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Remember Him With Love
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

Master, can one donate one's phys-
ical organs after one has left the
body?

][t depends on the wishes of the
person. It completely depends
upon one’s own desire. There are
many advantages as well as disad-
vantages to this. Suppose our organ
1s given to a good person who
makes the best use of it — some-
one who does good work, someone
who is initiated, who meditates, and
does things like that — then we get
a lot of benefit from it. So it is bet-
ter if the initiates can use our or-
gans. But suppose our organ is giv-
en to some person who is very bad
and who does nothing except bad
deeds — for example, someone who
1s a thief — then instead of getting
the benefit from that donation, we
may get the bad karmas which that
person is doing.

Master, what do dreams mean to
a satsangi? How can we interpret
them?

This question and answer session was
given December 1, 1982, at Village
16PS, Rajasthan, India.
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There are two kinds of dreams. Ac-
tually, there is only one kind of
dream and that is a worldly dream.
But since we satsangis also call the
visions of the Master as dreams, that
is why we can say that there are
two types of dreams: one is world-
ly and the other is spiritual. When
our soul comes down from the Eye
Center, which is the seat of our soul,
to the level of the mind and sense
organs, whatever thoughts we have
thought during the daytime change
their form and we see the same
things in our dreams. Just as in the
daytime, when we are thinking with
our mind and are using the sense
organs, we do not get any comfort
or peace, in the same way, during
the nighttime, when our soul comes
down to the level of the mind and
sense organs and we have worldly
dreams, we do not find any peace
or rest then [either].

About those who are not con-
nected with Shabd Naam and who
do not meditate, Guru Nanak Sahib
has said, “They do not get any
peace, whether they are asleep or
awake” — because during the day-
time they make fantasies, and in
the night time they have worldly
dreams.
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Sometimes we get dreams be-
cause of indigestion. And some peo-
ple have worms in their stomach,
which also become the cause of
many dreams.

But the other kind of dream,
which you people call a dream, in
fact is not a dream. Satguru is a
gracious Being and after giving Ini-
tiation He never becomes careless.
Whenever He casts His gracious
sight on us, if we are sleeping at
that time, He pulls our soul up into
the higher planes.

In the higher planes the Form of
the Master is exactly like His phys-
ical form, but it is more beautiful.
And that is the Astral Form of the
Master. When the Master pulls the
soul up into the higher planes and
when we see that Astral Form of
the Master, it gives us immense
happiness. The happiness is so im-
mense that we feel happy for many
days. Sometimes for three or four
days we feel that happiness. But it
1s a pity that the dear ones do not
understand that grace of the Mas-
ter. They think that it was just a
dream of the Master, and in that
way they do not take advantage of
that grace of the Master.

Satguru is gracious all the time
and He gives grace to all His disci-
ples every moment. But especially
at 3:00 a.m., He goes to every sat-
sangi carrying a basket full of His
grace. At that time the satsangi is
sleeping, he is intoxicated in the
sleep, and so the Master waits there
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for some time. But when the sat-
sangi does not wake up, He feels
sorry for him and He returns. Mas-
ter gives a lot of grace to all His
disciples. He always carries a bas-
ket of grace to give to the disci-
ples, but when the disciples are
sleeping, what can He do?

Farid Sahib says, “In the night-
time Master gives out kastudi” —
kastudi is a very precious thing —
“but those who are asleep, how can
they get it? Only those who sacri-
fice their sleep become the fortu-
nate ones and receive that precious
thing.”

Again, Farid Sahib says, “O
Farid, wake up and clean the
mosque” — by mosque He means
the human body. “This cannot be
called your love for the Master
when He is awake and you are
asleep.”

There is a great difference be-
tween the sleep of the Master and
the sleep of the worldly people, be-
cause Masters are always concen-
trated and They are always atten-
tive to Their disciples whether They
are asleep or awake. When the Mas-
ters sleep Their soul does not come
down to the level of the mind and
sense organs. Instead, it goes up into
the higher planes. So at the same
time that They are sleeping physi-
cally They are either taking care of
someone’s soul, or giving Satsang,
or giving darshan to the satsangis
at some other place. So whether
They are asleep or awake, Their at-
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tention is always directed to Their
disciples.

You can increase sleep as much
as you want to and you can decrease
sleep as much as you want. Just as
it is very difficult to decrease sleep,
in the same way, when you have
decreased sleep, then it becomes
very difficult to increase it again.
Master Kirpal Singh Ji used to say
that those who have used their
nights have made their lives. I have
always said that it has never been
in my fate to sleep in the morning
hours.

Master, can I ask two questions
about the Anurag Sagar?

Yes.

In the chapter about the fall of Kal,
when He eats Adhya, then the Sat
Purush gave him a curse that for
each soul that He would eat one
and one-fourth would be born. What
is the meaning of this?

[Sant Ji chuckles] You see that no
seed is ever destroyed. Kal cannot
finish the souls, He cannot destroy
the souls. He is consuming one mil-
lion jivas and he is creating one and
a quarter million.

At one place Kabir Sahib has
said that everything in this world 1s
the food of Kal. Some are in His
mouth and some are in His hands.

[Someone asks about the names of
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Kal in the Anurag Sagar. and how
they might relate to the charged
words.]

Because it is not a good thing to
record the answer to this question,
I will reply to this question in pri-
vate very clearly, and [ will tell you
how the Saints take the souls out of
this region.

Master, what do You say about
donating blood?

I don’t say that it 1s bad to donate
blood. If one can afford to do that,
it is okay. But satsangis should first
take care of their bodies. It is very
important for the satsangis to main-
tain good health. If someone’s life
could be saved by donating your lit-
tle bit of blood, it is good. But some
people make a business of donating
blood. Some people even sell their
blood, and in that way [the person
who receives it can] get many dis-
eases.

Master, is there any difference be-
tween soul and spirit? And if we
can understand this on an intellec-
tual level, when the soul leaves the
body consciously in meditation, how
does the body continue to live?

[Sant Ji chuckles] When the soul
leaves the body during meditation,
the pranas, or the currents which
keep the body alive, are not
touched. And that is why when you
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Sant Ji in France, at Le Moulin de Sant Ji, June 1994

leave the body during meditation,
nothing happens to the body.

Muster, when an initiate has been
cured of some sickness or some
problems have been solved because
of the pravers of his brothers, then
who pavs for that karma?

In fact, when we pray for someone,
we do it only from the upper part
of our mind. No one except the
Master prays for anyone’s welfare
from the deep heart. Because no-
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body can [bear to suffer] the con-
sequences of a karma except the
Master.

Master Sawan Singh Ji used to
respond to this question like this:
He used to tell a story that once
there was an old woman whose
daughter became very sick. Every
day and night that old woman would
pray to the Lord, “O Lord, | have
enjoyed this world a lot, so if You
have to take someone, please take
me instead of her. Don’t let my
daughter die, because she is so
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young.” Once it so happened that a
cow came into the kitchen looking
for some food. So she was putting
her head in every vessel in the kitch-
en. Finally, she put her head into a
very narrow vessel and it got stuck
in that vessel. The cow tried, but
she couldn’t get rid of that vessel,
and when she couldn’t see anything,
she started running here and there
wildly. Now because of that vessel,
her horns and face were covered and
she looked like a strange thing. So
when that old woman saw some-
thing strange wandering here and
there in the kitchen, she thought that
it was the Angel of Death coming
to take her. And because she was
afraid of death, as we all are, she
said, “No, I'm not the one whom
you have to take! She is lying in
the bed over there!” [much laugh-
ter]

So Master Sawan Singh Ji used
to say that we people pray for oth-
ers only from the upper part of the
mind, but when we come to know
that we will have to pay the conse-
quences of the karma, then we al-
ways act like that old woman who
was afraid of the Angel of Death.

Last month a dear one from
America wrote me a letter in Pun-
jabi in which he told me about the
sickness of his wife, and he re-
quested, “Master, please let me suf-
fer her karma and make her all
right.” Satguru is very gracious and
sometimes He grants such boons to
the disciple. But it is a very diffi-
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cult test for the disciple. That is why
Master Sawan Singh Ji used to say,
“God forbid, Master should not put
any disciple to the test.” Anyway,
when he requested the Master to
make his wife all right and let him
suffer the consequences of that kar-
ma, that happened. His wife became
all right and he became sick.

But he became so sick that he
could not even tell whether he was
having pain in the front or the back
of his body. He could neither lie
down nor sit. Then he realized that
he had made a mistake, so he wrote
a letter requesting forgiveness. In
his letter he said, “I had forgotten
that I cannot even carry the burden
of my own karmas. How can I car-
ry the burden of my wife's kar-
mas?” So when he wrote that letter
his condition was improved. His
wife is still in the hospital taking
medication.

So I mean to say that people
don’t have the knowledge of the
karmas. It is very difficult to pay
off the karmas. When we pray for
others we don’t realize that we will
have to pay for their karma. When
we cannot carry the burden of our
own karmas, how can we pray for
others? How can we say that we
will carry the burden of other peo-
ple’s karma?

Dear Ones, you don’t have any
knowledge about the karmas. It is
very difficult to pay off the kar-
mas. Go into the hospitals and see
how people are paying off their kar-
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mas there. Whatever sufferings they
are having, all that is the punish-
ment which they are getting because
of their karmas.

That dear one wrote another let-
ter to me saying that when he be-
came all right, he went to the doc-
tor the next day for x-rays, and the
doctors could not find anything
wrong with him.

Kal does not any give any con-
cession as far as paying off the kar-
mas is concerned. He does not spare
even one single karma. He does not
have mercy or pity on anyone, be-
cause we ourselves have done the
karmas which we are paying off.
Sometimes the consequences of the
karmas are so harsh that even the
Masters and Saints find it very dif-
ficult to pay off those karmas.

Saints and Masters are free from
all karmas. They are not involved
in the snare of karmas, and They
don’t have any diseases or sickness
because They live in such a place
where the karmas don’t affect
Them. The diseases or the sickness
which They suffer are sufferings
which Their disciples have given to
Them, because we people don’t
mind our Master suffering. We want
that we should always remain
healthy, that is why we always pray
to Master to remove the karmas.

Dritarashtra, a character in the
Mahabharata, was the oldest of all
the Kauravas. He had been blind
since birth and he was a devotee of
Lord Krishna. He told Lord Krish-
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na, “I can see back to my previous
hundred births, but I don’t see any
karma which would have made me
blind in this lifetime. So I don’t
know why I have become blind in
this lifetime.” Lord Krishna put His
hand on the head of Dritarashtra and
told him to look even further back.
Helping Dritarashtra with His yo-
gic powers, Lord Krishna made him
see his one hundred-and-sixth pre-
vious birth, in which he saw that in
that birth he had taken out the eyes
of a lizard and had given him a lot
of pain. And because of that karma
he had become blind in his present
lifetime.

In the kingdom of the Negative
Power there is justice. In the king-
dom of the Master there is grace.
In the kingdom of the Negative
Power one has to pay an eye for
an eye, a tooth for a tooth, a hand
for a hand. Whatever karma you
have done and in whatever manner,
you will have to pay in the same
manner.

Tulsi Sahib says that this world
is being maintained on the princi-
ple of the karmas. Whatever one
does, one suffers according to that.

That is why when we make the
karmas we should think about it,
and we should not weep when we
have to suffer the karmas. When-
ever you have to suffer the karmas,
if your mind is bothering you, tell
him that it is his own karma. Guru
Nanak Sahib says, “Brothers, don’t
blame others. Whatever karmas you
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have done, you have to suffer their
consequences.”

When 1 went on the Second
World Tour I had very good health,
but towards the end of the Tour I
became a little sick. In California
one dear one asked me, “In the be-
ginning You were very healthy, but
now You look sick. Are You sick?”
I replied, “Well, I don’t have any
sickness of my own, but I have the
sicknesses of my children, of my
sangat. Because up until now, even
though I am secing people in inter-
views from morning until night, no
one has come up to me saying
that he is prosperous, he is fine, he
is healthy, he is content. Those who
come to me, they all complain about
their health, their jobs, their chil-
dren, their parents, and they all pray
for good jobs, for good health, for
their parents and children. Will that
not affect my health?” Because
when we pray to someone who is
competent to help us, then he has
to pay for all the consequences of
the karmas which otherwise we
would have to pay. Because the
heart of the Saints is like wax and
when it gets the warmth of the
prayers of the disciples it melts.
Kabir Sahib says, “He who under-
stands the pains of others is the
Master. He who does not understand
the pains of others is not the Mas-
ter.”

This is an incident which hap-
pened in front of me: once Master
was visiting me and there was a dear
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one who wanted to invite Master to
visit his place. His home was in a
nearby village, about three or four
miles away from the Ashram. Even
though Master knew why that man
was inviting Him and He knew ev-
erything that was going to happen
over there, still He agreed to go.
He said, “Okay, [ will come to your
home, because I have to fulfill your
desire, t00.”

So when Master Kirpal went to
visit his home, there was one very
old man there who had been on his
deathbed for the previous eight
days. He was suffering so much that
his family wanted him to die very
soon. As soon as Master entered
their home they all took Him to the
bed of that old man and requested
Master to help him so that he might
die peacefully and soon.

After that, they had a bullock
who had gone crazy and who was
also very old, and now it had be-
come very difficult for them to take
care of him, so they wanted to get
rid of him too. So they took Master
Kirpal to the bullock and told Him
to shower His grace on that bullock
also. After that they took Master
Kirpal into their home to serve some
tea. He was not interested in drink-
ing tea as He had just had His tea
before coming there, but still they
compelled Him to drink the tea.
When He was about to drink the
tea a man who had a wound on his
leg requested Master, “Master,
please shower Your grace at this
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place and then drink Your tea.”

Since I was with the Master dur-
ing that visit, I saw all that was
happening there. I couldn’t control
myself and [ got upset with them,
because when I saw that those peo-
ple were offering Master just a lit-
tle bit of tea and in return they were
asking Him to do so many things
for them, I couldn’t control myself.
I was easily swayed in the emo-
tions, and I said, “Don’t you know
what you are doing to the Master?
You are offering a little bit of tea
to Him and in exchange you are tell-
ing Him to carry a very heavy bur-
den of karma. Take your tea. Mas-
ter will not drink the tea. If you
are hungry for all these things, come
to my Ashram and I will give you
whatever you want. Don’t place the
burden of so many karmas on my
Master.”

Master sat there quietly. He
didn’t say even a word. So those
people said, “Well, why do you
bother? When Master is not saying
anything, who are you to bother?”
Master sat there quietly and He took
on His head all the karmas which
they had wanted Him to carry.
When He came back to the Ash-
ram, only I knew how much He suf-
fered because of those karmas.

I told those people, “This old
man has served you a lot and he
took care of you. Now when he
has become useless, you want him
to die, and you want the Master to
suffer all his remaining karmas.
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Suppose your young son was going
to die, what would you pray to Mas-
ter then?” But that did not have
any effect on them and they still
wanted Master to carry all those
karmas, which He happily did.

When we came back home Mas-
ter’s eyes were swollen. He suffered
so much. He couldn’t urinate, and
in that way He carried all the kar-
mas of that family. Only I know
this because I was present with
Master, and only I know how much
Master had to suffer on account of
those people’s karmas.

Masters never mind doing that,
but before praying to Master we
should think about what we are
praying to Him for. We people pray
to the Master even for those kar-
mas which we can happily carry,
and that is not good for us. We
should pray to the Master only for
those karmas which are unbearable
for us. Masters are gracious and
They never mind, but it is not good
for the disciples to pray to the Mas-
ter for everything.

No matter if it is nighttime and
there is a snowstorm, and it is so
cold outside that you cannot bare
your hands, and you are far away
from the Master physically — be-
cause distance does not make any
difference — in that condition, if
you need the Master, and if you re-
member Him with full love and
faith, He will appear in front of you
to help you.

We are lacking in devotion; we
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RAJASTHAN, INDIA, CIRCA 1995

are lacking in faith; we are lacking Guru Nanak Sahib says, “I sac-
in love. That is why we do not rifice myself on such a Guru who
have the faith that He will come to  Himself is a liberated being and
help us. But He is always ready Who liberates me.”

to help us.
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Man is in the Make
Sant Kirpal Singh Ji

Tbere was a Swami named Ram
Tirath who visited America.
Once, he was sitting in samadhi (a
state of controlled attention). He
used to do his own kind of yoga.
An atheist lady was quietly sitting
there, waiting to meet him, but Ram
Tirath did not get up for a long
time. There is a radiation which
comes from enlightened souls, and
when the Swami opened his eyes,
the lady joyfully told him, “I am
an atheist no more.” So to be near
the physical form of a Master does
give some assurance that there is
God. Or one can have the same as-
surance by seeing within. But re-
member this, that a wrestler is not
made in one day. A strong man rev-
els in his strength, and a weaker
man wonders how he got it.

When I was in Lahore, I used to
go to the Ravi River at night. In
those days there was a certain man
named Gunga who became famous
all over India as a wrestler. Gunga
means dumb, and he was dumb,
hence the name; but he was a great
wrestler. It was winter, so the days

This talk is from an early discourse
of Master Kirpal, it first appeared in
Sat Sandesh magazine, March 1976.
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and nights were very cold. His fa-
ther used to strip him naked except
for a brief loin-cloth, and would
turn him out of the house and lock
the door. All night the boy would
do his exercises. No one had ever
seen him exercising, but when he
became famous everyone knew him
as a wrestler and wherever he went
the people would say, “There goes
Gunga, the wrestler.” Just like this,
my brothers, Mahatmas are not
made in one day. Rome was not
built in a day. Man is in the make.
If anyone wants to be a wrestler,
after two or three days of practice
his body will ache all over, but if
he starts nursing his aches, how
will he succeed? For success, per-
severance is required.

In the Gurbani it is written that
purity of thoughts and perseverance
are needed. Do you want to become
something worthwhile or don’t
you? Hearing such words, an in-
terest is awakened; but the work
cannot be accomplished in one day.
A child, learning to read, reads a
few lines and promptly forgets
them. He must read them again and
again, but after much struggling
with learning, he one day may be
able to write a book. Every Saint
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has his past, and every sinner a fu-
ture. The people who are like us
today can become something to-
morrow. For this, true guidance is
required from one who has seen,
not anyone else. The second re-
quirement is implicit obedience to
one’s Guru. The Master’s words
are not just words alone, but are
the Master himself! Added to this,
perseverance is necessary.

Just to hear some talk about
God, one’s mouth can start water-
ing. A Mahatma, seeing the world
with its mountains, earth and sky,
gets intoxicated. Now, how did he
become what he is, and how can
we become that? There is hope for
everyone. We should find some
God-realized person who has seen,
and can make us see. Then every
day we can increase the inner ex-
perience. Today, if a man gets even
a little intoxication he thinks he has
become a very big Mahatma (great
soul). So remember — the destina-
tion is very far — very, very far.
Many big rishis and munis (renun-
ciates who sit on thorns, etc.) start-
ed on the path to God. They were
always saying, “neti, neti” mean-
ing, “this is not it, this is not it —
there must be something else.” It
is said that for generations philos-
ophy has been tried and probed,
but God’s Word remains where it
always was. So does it remain un-
spoken as it always was unspoken.
Guru Nanak has written that the
people of the world have exhaust-
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ed themselves explaining about
God, but they have never reached
the end of it! It is something like
knowing what one ray of the sun
is, and the intellect will not allow
that there is anything beyond that.
First, we should know this small
temple of ours, the physical form.
This in itself will give us some
awakening as to what the greater
form is — the Brahmand.

[ will now explain a hymn of
Guru Amardas, but before doing so
I would mention that when I take a
hymn during Satsang and proceed
to explain 1t, people open their eyes
wide and question in their minds,
“What hymn is this?” Even ex-
plaining a hymn from the Guru
Granth Sahib seems like a new
thing to them. Some years ago, I
went to my home in Sayyad Kas-
ran. There were some Akalis there
(one section of the Sikh religion)
and they were somewhat fanatical.
I held a Satsang, taking a hymn
from the Gurbani. “I am attached
to things that [ see. How can I find
thee, O Lord?” All through, they
were looking at me and wondering
where the hymn came from. The
hymns themselves are very clear
but we never search for the true
meaning in them. These holy words
contain valuable jewels. Have you
ever given any real thought to
them? Parrot-like we go on read-
ing them, without understanding
anything. One day a Christian gen-
tleman met me, and he said, “Christ
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is the Light of the world.” T asked
him, “Have you studied the Bible
thoroughly? For it is written there-
in, ‘I am the Light of the world, as
long as I am in the world.” ”

A little knowledge is dangerous.
First see what is in your own home,
the physical house. Go into the
folds of the holy books and see
what is given there. The same
knowledge that I am giving you is
given therein, but for need of a self-
realized man we do not understand
what is written. Guru Amardas Ji
says, “With the Guru’s blessing,
just see that this body you carry is
the temple of God.” He says that
this body you are taking around is
the very temple of God. And when
will you be able to see it as such?
When the Guru blesses you with
that sight. This temple was made
by God’s own hand. He is residing
in there as well as we. All through
life, He never leaves this body, but
when at the end He leaves, we also
have to leave the body. Then the
body is taken to the cremation
ground.

This body is a temple of God,
which has been given with a great
blessing. We worship the images
of it outwardly. This is all right,
and we should show respect to
those places where people sit in re-
membrance of God. But He, God,
resides in this body and not in the
temples made by man. Those were
made in remembrance only. The
true Light shines in the human
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form. Is an image better than the
true form? I would say that the true
form is infinitely better. With great
love, Guru Amardas Ji has written
that with the Guru’s blessing you
can see Him inside you. What is a
Guru? Forgive me, but these days
you can pick up a stone and find a
guru underneath it. One finds so
many gurus (teachers) that it is re-
ally hard to find a single disciple
anywhere! These days if a man
studies any kind of outer attain-
ment, he starts thinking that the
man who taught him is a Guru.
Brothers, a true Guru is one who
takes away the curtain of ignorance
and reveals the Light within. The
exact meaning of the word is dis-
peller of darkness.

What is a Guru’s work? “The
Guru has put the colyrium of
knowledge in my eyes, dispelling
the darkness of ignorance and fill-
ing my whole being with Light.”
He says that the Guru puts the co-
lyrium of knowledge into our eyes.
It is an example. Our inner eye can-
not be opened until we withdraw
from outer things, leave the sens-
es, and concentrate behind the eyes,
where the soul goes at the time of
death. The God-realized man takes
our scattered attention from outside
and brings it to a point behind the
eyes. Then that Light, that radiance,
bursts forth.

Then, he describes the Guru:
“He who makes me hear the Sound,
the Music of the Spheres, he is my
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Guru Dev (True Master).” He is a
Guru who makes one hear the
strains of the perpetual Celestial
Music. So now go and find a Guru
like that. Again, he says, “Repeat
that Word, by which the Light of
millions of suns appears and the
Song of the Lord’s Name is heard.”
It means that by repetition of the
Naam, the Light of millions of suns
shines forth within you. The Song
of the Lord’s Name comes through
the Sound Principle. It is a Path of
Light, or Sruti Marg, Light and
Sound Principle, Noor and Kalam-
i-Kadim. All mean one and the
same thing. You can call it Truth
clothed in Light, Music of all Har-
monies. These are but different
names of the one thing which is
already existing.

God’s expression has two as-
pects, Light and Sound. He who
has the power to withdraw you
from the outer things and give you
a little demonstration of the Truth
inside, he is the Guru. Search the
world and see how many Gurus like
that you can find. Guru Amardas
J1 could not find such a Guru in
his seventy years of searching. All
outer practices have their own val-
ue. If you do good you will be re-
warded. This is a preparation of the
ground, but one’s birth and rebirth
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will not finish this way. It is said,
“The Saint has given me capital.”
Capital is that which the Guru gives
at the start, and which must be in-
creased daily through meditation.
After his long search, how did Guru
Amardas meet his Guru? In his own
words, he says, “I met my Satguru
without any effort of mine.” . . .
* % *

If you knew there was some trea-
sure hidden somewhere, wouldn’t
you like to dig it out? If a thief
came across an unguarded house
with no one to see his actions, do
you think he would sleep in the
night? So many say that God is
within us, but even then sleep with-
out caring. Why don’t they dig out
the Truth? Even if one meets some-
one who can help to bring out this
Truth, and some understanding is
given, even then one does not care
to do the digging. How unfortunate
1s he! What can we call such an
unfortunate person? If he were not
conscious of the thing, it would be
a different matter, but if someone
has shown a little of that treasure
inside, and even then one ignores
it, then what is to be done? The
usual excuse given is, “I have no
time,” is it not? Do you want some-
one else to dig out the treasure for
you?
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Take the Bhajans Deep

Into Your Heart
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji

alutations unto the Feet of

Supreme Fathers, Almighty
Lords Sawan and Kirpal, Who have
given us the opportunities to sing
Their glory.

Dear Ones, this 1s very true, that
the mission which the Master has
brought from God Almighty, the
mission for which He has come into
this world, is supported by Him
alone. It is not dependent on any
scriptures or holy books.

The dear ones were just singing
the bhajan, “You Yourself are the
support of Your own sangat and
poor Ajaib has come to Your door.”
So, all the things which we have
here, everything is being run with
His support only. You know that
everyone looks at the Master when
He comes into this world, and He
comes for everyone, but everyone
has his own way of secing the Mas-

ter.
Kabir Sahib also has said, “O

Sant Ji made these comments at
bhajan singing sessions on March
17th and 20th, 1996, at the S.K.A.

Retreat, near Sampla, India.
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Beloved Satguru, with Your support
I have put all the sangat in Your
ship of Naam. Now it is up to You:
if You want, You can liberate them
like this, or if You want You can
make them meditate.”

So Dear Ones, it 1s all due to the
grace of our beloved Lord, Supreme
Father Almighty Kirpal, that He has
given us this opportunity to sing His
praises. Often 1 have said that the
writings of the perfect Masters are
the prayers which They have writ-
ten to Their beloved Masters, and
by singing the bhajans written by
the perfect Masters we can com-
municate with our Master, because
we cannot stand in front of the Mas-
ter and tell Him that He is great
and we are the lowly ones. We can-
not express our feelings for the
Master by standing in front of Him
and telling Him to His face. But
through the bhajans we not only talk
with the Master, but we also are
able to express our feelings, what
we have for the Master in our heart.
We can stand in front of the Mas-
ter, feeling ourselves as worth noth-
ing. Dear Ones, you know that I
have always said that I was not
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worth anything, but only because
of the grace of beloved Lord Kir-
pal, you know how great people,
very learned people, now come and
bow down before this poor lowly
one; they are bowing down in front
of the Shabd Form, Lord Kirpal. So
it is all His grace that we are sing-
ing His praises.

I was of no use. No one would
pay even a penny for me. But I met
Beloved Lord Kirpal and my body
has become precious.

Bhagat Nam Dev was from the
Chimba or the dyer community,
which was considered to be a very
low caste at that time in India. He
says, “Nam Dev was worth noth-
ing, he was not even worth half a
penny, but my Satguru has made
me very precious.” So it is all be-
cause of the devotion of God Al-
mighty that even a lowly person can
become the most precious thing, the
most precious person in the world.

Guru Arjan Dev Ji Maharaj says,
“You should seal those ears which
do not hear the Sound of the Shabd
within. Those eyes which don’t
have the darshan of Master, which
don’t see the glory of the Master,
should be taken out. Those eyes
which look at [another man’s wife],
and do other bad things should be
taken out. That tongue which does
not do the Simran of the Master
should be cut into pieces.”

So Dear Ones, it is a very good
opportunity for you to sing the
praises of the Master. Today is the
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day to sing the bhajans. Those dear
ones who get permission to sing the
bhajans should please read out the
page number before they start sing-
ing the bhajan, so that it may be-
come easier for the other dear ones
to find the bhajan in the book.

* * *

[ am very pleased that now the dear
ones from the West are teaching
their children to sing the bhajans,
they are making them do the bhajan
practice, and they are also teaching
them how to sit in the Satsang.
There was a time when the dear
ones used to run away from their
children just like the deer runs away
on seeing a man; in the same way,
the parents would run away from
their responsibility towards their
children.

Dear ones used to ask me what
their responsibilities toward their
children were. I would always go
into very deep detail and tell them
what their responsibilities were with
regard to their children. You know
that children are very innocent souls
and it is the great responsibility of
the parents to make the lives of their
children. Master Sawan Singh Ji
used to say, “As the parents are, so
are the children.” So if the parents
have good characters, if they are
doing meditation, if they are attend-
ing Satsang, their children will also
copy them and they will also be-
come like them. If the parents have
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good characters and if they bring
their children to Satsang, their chil-
dren will also grow up to be very
good human beings and they will
also have good characters, and fi-
nally they will also fulfill the pur-
pose for which they have been given
the human birth.

* * *

I thank God Almighty Kirpal for
giving us this opportunity to sing
His glory. It was all due to His
grace that we were able to sing His
praises. All of your bhajans were
very sweet, they were very loving.
I hope that just as you have sung
these bhajans with yearning, you
will also adopt them and you will
take them deep into your hearts.

* * *

All of your bhajans were very
sweet, they were very loving.
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Thanks to God Almighty Kirpal,
Who gave us the opportunity to sing
His praises. Whatever time we have
spent in His remembrance, only that
is counted. I wish that we would
take this bhajan of Kabir Sahib from
our throats deep down into our
hearts, because finally we have to
come to this point when we have to
say that we do not have anyone else
in this world except our Satguru.
Because when our end-time comes,
nothing from this world goes with
us, neither our family members, nor
any kingdoms or material wealth
which we might have collected in
this world. If there is anyone who
will help us and who will go with
us in that moment of suffering, that
i1s our Satguru. The Satguru never
leaves us. Until He takes us back to
our Real Home, He always accom-

panies us.
March 20, 1996
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The Game Of Secrets

A POEM OF STORIES & ILLUMINATIONS
BY MICHAEL RAYSSON

Chapter Two

No matter how much you do,

you cannot erase the Heavens.

You cannot erase the writing on the
stars.

You cannot take away the signs.

Since you came into existence,
up until now,

neither you nor anyone clse

has changed one iota of this work.

all the histories,

all the days of the world,

either finite or infinite,

have made not one mark or
impression.

If you ask a question of the clouds,
or if you ask the mountains,

what is the use of it?

What good will it do?

The invisible source

floats upon a tiny pond.

Ever and ever, it has hidden itself
in the center of your heart.

Not even for a moment
did you whisper its Name.
Not a breath or a sigh
came from that place.
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The Universal Fish

Once there was a fish,

so it was said,

into whom the Great Creator
put all the worlds.

Its insides were well described,

but who knew what it looked like
outside?

Nevertheless, all fishermen sought
after it.

But it could not be caught or found.

Gradually, it was forgotten,
more or less,

yet still it was prized

by some few connoisseurs.

Was there anyone who had ever
seen it?

If they had, they never spoke.

Or, perhaps, in the first place

it was all a joke.

Once, a madman,

by the name of Hamsullah-I-Yasdin,

put forward a whole exposition on
this subject,

but no one took it seriously.
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In his writings,

he even mentions certain islands,
and the place in the sea,

which that fish inhabits.

There was a woman

from a place called “Sigh Station”

who read this fabulist’s tome,

and who believed each and every
word.

She was called Yolande De’Espaer.
She spent her life in that place.

She grew old and then lost her wits,
and found nothing.

Apollonius of Tyana,

who traveled all the ancient world,
did find that fish.

He called it “Man.”

All your life,

you have traveled far away,
far away from the place
where the drunken fish play.

Taking the world

as the image of your life,

consider yourself blind.

Hundreds of secrets have passed you
by.

If, for a moment,
you forget the world,
millions of secrets
will spill from inside.

22

Every second is like this:

millions of victories or defeats.

When you count up your chances,

then you will weep and weep and
weep.

Now you are crying for the world.

Someone is whispering in your ear.

While you are collecting pebbles
and gold,

never once do you hear.

You don’t believe the Game of
Secrets.

You don’t believe that you are
someone else.

Write it on your tombstone:

“I do not believe!™

The Secret Fool: IV

A thief climbed into a shop

and escaped through the back
window

with some valuable goods.

Heading down a small back street,
he disappeared.

The police came.

As chance would have 1t,

the Secret Fool had witnessed it all.
“Which way did he go?” they asked.

The Fool pointed in the opposite
direction

from which the culprit had actually
gone,

and they ran off

to try to catch the thief.
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“Why did you do that?”

asked another witness.

“You will never understand”, said
the Fool,

“but I will try to explain anyway.

In my business,

I have often wandered about this
very street,

and I have discovered

that most information is worthless.

I have often seen that same thief]

who is always up to no good.

Nothing is safe with him around

and I have also suffered at his
hands.

Down that street

where he has fled,

is the Shop of the Knower of
Secrets,

into which he has gone, by mistake.

The law will not help.

He is always in and out of jails.

But the Knower of Secrets is
another story.

Once into that shop, he will never
come out.”

At that moment, a policeman passes
by.

“Sir!” cried the other witness, “This
person has aided the robber’s
escape.”

Because of that, the Fool is taken to
jail.

“Well, I knew you wouldn’t
understand” she says.
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This much is for certain,

that you have lost your way;
that the sign post for your street
is a million miles away.

This place in which we find you
has no direction or clue.

Every avenue is called “Lost”.
Every country is “Far Away.”

You are like this.

The Beloved is like that.
No matter what you say,
you are wasting your time.

Only by playing

does that illusion go away:
I am like this,

the Beloved is like that.

Never stop playing.

That is a secret to remember.
But who can do that?

Who does not exist.

The Land Where It Rains Roses

There is a certain part of the world
where it does rain roses.

No one lives there.

No one ever visits.

By chance, a traveler passed there
one day,

coming on a narrow pathway,

through dark forests

and mountain gorges.
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As the traveler arrived,

a great storm burst.

So he hid himself

beneath the outcrop of a mountain
ledge.

Great was his surprise

to find flowers falling instead of
rain.

A fragrant wind blew everywhere.

It seemed to come from inside the
man.

“What sort of land is this?” he
thought,

“and what kind of people live here?”

But when he searched after the
storm,

he was unable to find any
inhabitants.

The traveler came to a lake.

The shore was golden

and the water seemed to be like
milk.

Far away, he thought he saw a ship.

The ship never came near.

The man tasted the water.

It was indeed milk,

except sweeter than any he had ever
drunk.

Huge white birds came down from
the sky

and landed in the water.

The traveler had never seen
creatures so grand,

nor so pure and beautiful.
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How long did the traveler sit
on the bank of that lake?
Lifetimes passed by before him.
Finally another traveler came.

He sat down next to the first
traveler,

greeting him as an old friend.

He held out something in his hand

that gleamed like the sun.

That was called the Mirror of
Paradise,

and he gave it to the traveler to
keep.

Wonder struck, the traveler looked
deeply,

as if he held his heart in his hand.

Days passed on the lake.

Then the two men returned together
to the inhabited world.

There they separated,

and the traveler went on his way.

Perhaps you had heard
that skies are falling
and worlds are collapsing in.

The Sun is rolling over.
The Moon is diving down.
Who can say where it will end?

Mirrors are turning inwards.
Hearts have disappeared.
Signs are pointing to themselves.

Destinations have run away.

Mountains are floating in the sky.
And you are nowhere to be found.
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The time of love has come.
Write it on the clouds.
Take it in your hands.
Let it sink into your heart.

These words of love

are like roses a mile wide,
with petals of gold

and perfume to seduce a king.

See how beautiful is the Game of
Secrets.

See how beautiful is Love.

Let the Beloved deal the cards.

See what is in your hand.

This I swear by,
that the Magician of Love
rules over all.

Even God bows down before Him,
hoping for a piece of His Grace,
with which to make the worlds.

What can I say then,
when He turns me upside down
and makes me like the clouds?

What can I say when He plays His
strange Music?

What can I say when He doles out
His Wine?

What can I say? What can I say?

This is not written for someone ¢lse.

This is not meant for another.

If you like this secret, then take it
in,

before the long years pass you by.
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Let me make a suggestion,

and see if you can take it or not.

Play as if the lifeblood coursing
through you

would stop if you ceased to play.

A million tears

will not wash away the Sea.
But one Secret

will take you across.

Never listen to the others.

Never tell them of yourself.

What comes from the Beloved’s
lips,

take it as your life.

Play the Game of Secrets.
Jump from star to star.

It is easy,

if you know how.

Everybody stands in line
while the Life Force runs out.
Where are they going?

The line never moves.

At the time of Death,

just before the soul leaves,
one secret is whispered,
but then it is too late.

You are half dead,

but your nature is immortal.
You listen to Death,

not your Beloved.
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The voice of Death hypnotizes us.
We believe we are something else.
When we wake up,
we see our mistake.

You are called the Breath of Fire,
but now is the time to stand aside.
You will not breathe forever.

All fire dies out.

Until now, you haven’t played.
Until now, you haven’t lived.

Perhaps tomorrow will be different.

Perhaps you will never die.

Dead men play the Game.
Ghosts wander the world.
Still you are pondering,
why is it that you came.

Cut your life with a knife.
Sail away.

Don’t listen to the calls
of the howling ghost.

Roll the dice with your teeth.
Spit them out into space.
Swallow them deep within.
See what comes.

Put your hand
into the fire.

Take the Light.
Swallow It whole.

All this time has passed.
The ships have sunk.

February 2002

The seas have dried.
Still you are around.

What does it mean?

The canopies have fallen.

The soldiers have deserted.

The players are golden sunbeams.

The Secret Beloved: IV

Once there was a soldier

who came back from War.

It was not completely certain
whether he was living or dead.

The soldier remembered the battles

in which he had fought.

He remembered the Angel of death
flying overhead

constantly picking up the fallen
souls.

Once he saw It swoop so close to
him,

as if to kiss his lips.

Then, thinking better of it,

flew off elsewhere.

One day, the Beloved passes by.

He stops to talk to the soldier.

He speaks about War and Death

and the things that happen in the
heat of battle.

He asks the soldier if he likes
Secrets.

The soldier tells the Beloved

that to him everything seems to be a
secret,

especially his own life.

27



“Listen,” says the Secret Beloved,

“I would like to give you something

which was stolen from you a long
time ago.”

And He whispered in the soldier’s
ear.

The soldier is surprised.

He realizes that he has never lived.

What had he been thinking?

The soldier’s flame had been lit
again.

The real war was with Time.
The other battles were unreal.
Beyond the fields of battle
lay the Field of Secrets.

You are lying on the battlefield,
piled one on top of another.
The Beloved comes by:

“Do you want to play?”

While the air strikes fear,

while the chains are strong,

tell me when my turn will come.
Tell me if my turn will come.

If the rain of Secrets drowns my
heart,

will I sink or swim?

Will I cry

or wonder silent in the Sun?

Drink some Wine with me and see.

See if I have told you wrong.

See if the Sea is Wine and has no
end.

See if the world is like a song.
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When the bowl and cup of world
have broken up.

Take the Bowl of Secrets

and the Unseen Cup.

Look into the mirror
and whisper, “Who?”
Know the person there
cannot be you.

Take the Real up in your hands
and play the Game.

Place the Secret on your lips
and do the same.

Should the Beloved smile,

should He take away your heart.

Roll the dice of Love off of the
world

and then depart.

When the Sun comes up,
then who can see

the Secret of the Moon
that haunted me?

The Secret Fool: V

The Secret Fool was sitting on a
mountainside.

Far down below, the people of the
world

were doing their business

in whatever way they could.

The Fool wrote something on a
rock.

She tossed it down the mountain.

It stopped and lay there.

No one came to read it.

SANT BANI



The Secret Fool reflected on this.

But she concluded

that it had no meaning.

She threw another rock without any
writing.

This time, a man appeared

and picked up the rock.

He looked it over and tried to read
it.

Then he sighed and shrugged his
shoulders.

The Fool reflected.

She came to the conclusion

that someone was making fun of
her,

and she left it at that.

Then she took a third rock.

She spit on it.

She heaved it high in the air.

It hit a pine tree and bounced back.

All day, she tossed rocks here and
there.

Then she came down the mountain.

Had there been no stones,

she might have learned something.

Of myself, I repent,

who has only brought me pain.
Because of it I have forgotten
why it was I came.

What does it mean

to take the way of sin?

To play the Game of World
which you can never win.
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Who is there?

Who knows the Way?

Who can speak of Secrets,
when nighttime turns to day?

Whatever has happened,
whatever is to come,

it is not where you are going,
it is not where you are from.

It is not your secret.

It is not your game.

It is someone ¢lse,

who has some other name.

In the Book of World,

whose pages all are torn or dreamed,
no mention of the Game of Secrets
was ever seen.

Still my Beloved comes
between the night and day,
and He asks me what Secret
I would like to play.

He brings me Wine

that breaks my cup,

that makes my life and [
go falling up.

[ have no lips

that can be kissed.
I have no heart.

I don’t exist.

Only Death and He

play the Secret Flute

before which I dance,

always deaf and always mute.
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He Sings for me the song,
which I repeat to you:
The world is lost at Sea
and I am lost there, too.

How deep the Sea
that has no end,

no shore, no bottom
to descend.

Upon the ship,

that sails upon the seas,
that rises on the waves
and falls on the knees

of Love that kiss
the planks of gold
on which I walk
the night of cold

unwanted dreams
that disappear
beneath Your eyes
that do not fear

the steps of Death
that follow me
like shadows

on the Golden Sea

of Love that splashes
in our wake,

yet rises still before us
like a lake

of tears of Perfect Saints
Who, cast away on earth,
whisper Secrets

to the souls who sufter birth
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and death beneath
the skies and stars
and sighs of suns

with hidden scars

that [ have seen

on the lonely mountain peak
whose shadows hide the Secrets

which I seek

inside the Cave

in which is heard the Bell
whose peals we hear
when the groans of Hell

grow silent for a moment
or at those times when
we dance to Where

and back again

to here without

the hardened feet
of passing victories
or gravity’s defeat

of souls and angels

who forget the Game

of Secrets which we play
upon the Name

we cannot speak

and neither can we say
Who it is

that comes or goes away

from us

when we are True
and only can we say
that It is always You.
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The Secret Fool: VI

She had been walking for a long
time,

and the Secret Fool was badly lost.

She had walked for miles and miles

on a long straight road and gotten
nowhere.

The Fool sat down on the roadside.

She remembered a saying that goes:

“you can’t get lost on a straight
road,”
and here it was that she was lost.

Pondering the mystery of it,

the Fool knew she was in for
learning a Great Secret.

So she grew greatly excited and
elated,

and waited for it to come to her.

Finally it did: “You are a Great
Fool!”

The Secret Fool jumped up and
down

and repeated it all the way to her
home:

“I am a Great Fool!”

The Game of Secrets
is like a song

which you have heard
and never can recall.

The Game of Secrets

is like a song

which you have never heard
and which you know by heart.
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The Game of Secrets

1s like a song

which you can never see or hear
or sing or understand.

A Traveler comes

and tells you of a Game they play.
But no one knows what it is

and no one has ever seen it played.

The Game of Secrets does not exist
yet 1 have heard

that Lovers play it

on a board that has no end.

I have heard

that it 1s played with Dice of Death.
I have heard

that you must roll your head.

I have heard

that those who play the Game
must first remove their name
from the list of the living.

The Collector of Secrets: V

A man was found in an intoxicated
state.

It was the Collector of Secrets, of
course.

The police pulled him over and
began to beat him.

“How is this against the Law!?”
cried the Collector.
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The next day, he was back in the
Tavern again.

“You fool!” said the Tavern Master,

“What have you to do with the law?

Why should you fight with them?”

“Fight with them! I barely got in a
lick!

I did nothing but stop their fists and
nightsticks

with my poor head.

What kind of fight is that?!”

“Exactly,” said the Tavern Master,

“You should be invisible.

You should drink the Sea with dry
lips.

A look at you should intoxicate
them.

You turn upside down.

You should be turning the world
upside down.

Don’t come here any more

if you don’t know how to drink!”

But it was too late.

Just the words of the Tavern Master
intoxicated the Collector so much
he could barely stand on his feet.

Yesterday I decided to start a band.
[t would play only music
that could not be heard.

[ searched the world for players.

But who played the instruments |
sought?

They were not to be found.

All the great musicians had
disappeared.

They were drinking the Wine of
Non-Existence

in the Land of Nothingness.

The Magician of Love had taken
them away

and left this message behind:

“Come with your head in one hand

and your life in the other.”

This is the second chapter of a longer work, the series began in the

December / January 2002 issue.
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