other people in
this world. Kabir Sahib says, “This mind
is a great humiliator, he always humili-
ates people; if I tell him that he is like
that he will get upset at me. When I tell
him to walk in the direction of the Mas-
ter, he is not ready to even take one step
in that direction.”

If we wisely think about this, if we
honestly think about this, we will know
that in this world we do not have any
enemy. Our only enemy is in our within;
the mind is our enemy.

I often say that when you sit for the
meditation you should refuse your mind.
You should tell him, “Neither will we
listen to your talk nor will we make you
listen to our talk.”

Kabir Sahib has said, “Following the
mind, first the person goes in the forest,
and afterwards he comes back into the
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city; and in this way, following the mind,
he goes into the cycle of eighty-four
lakhs births and deaths.” He said that
first the mind creates the yearning within
us that we should go into the forest and
do the devotion of Lord, and after the
person goes into the forest and starts
doing the devotion, many other people
come to respect him. They bring a lot of
things for him. After eating all those
things, and after getting all the name and
fame, intoxication comes into the mind
and the mind feels like coming back into
the city and enjoying the things of the
world. When he comes back to the city
he gets involved in the worldly things
and as a result he goes into the cycle of
eighty-four lakhs births and deaths. So it
is only because of the mind that first he
tries to become a renunciate; but when
he does that, afterwards the same mind
brings him back to the city and makes
him do such things which take him to the
cycle of eighty-four lakhs.

Mind is very deceptive, first he will
make you do the bad karma and then he
will make you realize that you made a
mistake.

Just imagine, when you have a
thought of lust in your mind, in order to
fulfill that thought, in order to fulfill
that desire, you will have to take support
of someone. A man will have to take the
support of a woman, and the woman will
have to take the support of a man, be-
cause such a karma can only be done if
two people are involved in that. And you
know that lust becomes the cause of dis-
grace. Many times it happens that people
who are involved in lust do not even see
the person standing next to them because
lust is such a madness.

In the same way, when we have
thoughts of anger, in order to get rid of
them, it seems important that in order to
get rid of that we will either have to beat
someone or we will have to fight with

57



someone and unless we do that our mind
remains restless.

The form of the person with whom
you have fought will stand in your mind
and you will not remember the Form of
the Master; and your attention, your
thoughts, will be spread all over. So nei-
ther the angry person nor the unchaste
person can do the devotion of Lord, be-
cause the attention gets spread all over in
the world by the anger, and by lust the
attention goes down.

I have always said that in our mind the
meeting of four counsels: mind, intel-
lect, consciousness, and egoism, is al-
ways going on; it is always in progress
there, and they always create one or an-
other thought.

Mind creates a thought and conscious-
ness makes a sketch of it, makes a figure
or form of it, and the egoism strengthens
that thought and inspires you that you
have to do this thing. And finally we do
that bad deed, we do that karma. So that
is why we should never let our mind
create any thought within us because
when we do the deed according to the
thought created by the mind, our soul
also has to suffer its consequences.

My question is three parts. One, con-
cerning the Charged Names: Your voice
is music in the Shabd; should we hear
Your voice saying the Charged Names?
Two, it has been said that Master Kirpal
was the most beautiful, but it has also
been said that Sawan was the most beau-
tiful man you have ever seen. I wanted
to know if there is any difference, are all
Masters completely beautiful? Thirdly,
about karmas: if we see an animal suf-
fering on the road and it is surely to die
by being hit by a car, if it is suffering
very much, is it our right to help it go on
and end its life. Or say if a mouse is
caught by a cat should we chase the cat
away so the mouse can get away?
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[Sant Ji laughs] When the group goes to
Rajasthan usually I repeat the Simran
for them; but I tell them that they should
not record that Simran, they should not
record the Simran in my voice, because
you have to do the Simran yourself.

The Sound which you are told to hear
in the within, to listen to within, when
you will go within, you will realize that
that sound was the voice of your Master
and the Master was calling you to come
into the within.

Love is the most beautiful thing.
Bodies also may be beautiful, but love is
the most beautiful thing. When we love
someone, even if that person looks like
an animal still we will find him the most
beautiful thing, the most beautiful face
in the world.

I have seen Master Sawan Singh from
a very close distance, and for a long time
I got the opportunity to see Him. The
most beautiful thing is our love which is
within us, because when we look at the
form of the Master with love and faith,
the rays of our love will be reflected by
the body of the Master and then we will
see Him as the most beautiful being in
the world. So it is our own love which
makes the person whom we love appear
to be the most beautiful.

Many people in this world saw Master
Kirpal Singh. If all of them had seen
Him as the most beautiful being in the
world then do you think those people of
that certain party who wrote a book
against Him, who criticized Him, would
have done that? Saints love everyone
but unless we have love for Them, unless
we have real faith for Them, we cannot
see Their beauty, we cannot see Their
love.

Once a man from Punjab came to my
ashram when Master Kirpal was there.
He had a very big turban on his head,
and he came there and when he was talk-
ing to Master, he said, “I am not seeing
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the Light; I am not hearing the Sound.
You said that when I would meditate, I
would see Light and hear the Sound.” So
he was complaining about not seeing
those things, about not having the inner
experiences.

I was also standing there and I was
looking at the beautiful form of the Mas-
ter. On that day He had a little shawl-
like thing, wrapped around His body
and He was looking very beautiful. So in
my heart I was saying, “Everybody is
looking for the experiences and for the
inner beauty, but I see You as the most
beautiful thing.” I was thinking in my
heart, “Is there any other light in this
world which is worth seeing other than
the Light of the Master? Is there any
other music or any other sound in this
world which is worth listening to, other
than the music or the voice of the
Master?”

I was an initiate of Master Kirpal and
the other dear one who had come from
the Punjab also was an initiate of Master
Kirpal. He was complaining about not
seeing the things in his within and I was
feeling very happy because I was seeing
His real glory, His real beauty outside.
So you see that it all depends on our
receptivity, it all depends on how much
love we have for the Master and how we
see the things in Him.

You know that when we people write
letters to the Master we always talk
about our problems, we always ask for
some things of the world and even when
we come into the interview, when we talk
to Him we again present the same prob-
lems of the world and we again ask for
the worldly things. But when I used to
see my Master, when I used to talk with
Him, I had only one prayer in my heart
and that was, “Your Eyes are the dyer,
Your Eyes are the dye-stuff, the color,
and Your Eyes are the ones who will dye
the color of my eyes. My eyes have be-
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come the servant of Your Eyes; and I am
very happy to be Your servant. I will not
ask for any kind of payment because I
just need Your darshan.” I was telling
Him, “I do not mind working for You,
for my eyes are the servant of Your Eyes,
and I only want that You should give me
the color of Your Eyes. You should
change my eyes into the color of Your
Eyes so that I may always have Your
darshan.”

Regarding the third part of your ques-
tion: you see, when we are living in this
world, even if we go into the very depth
of all these things, if you try to split hairs
it is not possible. But I would say, in that
context, that we should try our best to
help other beings, to help people or crea-
tures who are in need.

Long ago there was one Muslim Fakir
who once went to Mecca. In those days
there were not many means of transpor-
tation, so he was walking to Mecca, and
he had some food that he was carrying
with him. After walking for the whole
day, he stopped in a mosque to spend the
night. During the night some ants got
into his food; the next morning he again
started walking and, after walking for
about twenty miles, he felt like eating the
food. When he opened his bag he found
that there were so many ants in there. He
felt much pity for them and thought,
“Some ants would have raised their eggs
in that mosque where they got into my
food, and some may have left some baby
ants over there. If I will remove them
from my food here, they will all die,
because they will be here and they will be
crying for their eggs or for their babies.”
So since he had pity and mercy on them,
he went all the way back the twenty miles
he had walked; he removed those ants
from his food in the same mosque where
he had spent the night. So I mean to say
that those who have love for God they
also love his creatures.
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Sant Ji, when I was here two years ago I
was married to one of your disciples, but
since then we have gotten divorced. I
Jeel very bad about what’s happened,
because I have a lot of anger towards
this woman, we fought a lot in our mar-
riage and I criticized her very much,
both to her face and behind her back,
and I treated her very badly. I prayed a
lot to the Master to forgive me, but I feel
that because you sit inside her, I hurt
Your feelings too. I am wondering if I
can ever be forgiven for that criticism,
and the divorce?

I have often said that it is not a bad thing
to get married. It is like taking some
companion in life, to do the journey of
this life comfortably while accompany-
ing each other. But what happens when
we get into this sacred union? Instead of
keeping it sacred and instead of keeping
it full of love, we make it dirty with the
dirt of the worldly pleasures and pas-
sions; that is why all our love is lost from
the marriage.

Before getting married to any person
you should think about that person, not
once, not twice, but, if you want, you
can think about that person thousands
of times, millions of times, you can take
your time, you can think for months,
you can think about that person a lot of
times. But after you get married to that
person you should always maintain the
sacred union. Once you have made the
promises with each other, saying, “I will
respect you, and you will respect me, and
we both will live together until the end of
the life—” you should maintain those
promises; you should maintain that
sacred union. After you have gotten
married it is not good to get separated
from each other or to get divorced.
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No Saint has ever approved of divorce.
They always say that both the husband
and wife should live in such a way that
[they feel as though] one soul lives in two
different bodies. And they should part
from each other only when the death
separates them.

When the dear ones ask me about di-
vorce, I feel as though the earth under
my feet is shaking, is moving, because I
feel very bad about it. And I always say
that if there is any difficulty in the mar-
ried life, if there is any disunity, you
should talk about it with each other. You
should sit alone and talk about it. The
husband should come a little closer to
the wife and the wife should also come a
little closer to the husband. If there are
any misunderstandings, they should be
removed, and by talking and by loving
each other, they should create such an
atmosphere that the situation for getting
the divorce may not arise, because di-
vorce is not the real solution for all the
problems.

Regarding criticism I have always said
that those who criticize not only lose in
this world, but they also lose their spiri-
tual wealth. If a person is criticizing his
own worldly companion he is losing a
lot.

Regarding marriage I have said a lot in
the past; I have said that even if it is a
bitter juice, still you should drink it, be-
cause that is better for you. Because the
mind who makes us love one person and
hate the other person now, it is possible
that the same mind will make us love
some other person the next day, and he
will make us hate the same person whom
we are loving now. So we should not
become like a toy in the hands of the
mind and we should remain strong in
maintaining our married life.
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So also is the resurrection of the dead. It
1s sown in corruption; it is raised in
incorruption:

It is sown in dishonor: it is raised in
glory: it is sown in weakness; it is raised in
power. . . .

Now this I say, brethren, that flesh and
blood cannot inherit the kingdom of God;
neither doth corruption inherit incorrup-
tion. . |

For this corruptible must put on incor-
ruption, and this mortal must put on
immortality.

So when this corruptible shall have put
on incorruption, and this mortal shall have
put on immortality, then shall be brought
to pass the saying that is written, Death is
swallowed up in victory.

O Death, where is thy sting? O Grave,
where is thy victory?

The sting of death is sin; and the
strength of sin is the law.

But thanks be to God, which giveth us
the victory through our Lord.

Therefore, my beloved brethren, be ye
steadfast, unmoveable, always abounding
in the work of the Lord, forasmuch as ye
know that your labor is not in vain in the

Lord. 1~ inthians 15: 42-43, 50, 53-58






