


Sant Ajaib Singh's Message 
Given at the last Satsang before leaving 

Sant Bani Ashram, M a y  29, 1977 

N ow MORE than one month has passed since I've been here with our 
Beloved's grace. Last year all the dear ones waited anxiously here, but 

due to various circumstances Hazur didn't make it possible for me to come 
here and serve all of you. But as the love was more powerful this time, that's 
why this time I made it. As you know once I decided to spend my whole life 
underground. But love is a very strong thing. It can put life in the dead body. 
The love was so strong this time that it made me fly in the air. I was so glad to 
see the dear ones here, to whom my Beloved imparted His life impulse. I 
thank you for the hearty welcome which you gave me when I arrived. 

Do you remember, on the very first meeting, I told you the story of Inayat 
Shah and Bulleh Shah*? I am glad that you understood the meaning of the 
story and I thank you for the hearty love which I have received from you. 
Thank you very much for the co-operation and the discipline which enabled 
the dear ones at the ashram to serve you well. The need of the hour is 
discipline and love. With right understanding, if we understand others' love, 
we can progress very soon. When we will discipline ourselves outwardly only 
then can we maintain inner discipline. Try to understand the love which peo- 
ple have for you. Masters say, "If you understand the love of the Saints, you 
have reached the goal." We can understand the love of the Saints only if we 
are able to  understand the love of our brothers and sisters. Masters' love is 
very pure and high. We have to become as pure as they are to  understand 
their love. Our Master used to say, "If you know how much I love you, you 
will go on dancing." Understanding of love comes from Simran. In fact 
Simran is Love. Constant Simran is possible in a harmonious atmosphere, 
and that can be created with loving words and behavior. Simran creates the 
love, and love helps the constant Simran. 

I appreciate very much the yearning and love of the dear ones here. I was 
impressed very much by the discipline. The discipline which was maintained 
here during my sickness enabled me to recover soon and serve you again. I 
am sorry that because of my sickness I couldn't serve you well in those days. 
But that was His Will. 

Now as all of you already know, on Tuesday we will be leaving Sant Bani 
for other places and as this is the last weekly Satsang I would like to tell you 
some things which I hope you will consider as necessary. First of all, please 
*See Sant Ban/, May 1977, page 15.  



don't lose the love which you have developed for the Master in this one 
month. Try to increase it, if you can't, at least maintain it. I hope that in 
August when I come back i f  you have developed receptivity you'll be able to 
receive His much, much grace. He is the Ocean of Grace, ready to give us all 
His grace. So we have to make ourselves receptacles for His grace. 

Another thing which I would like to tell you is that I understand and ap- 
preciate all the love which you have for me. Please don't waste your precious 
time in writing me how much you love me. Instead do  Simran, which will in- 
crease your love. Master Power working overhead knows everything about 
your heart. You can get all the answers to your questions if you develop 
receptivity. Anyway, if you can't resolve an urgent spiritual problem then 
you can write me a brief letter, to the point. But please make it only about 
meditation. Truly speaking, the Master Power working over head knows 
everything and there is no need to ask Him anything, because He knows 
everything without your saying anything. Guru Nanak says, "He knows 
everything without you saying anything; to whom are you asking?" 

I am glad to serve all the dear ones but you should consider that after see- 
ing people all day, Pappu has to  work late into the night for letters; for how 
long can he do this? You know that he is the only translator who does the 
translating job. So  as long as we are in the West please avoid unnecessary let- 
ters. When we go back to India then also you should try to write letters brief- 
ly, to the point, in good handwriting or typewritten, and please write only 
when it is most necessary. This will enable us to concentrate our energies on 
other work. If you have attended the Satsangs this last month you will have 
realized that daily I have tried to speak on various phases of spirituality. And 
if you think over the Satsang only one will answer all your questions. So 
please don't burden Pappu with letters. 

Again I thank you for the loving co-operation which you have shown in 
the last month. Once again I hope that you'll meditate with the same spirit as 
you did in the last month and will make the Satguru dwell within you. May 
His love and grace be upon you. 
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bothering them. And don't sit on any 
comfortable cushion or place. Then 
sleep will not come. Whenever we are 
sitting in a very comfortable position, no 
matter if we have taken a cold shower, 
or any other thing, when our body is get- 
ting any slightest comfort, then it feels 
sleepy, and sleep comes. 

DISCIPLE: Master Kirpal used to say 
that if there is any tension in the body, 
our attention will go to that, and He 
used to say that there should be no ten- 
sion in the body. 

SANT JI: Daily I am telling everybody: 
"Don't make your body tense." If you 
are feeling tense at any time, you should 
not give any attention to that tension, 
and go on doing Simran. 

DISCIPLE: On the subject of sleep, 
how long does it take the body to get out 
of the habit of sleeping about eight 
hours at a time-eight hours a 
night-and get into the habit of medi- 
tating more and sleeping six or less? And 
also, this morning, during the beginning 
of the meditation I was able to shout 
down the pain with Simran, as I had 
done before but towards the end of the 
meditation, the pain was so bad that I 
was actually shaking. And what would 
be the reason that before I was success- 
ful in subduing the pain and today I 
wasn 't? 

SANT JI: There is no fixed time for 
changing the habit of sleeping less and 
meditating more. It just depends upon 
your devotion. You can change your 
habit in one month, or if you don't want 
to do it, you cannot change, even if you 
are trying for all your life. Very often, 
not only today, but very often I have 
told everybody this thing: that sleeping 
after twelve-thirty or one o'clock in the 
night-it is not written in my heritage. 

Regarding the pain: When your atten- 
tion is only on Simran, then you are not 
feeling the pain; but if the pain is com- 

ing, and you are giving even the slightest 
attention to the pain, and if you are los- 
ing your Simran, you are feeling much 
pain. Sometimes it happens with a prac- 
titioner that all the attention goes 
toward the pain, and he himself becomes 
a form of pain. At that time, he needs to 
do more Simran. Right from the begin- 
ning, if we keep our attention on 
Simran, we will never feel pain. And the 
practices which you are doing, if you do 
regularly, the pain goes away for all 
time. One main reason for getting this 
pain is that we are not regular in our 
meditation; we are meditating for ten 
days and then giving up for two days, 
and then again starting the meditation. 
Try to be regular in meditation without 
missing it. 

DISCIPLE: Does it matter if we should 
get so absorbed in focusing our attention 
that we forget the order of the charged 
names? 

SANT JI: Yes, it does. In that way, we 
will only be able to sit-our soul will not 
go up. Daily I am telling every dear 
one that you perfect your Simran in this 
way, just as the worldly thoughts are 
coming within you, without thinking of 
it, or without making any effort for it. If 
you will perfect this type of Simran, then 
you will not have any problem, because 
you will not be aware whether Simran is 
going on within you, or whether you 
have to start doing Simran. If we perfect 
our Simran so that it becomes just like 
those worldly thoughts, there is no 
power within us that can stop us from 
rising above. As soon as we sit for 
meditation, our soul will go right up. 
You can perfect this type of Simran very 
easily. During the daytime, when you 
are thinking about the worldly thoughts, 
give up that, and instead of that, always 
do Simran. 

DISCIPLE: I w o u l d  like to ask 
Master-this morning during medita- 
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To Solve the Mystery 
Sant Ajaib Singh Ji 

D ISCIPLE: I thank Thee so much. 
Thou hast returned me to the Light. 

Thou art our new-old doorway back to 
God. My conflicts are resolved. The 
Light was fantastic. I kept rising from 
one level of light to another. It was all 
scintillating Light, it was more tremen- 
dous than I can say. I thank God for 
having sent Thee. And I thank Master 
for being in such close communion with 
Thee. I thank Thee again for being our 
guide. I want to thank Master Kirpal for 
giving You so much love that You can 
give it to all of us. I want to thank God 
for giving You the strength that we all 
need. 

SANT J I :  Yes. Anyone can ask any 
question about meditation. 

DISCIPLE: Since I've come here, every 
day my right knee becomes more sore, 
and this morning I sat, and within two 
minutes the pain was excruciating. I 
wonder if Master would recommend 
anything in particular? If I should sit 
less times? I'm sitting more times than I 
usually do. And when I walk the knee is 
sore, and when I sit the knee is sore, and 
it just seems to be sore all the time. What 
would you recommend? 

SANT J I :  YOU can sit on a chair for 
some time, that will help. 

DISCIPLE: My knee is sore, but my 
heart is happy. 

This Question & Answer session, 
which includes a complete dis- 
course, was given at Sant Bani Ash- 
ram in New Hampshire, at 6:30 a.m. 
after meditation on May 4, 1977. 
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SANT J1: It will go away in a few days. 
DISCIPLE: Master used to say to do 

Simran very, very slowly. Is it all right to 
do it very fast, if you feel that the pain is 
strong, and you can keep it away? 

SANT JI: Master used to  say this thing 
also: That when the worldly thoughts 
are coming in your mind very fast, at 
that time, to control those thoughts, do 
the Simran very fast. But when you are 
not having any worldly thoughts, when 
you are not having any thoughts which 
are disturbing you in your meditation, at 
that time you should do Simran neither 
very fast nor very slow. 

DISCIPLE: I sometimes have problems 
with being sleepy. And sometimes taking 
a shower or taking a walk, or standing 
up, helps. But often it doesn't help, 
-and as soon as I've stood up, I'm fall- 
ing asleep. I'm wondering if there is any- 
thing else I can do? 

SANT JI: 1 have told the dear ones who 
have been to  Rajasthan, and those who 
are having the problem of sleep, that 
after doing all of the things you have 
mentioned, if still sleep is bothering 
you-1 told them about Harmel, who is 
a sevadar there in the Ashram; he used 
to put a seed of black pepper in his 
mouth. And further, if sleep is still 
bothering you, you can carry a heavy 
weight on your head. Some people in 
our Ashram had a difficulty with sleep; 
in the morningtime when they were 
meditating and sleep was bothering 
them, they carried a heavy burden on 
their head, and when they had practiced 
this for one or two days, sleep was not 
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tion, my body was vibrating a lot, and it 
seemed like I was frozen in one position 
with my head thrown back and I just felt 
a lot of energy to my throat, and I didn't 
know what to do, I just kept saying 
Simran more and more and focusing my 
consciousness on my third eye. Is there 
anything I can do when that happens to 
me? I get like wave after wave of 
energy. . . . 

SANT J I :  Yesterday also I told you to  
d o  more Simran. Today I was looking at  
your body again, and I saw that you 
were having the same problem, of get- 
ting jerks, choking, just like you were 
having yesterday. For two times your 
body felt a jerk. When thoughts are con- 
centrated and Simran is lost, at  that time 
one feels a jerk. The key to  success is 
only Simran. And if you want to  succeed 
in doing constant Simran, always keep 
your thoughts pure. Maharaj  Ji used to  
say that the key to Sach Khand is Naam, 
and you can manifest Naam only with 
purity. With the devotion and love with 
which we are doing meditation and prac- 
tices-with the same love and devotion 
-we should try to  abstain from the 
retarding factors of which Master has 
told us. 

DISCIPLE: I like to wake up at three 
o'clock. Normally before you came, I 
would go to bed at nine, and get up at 
three, so I would get six hours of sleep. 
But since you're here, I don't get to bed 
till around ten, and get up at three, and I 
think that with five hours of sleep I have 
less control of my mind. Should I con- 
tinue to get five hours of sleep or should 
I get six, and wake up at four, and have 
more control of my mind? 

SANT JI: This is u p  to  you. If you want 
to  sleep for one more hour, you can 
sleep. But I a m  telling you about my 
own life. Unless I achieved the goal, I 
was not thinking about whether 1 slept 
for three hours or five hours or  one 
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hour; and I was always keeping this in 
my mind: that to rest is illegal. In God 
realization, we are not to keep any fixed 
accounts like a merchant; that we are to  
d o  only this fixed amount,  or  we are t o  
d o  this practice only for the fixed 
amount of time. The man who cannot 
give up sleep for what?-for one hour 
for the sake of God ,  what else can he d o  
for that God? 

DISCIPLE: Sant Ji spoke about doing 
Simran with love. I think He said that 
you can't progress by doing Simran 
without love. You must create love 
within you. And I was wondering how 
we create love within us. Is it by obedi- 
ence? or just doing Simran? Is it by 
Grace? I don't think I could create love 
within me. . . . 

SANT J I :  Always frighten your mind, 
saying that the worldly things to  which 
you are attached now, you have to  leave 
these things-and they are  all giving you 
pain and suffering. Always tell your 
mind about  your real home, Sach 
Khand, and always frighten your mind 
with the torments of hell; tell your mind, 
"If you will not obey Him and if you 
will not d o  Simran, obeying your soul, 
you will have to  again go  into the 
earth." And always tell the uses of his 
real home to  the mind. 

DISCIPLE: Many times, when Istart to 
concentrate, I feel like my body is falling 
backwards, and I'm afraid it's going to 
fall over, so I divert my attention to my 
body, and feel more pain. What can I do 
not to have that thought that it's going 
to fall over backwards? And the second 
part: Will you please repeat what you 
said about sleep after twelve-thirty or 
one at night? 

SANT JI: If you don' t  give u p  the  
Simran, your body will never fall. 
Regarding sleep, 1 would like to tell you 
that right from my childhood I was feel- 
ing that I had lost something. And I was 
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feeling this lacking always, in the days, 
and in the nights also. When my atten- 
tion first went towards that, at that time 
I was seven years old. I was thinking, 
"Where does a man go after dying?" 
Sometimes I would meet one old man 
who was sitting on the way. He was 
always sitting in this position, leaning 
forward. He was very old. So I asked my 
mother, that "Why is that old man lean- 
ing forward?" So my mother replied, 
"This stage comes in everybody's life. 
Everybody has to become old some 
day."And that affected me very much. 
And I thought, "Why is man always 
changing? Why is man not remaining 
permanently in one position?" Then I 
felt sorry for my own body also, for 
when we cannot maintain our body for a 
long time, then what is the use of being 
attached to this body? And I saw that 
old man sitting in that way for one year, 
and after one year he left the body. And 
again when I saw that he was not there, I 
asked people, "Where has he gone?" So 
my mother told me that he had died. 
And I asked my mother, "Where does a 
man go after dying?" My mother re- 
plied, "I don't know." And in that state 
of innocence, I questioned myself: 
"When a man does not know where he 
goes after death, and when a man does 
not know whether he is coming back in 
this world or not, then why does a man 
like to be attached to this world?" 

This mystery of death troubled me 
always, day and night. My father had 
provided many facilities for my con- 
venience, and he tried all his tricks, 
because he wanted to trap me in this 
world. Because I was troubled by this 
mystery of death, I was always sleeping 
alone, so that I could think over this 
problem very deeply. But because I was 
a child, my mother used to come into 
my room, early in the morning-two 
o'clock, three o'clock-and she would 

find me sleeping on the floor, instead of 
in the bed. She rebuked me many times, 
"Why are you not sleeping on the bed?" 
She used to tell me that children should 
not think about devotion, that that was 
the work of old men. But the day before 
I had been thinking that when fires 
burn, the smallest sticks caught on fire 
very soon, and the bigger ones later. So I 
told her, "I understand that maybe I am 
going to die before you," and I was 
afraid that I should die without solving 
this problem of the mystery of death. 

Because I was thinking about this 
question so much, I lost my sleep. And I 
didn't like any worldly pleasures. Only 
to solve this mystery, I started off in 
search of Saints and Mahatmas. There 
was one brother-in-faith of my mother, 
who was living in our home; and when I 
asked him about my mystery, he told me 
to contact any Saint or Mahatma, be- 
cause only they could solve that mystery. 
That's why I went to see many Saints 
and Mahatmas in India. I went to see all 
the Sikh so-called "Mahatmas," and 
many different types of Sadhus. 

At that time I was understanding that 
God was residing only in the holy temple 
of the Sikhs, which was a very costly 
building, and at that time I was 
understanding that the priest of that 
temple was very much respected by 
many people who were going there, so I 
thought that he would have met God or 
known God. But I was not satisfied with 
him; I was very much disappointed. 
Then someone told me about a mahatma 
in the Punjab who could transfer from 
his body into the body of a lion or tiger 
or any animal, and he could fly also, 
after transforming his body. I spent six 
months with him and I served him daily 
with my whole heart and being. And 
when he was pleased with me, because of 
my seva, he wanted to teach me his skill, 
without my asking; but I knew his real 
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Before getting initiation from Baba 
Bishan Das, I had the confusion, the 
problem of solving the mystery of death, 
and I was not sleeping much. In the 
same way, after Baba Bishan Das told 
me that my goal was higher, I was 
always waiting for the Person Who was 
to  give me the rest of the thing. For that 
reason also I didn't sleep very much and 
I built a big Ashram in Rajasthan, and 
spent lots of rupees. When I sold my 
property, and started building the 
Ashram, many people were upset with 
me, but I was building the Ashram with 
full enthusiasm. Day and night people 
were working there, because I was telling 
everyone that a Maharaj would come 
there. But I did not know who the 
Maharaj was who was going to come. 
But that God Kirpal was gracious upon 
me, and he Himself made up His mind 
to see me. And showering much grace, 
that God Kirpal, my God Kirpal, Who 
was separated from me from ages and 
ages, He came into my Ashram by 
Himself. 

When He came, 1 didn't put any ques- 
tion to Him, I didn't even ask Him, 
"Who are you?" Once Master asked 
everybody: "Do you want to  see God?" 
And everybody raised their hands and 
said, "Yes, we want to see God." Then 
Master told them, "Those who want to 
see God, close your eyes." Everybody 
closed their eyes. But I didn't close my 
eyes. There were some dear ones who 
complained that I wasn't closing my 
eyes. Hazur smiled, and he told them, 
"Yes, he has understood." Because I 
said, "You have told them that those 
who want to see God should close their 
eyes, but I am seeing my God with my 
open eyes. Why should I close my eyes 
when I am seeing my God walking and 
all other things?" 

Once I was sleeping in the room with 
Master Kirpal, and we were both lying 
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down, and I was looking at Master Kir- 
pal and Master was looking at me. Sud- 
denly He asked me, "Are you awake?" 
and I answered, "No, I am sleeping 
from ages and ages." Then Master 
called me near Him. He told me, "Come 
on, come here," and He sat on the bed, 
and he told me to  sit on the chair. And 
then He looked into my eyes, very deep- 
ly. He awakened my soul with that one 
look only. 

So, if you also feel as I did, that you 
are missing something, and you are lack- 
ing in something, I am telling you that if 
you are feeling like that, what is the 
question of staying awake for one night? 
Or for one more hour? You will never 
sleep if you feel that lacking in you. If 
you are losing something in your work, 
you are not sleeping-you are always 
worrying about that-we are not sleep- 
ing in the nighttime. I have seen many 
businessmen who, when they had to face 
any loss in their business, went mad. But 
we do  not understand the loss which we 
have-the loss of, the separation from, 
God. We are not even taking that as 
equal to a worldly loss. If you under- 
stand that God is the precious thing- 
just think, if anybody offers you 10,000 
rupees for your eyes, you will not be 
willing to  give them even for that much 
money. Similarly, if you offer any 
amount of money to anybody to get any 
part of another's body, then also, 
nobody will be ready to sell it to you. 
But that God has given us all these 
things, all parts of the body, free of 
charge. And even after getting so many 
precious things from Him, we are not 
grateful to Him. 

That is why if some of you also feel 
that you are losing a great deal because 
you are separated from God, if you feel 
like this, you will never have any prob- 
lem of sleep. In the Way of the Saints, 
one has to become Majnu. Majnu was 



very much in love with Laila. She was a 
princess, and it is said that she was 
black. So people taunted Majnu and 
asked, "Why do you love Laila, who is 
black?" But Majnu replied, "You are 
not looking at her with my eyes." Majnu 
was so much intoxicated with the love of 
Laila that he was not eating good food, 
and he was not sleeping in the nighttime. 
Because everything was Laila. 

Once, for the convenience and facility 
of Majnu, Laila told all the shopkeepers 
that if Majnu came to their shop, they 
should give him anything he liked. So, 
hearing that announcement, there were 
many "Majnus" who came there to get 
things from those shops. So when there 
were many "Majnus" instead of one 
coming in taking things from shops, say- 
ing that they were Majnu, the shop- 
keepers went to the King, and said, 
"Tell us whether there is one Majnu or 
many." So the King, Laila's father, 
said, "All right, I will ask Laila how 
many Majnus there are . . . whether 
there is one Majnu or many." When 
Laila was asked that, she said, "Yes, 1 
will decide this very soon." So she gave 
bowls to all the shopkeepers, saying that 
when Majnu comes tell them that Laila 
wants one cup of blood from him. The 
so-called Majnus were coming to the 
shops only to  take the goods away, or to  
eat the food, but when this was an- 
nounced, that Laila needs one cup of 
blood from Majnu, all the false Majnus 
went away-nobody came there. When 
the real Majnu was told that the other 
people were doing this in his name, but 
that now Laila needs one cup of blood, 
even though he was very thin-he was 
dry in the love of Laila-whatever blood 
he had, he sent that blood to Laila. 

In the same way, we all want to 
become Majnus, but when we are ex- 
periencing a little bit of pain . . . as you 
know, without experiencing pain, we 
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cannot give our blood. When Master 
tells us in the Satsang, "Get the Naam 
initiation and you will realize God," at 
that time we understand that it is a very 
easy thing. But then they tell us that our 
work, our responsibility, is to collect our 
scattered thoughts and bring our atten- 
tion in between and behind the two eyes; 
they tell us that if we will succeed in con- 
centrating the attention between the two 
eyes, the prize for that is a high position 
from God. But what are we doing when 
we are sitting for meditation? If we are 
collecting our thoughts a little bit, then 
also we are having the problems of sleep 
and pain, and things like that. 

Majnu loved that thing which was not 
everlasting and which would go from 
this world one day. Love for a body is 
just like crossing any river. When Laila 
died, at that time Majnu realized what 
he was doing-He was attached to the 
body only. That's why Masters tell us, 
"Don't be attached to the body-don't 
love the body. " 

Kabir Sahib says that no one's body is 
our Guru; but we are getting only the 
body. The Power Which is working in 
the body of that Guru, we are not cat- 
ching that. So Kabir Sahib says that we 
have made the body as Guru, but we 
have not realized the Satguru. And in 
that way, we are always coming in the 
cycle of births and deaths, of 84 lakhs of 
incarnation. Because as long as that 
body is standing in front of us, we are 
happy, but when that body goes away 
from us, we become unhappy, and we go 
astray. But the Power Which is assum- 
ing the body to explain to us, if we catch 
that Power, all our doubts and suspi- 
cions can be cleared while we are living 
in the body. 

There was one disciple of Master 
Sawan Singh named Mastana Ji, and he 
was from Baluchistan. And when Mas- 

(Continued on page 29) 
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state. I told him, "I want to rise above 
the human body; I don't want to change 
my body into the bodies of animals. I f  I 
don't make the best use of this human 
body, then naturally I will come back in 
a lower body; but I want to rise above." 
So I didn't like the skill of transforming 
the body, and I didn't learn that. After 
that I was going to see another Mahat- 
ma, who had some knowledge of higher 
consciousness. And to whomever went to 

him, he would tell what was in that per- 
son's heart. But there also I was not 
satisfied, because I thought, "What is 
the use of doing the practice from which 
the soul gets no peace?" 

After that I went into the refuge of 
Baba Bishan Das. Baba Bishan Das had 
many qualities. He was very strict; not 
everyone could go and stand in his 
refuge. And many times when I went to 
him, he did not treat me well; but when I 
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came out of his room, feeling sad, I 
would see an old man sitting outside, 
who would sing a shabd about the dia- 
mond hidden within each of us. He was 
always telling me, "Maybe he will 
shower grace on you." 

Baba Bishan Das didn't allow me to 
wear any good clothes and he didn't 
allow me to eat any good food, because 
in those days I was a young man.* And 
when the Second World War started I 
joined the Army, with God's grace, 
because at that time people were not 
happy joining the army, and the govern- 
ment was putting them in the Army by 
force. But even after joining the army, I 
didn't like to go into cities, and I didn't 
eat any meat, or drink any wine. And 
the duty of the Army was very strict. But 
there also I had the same problem, that 
is, the mystery of death. I met a Mahat- 
ma there who told me that if a man dies 
in the Army, he goes to the heavens. 
That is why, even though I was not 
ordered to do so, I gladly accepted the 
offer to go into battle-because I 
wanted very much to see the heavens. 

But when 1 again came to Baba Bishan 
Das, he asked me, "What is there in the 
heavens?" He told me very clearly that 
in the heavens, birth and death are there 
also; fighting and enmity and love are 
also there-everything is there in the 
heavens. And whatever money I was get- 
ting from the Army, I was giving all that 
money to Baba Bishan Das and he was 
giving me only five rupees for my per- 
sonal expenses. And whatever property I 
had of my own, from my family, I was 
giving that also to Baba Bishan Das, and 
he was making an Ashram of that. 

When we came back after fighting, 
after the war was over, we were posted 
in the hills of Simla for resting. One 
night, I felt a great longing to see Baba 

*At this time, Sant Ji would have been in his late 
teens. 
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Bishan Das, and I started out at mid- 
night to see him. At that time I was feel- 
ing that I was doing a lot of work-I was 
doing the work of bravery for Baba 
Bishan Das. And in the village in which 
he was living there were many relatives 
of mine living also. In order to get to his 
ashram, I had to go through that village, 
after getting off the train. Because I was 
a Sikh gentleman, and because I was a 
military man, and in the military they 
have orders that you have to fix your 
beard and mustache very well, using 
some fixer, because of all this I was well- 
dressed and I had fixed my beard and 
mustache; I was looking just like a 
gentleman. 

So when I was going to see Baba 
Bishan Das, and the villagers, because 
they knew how Baba Bishan Das was go- 
ing to treat me, were very much curious, 
and started talking with each other: 
"Look at this man! Now he is well 
suited and booted and when he goes to 
Baba Bishan Das, let us see how he will 
treat him." And when I went to see 
Baba Bishan Das, and I bowed right 
down to him, he pulled my beard and 
mustache down, and he removed all that 
fixer I had. My relatives who lived right 
there felt very sad, and they re- 
buked me. But my heart was not af- 
fected by any public shame. 1 under- 
stood this: "I am lacking in Karmas. My 
Karmas are not good, that is why the 
Mahatma is not gracious to me." And 
after some time, he gave me all he had, 
with very much grace. 

After showering grace on me, he told 
me, "The Ashram that you have paid 
for-you have no right in that Ashram." 
He told me, "You are not to get at- 
tached to this place, because you have to 
travel a lot. Your goal is a higher goal." 
And he told me, "The One Who has to 
give you the rest of the thing, He will 
come to you by Himself." 
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ALLISON'S SHADOW 
THIS IS THE LAST PART OF A STORY BY 

TRACY LEDDY 

THE DESERT 
I 

Allison and the prince climbed down 
from the bluff at last and stood facing 
a vast and barren plain. Not a tuft of 
grass or shrub or tree was to be seen 
anywhere on it and a cold wind blew 
steadily across the rough ground. The 
mist had lifted entirely here but the sky 
was dull and grey. Thick layers of low 
clouds scudded in an endless rush from 
one side of the horizon to the other. 

The princess shivered involuntarily and 
drew her cloak close around her. Ths 
prince himself seemed unaffected by 
either wind or landscape but he spoke 
to Allison with understanding and con- 
cern in his voice, saying, "I realize this 
is the most inhospitable terrain we have 
yet encountered, Allison, but there is 
no help for it. Our path lies directly 
across the plain; see, there is where it 
begins." And he pointed to a very rocky, 
narrow track which showed up clearly 
in the ground almost at their feet. 

Allison looked down at her bare feet 
and grimaced. There had been mosses 
and damp leaves, carpets of pine needles 
and soft, moist earth to walk on as they 
journeyed through the forest, and all 
kinds of foliage above them and around 
them for shelter. Here there would be 
no protection at all. She sighed, "Let us 
go on as quickly as possible across this 
place if you say we have no choice," 
she answered him. 

It was here on this plain that Allison 
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had the most difficult time of all with 
the travelers she met. 

The first one was a sad-faced, gaunt 
young woman who was forever punish- 
ing herself for things she had done or 
not done. She denied her body proper 
food, she whipped herself with thongs, 
she wept and wailed and poured ashes 
on her head and cried out, "Woe is me, 
woe is me." Allison disliked her on 
sight but she recognized her very quick- 
ly. Facing this woman, she was immedi- 
ately reminded of the many times at 
her father's court she had felt those 
same pangs and had hidden them under- 
neath a cheerful disposition. With re- 
membrance, her dislike melted away 
and she soon opened her arms and em- 
braced her. But, unlike the many other 
travelers who now crowded at Allison's 
heels, this one clung to her like a crab, 
twined herself around her body like a 
most pernicious vine and would not let 

go. 
Allison strove to continue walking be- 

side the prince with this heavy encum- 
brance but could only manage a few 
halting steps a day, so hampered was 
she. 

"Oh, please, help me," she cried out 
finally to the prince after several days 
of this futility. "I do not understand 
what is wrong; I have seen her, accepted 
her and now I cannot get rid of her and 
with her hanging onto me like this, I 
can hardly move." 

"All you have to do is ask for for- 
giveness," said the prince, "Once you 
do that she will leave you alone and 
join with the others who follow you." 

A wave of sadness and remorse en- 
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gulfed the princess and with the young 
woman still clinging to her she turned 
her grief-stricken face toward the prince. 
"I can see so many bad things passing 
before me now, I d o  beg for forgive- 
ness." And from within her own song 
came her comfort. "It is given, of 
course," said the prince, "Now you 
must be sure to forgive yourself." The 
song in his voice calmed her and light- 
ened her heart. The young woman loos- 
ened her hold on Allison and slipped 
away into the walking throng. 

Further along across the plain, Allis- 
on  was confronted by a middle-aged 
couple, a husband and wife, who would 
not let her pass. The woman had an  
anxious, care-worn face; her nails were 
bitten down to the quick and her lips 
were cracked from constant licking. Her  
entire body shook in a palsy of nervous 
apprehension. Her husband was stooped 
over with weariness and defeat, His eyes 
were downcast and his entire bearing 
was one of indifference. He  hardly no- 
ticed Allison's presence except to bar 
her way. In  truth, they were a most un- 
attractive pair. 

Allison looked them up and down 
with contempt and all her good inten- 
tions left her. Accept these two as part 
of herself, she thought. never. What did 
she know of worries or  cares or  weari- 
ness and defeat: She was a princess, 
after all, one who had been born with a 
song inside her and who now had a royal 
escort who was taking her home to his 
father. 

Knowing both her thoughts and her 
needs, the prince quietly left her once 
more to work things out for herself. 

And it came about that Allison and 
the couple sat oposite each other in the 
middle of that barren plain for a long, 
long time. Alison was filled with such 
resentment she would not speak; the 
couple seemed unable to do so. And for 
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a long, long time Allison was complete- 
ly unaware that this couple, of all those 
she had encountered thus far, was bound 
to her by the heaviest of heavy chains. 

Eventually, odd things began to hap- 
pen to Allison's thinking. She started to 
wonder how long the journey was going 
to take and how long it was going to be 
before they had crossed the plain. She 
wondered where the prince had gone 
and when he would return. She started 
to fret about her feet which were being 
bruised and cut by the rocky path she 
trod. She began to worry about her 
looks, her clothes, her food. I n  her 
mind, these thoughts and others like 
them went round and round until she 
was paying almost no attention to the 
song inside her. All she was concerned 
about were her own comfort and safety. 
She wrinkled her brow and bit her lips. 
She plucked a t  loose threads on her 
cloak. Her  shoulders hunched against 
the omnipresent wind and her eyes lost 
their customary sparkle. 

"Nothing is going right anymore." 
she muttered to herself. "Look at the 
place I am in. Whatever is going to be- 
come of me." I t  was when she began 
chewing on her fingernails that she 
caught herself. She looked up. She could 
see the faces of the man and woman 
opposite her very clearly and they were 
first the faces of her mother m d  father 
and then they were her own And I can 
assure you there was not a trace of con- 
tempt or resentment in her gesture as 
she threw her arms wide to them both 
and embraced them heartily. 

"If you did not h o w  these things 
then. you must come to know them 
now." said the prince upon rejoining 
her, "That was another of my father's 
few rules." Allison w,ls silent. very 
gr.lteful for his visible presence once 
more. 

Rocks were disturbed on the path 
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behind her but she did not even turn to 
look, much less question the cause, and 
they went on. 

I1 
In  the next few days, Allison and the 
prince walked far across that gloomy 
plain. When they finally stopped to rest, 
Allison's feet were torn and bleeding 
and she sank down onto the bare ground 
as though onto velvet cushions. "I sug- 
gest you get as much sleep as you can," 
said the prince briefly, "We'll be rising 
early in the morning to continue on our 
way." 

An impenetrable darkness fell sud- 
denly, like a curtain, over the desert. 
There was no light in the sky at all and 
no sound. save that of the ever-present 
wind. Allison curled her aching feet be- 
neath her and slept. 

Hours later, when she awoke and 
found the darkness unchanged, she 
called out to the prince, and asked what 
had happened. He did not answer her. 
She called out again, louder. There was 
still no answer, and Allison's heart sank. 
She had experienced the prince's sud- 
den disappearances and reappearances 
many times when they were traveling 
through the forest, but this continuing 
blackness frightened her as the mist 
never had. "Please come back to me 
right away," she pleaded, "I'm afraid 
to be alone here." 

She stood up and took a few cautious 
steps in the direction of the prince's last 
visible resting place and was stopped al- 
most immediately by a soft, heavy bar- 
rier on the ground at her feet. She knelt 
down fearfully to touch it and gasped; 
it was a human body but most assuredly 
not that of the prince. With dread Al- 
lison realized she had to face still an- 
other travclcr, alonc in the darkness on 
this empty plain. 

"Who are you?" she asked hesitantly. 
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There was no answer. She leaned closer; 
what little breath remained in that rag- 
ged, wretched form came out in low 
moans. "What's the matter?" Allison 
cried out in alarm, "Oh, please, tell me, 
what is the trouble?" The figure lay 
motionless, as though he heard nothing, 
and continued to moan, as though the 
world were at an end. "Oh, really," 
thought Allison in a state of acute agi- 
tation, "I cannot stand any more. I just 
can't bear this alone. Where are you, my 
prince, where are you?" and she began 
calling his name into the darkness again 
and again. But only the keening wind 
answered her. 

And then Allison began to hear voices 
whispering beside her. "You see," they 
said, "He has really left you this time. 
He never meant to stay. I t  was all a 
trick; bringing a lovely young princess 
away from home and family, subjecting 
her to a cruel and dangerous journey 
and then leaving her all alone to die 
with someone who is half-dead already 
for comfort. You see," continued the 
voices, "You were a fool to have trusted 
that guide of yours so completely that 
you would follow him anywhere. I t  al- 
ways ends up like this, lost and alone 
in the darkness. There is nothing left 
for you but death." 

Allison covered her ears in stark ter- 
ror. She could barely hear the song in- 
side her for the whispering that was 
growing more and more insistent. "I 
won't listen to you, I won't believe you," 
she shouted into the wind, "You're 
wrong, you're so wrong! You'll see; he'll 
come back; he always has." But the long 
hours went by, the man beside her never 
stirred and the darkness never changed. 
The prince, for all her tears and en- 
treaties, never came. 

The voices jeered at her and ridiculed 
her and whispered, "You see, there is 
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no king, there can be no other end to 
your journey than this one because there 
is no king!" All their evil insinuations 
awoke a doubt in Allison she had never 
dreamed existed. And the voices kept 
at her until, with a broken cry, she fell 
down beside the dying man and lay as 
inert as he, unable to withstand the on- 
slaughts of her tormentors any longer. 

I t  was in this condition of extreme 
hopelessness and despair that the mali- 
cious voices left her. And a little later 
it was as though a door had opened 
somewhere in her mind and she passed 
through that door into a place of inex- 
tinguishable light which was glorious 
to behold. As Allison gazed into the 
very center of the light, a form began to 
appear. I t  was a figure made of light, a 
figure vaguely familiar to her. The figure 
walked toward her and held out his arms 
to her and embraced her tenderly as 
though she were very, very precious to 
him and said, "Come to me, daughter, 
for I love you more than you will ever 
know." And his voice was like her song. 

In  that chilly, windy land, Allison 
felt warm all over, inside and outside, 
as though the light she saw penetrated 
and affected every cell and pore of her 
body. The sensation was very like the 
curious thrumming which had shaken 
her on several occasions before. The 
song burst forth within her in all its 
wondrous sound. And Allison's heart 
was opened up and filled with love and 
trust even greater than what she had 
felt for the prince when he came to her 
father's court so long ago. "My king," 
she murmured fervently, "I will come 
to you, even alone, even in darkness, I 
will come." 

As soon as she had finished speak- 
ing, the darkness lifted completely as 
quickly as it had dropped. The sky be- 
came brighter, but was still overcast 

with clouds. Allison sat up and leaned 
over the man groaning beside her. Like 
so many others before him. he wore her 
own face. She smiled at him now and 
embraced him warmly. "Come along 
with me," she toid him, "I don't know 
how much further we have to go." 

A very familiar hand patted her shoul- 
der. "Not too far. as it happens." said 
the prince. "I almost let myself die back 
there, you know," said Allison. "But . . ." 
"But you did not," finished the prince 
and he smiled deep into her eyes. 

As they continued on their rocky 
path, Allison looked down at her feet 
and was amazed to find a pair of thick 
and finely crafted boots covering them. 
And then she noticed something else 
strange; for the first time since her jour- 
ney had begun. she was able to see that 
the prince wore the very same kind of 
boots on his feet. "You have the best 
protection now. surely. I think," laughed 
the prince and the two of them fairly 
danced their way across the rest of that 
desert plain. 

T H E  OCEAN 
I 

The deep, dense forest was behind them; 
the wide, barren desert had been crossed. 
The landscape in which the travelers 
found themselves now was a gentle one 
of rolling fields and meadows and small 
waterways. The sky was hazy but bright; 
only the lightest of clouds still obscured 
the sun. By this time Allison's path 
through the fragrant, flower-laden ter- 
rain was easy to follow and the music 
of the flowing water bordering the grass 
mingled with the growing song inside her 
and delighted her. 

Allison and the prince spent one night 
in a field full of fireflies; she resisted 
closing her eyes for as long as she pos- 
sibly could, their tiny, winking lights 
were such a wonderful sight, especially 
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to one who had never seen the stars. 
And in hcr dreams that night Allison 

was standing inside an immense chamb- 
er, the walls of which were made entirely 
of triangles of clear and sparkling glass. 
"Why, it's like living inside a diamond." 
she said to herself joyfully, "How very 
beautiful it is!" The room stood on top 
of a high mountain and it made her 
think she could see over the whole 
world. At first, she stood quietly, close 
to the glass walls, absorbing the view. 
But eventually she was moved to stand 
in the very center of the room in which 
a huge fire was burning. From there she 
could see the fire reflected in almost all 
the windows, but she quickly noticed 
that some windows were blank, as 
though something were blocking the 
light. 

I t  took Allison a few minutes to real- 
ize it was she herself who was blocking 
the firelight and she immediately tried 
to move to one side out of the way. As 
soon as she did this, she saw her own 
reflection cast upon the glass-the re- 
flection of a strong and lovely princess, 
radiant, brave and serene. She stepped 
to the opposite side, still trying to get 
out of the way, and she saw a totally 
different reflection-a dark blob without 
features and with only a suggestion of 
her royal form. And this became her 
quandary: if she stood in the center of 
the room, she blocked the light com- 
pletely and if she stepped to one side 
or the other. she saw only her own re- 
flections, one very familiar and one un- 
known. And it seemed to her to be much 
more important to see the world through 
the reflection of the firelight than to go 
close to the glass and see it with her 
own eyes. Because Allison truly wanted 
the light to shine through all the win- 
dows, she pondered and pondered a 
solution to her dilemma with all her 
heart. 
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Then she remembered the prince's 
words from long ago, "This path is an 
embrace, a continuous and ever-widen- 
ing embrace." As soon as she had had 
this thought, she watched a marvelous 
thing; the two reflections of herself 
turned slowly toward each other and 
clasped each other close directly in front 
of the fire. Now a strange thing hap- 
pened; where there had been two re- 
flections of the princess there was in- 
stantly a third one only. This one, how- 
ever, was as transparent as the glass in 
the windows of the room itself and 
through this figure the firelight shone 
everywhere with a brilliance far greater 
than that of the sun. 

Allison awoke with a feeling of deep 
happiness. She didn't really understand 
the dream, but it had made her feel 
very happy, all the same. 

"Sleep well?" asked the prince with a 
twinkle in his eyes, "Let's go then; 
we're almost there." 

I1 
Their path by the stream led them to 

the banks of a river which widened and 
widened as they walked along. The air 
became steadily clearer and the light 
became steadily brighter until at last a 
day came when the prince and Allison 
and all the others who had followed 
her for so long stood on a long, thin 
finger of sand which pointed far out to 
the open sea and the sun was shining 
over their heads in a cloudless blue sky. 

"You never told me we were going to 
have to cross the ocean, too," said Allis- 
on reproachfully. "You never asked," 
replied the prince, "Besides, you kept 
assuring me you would follow me any- 
where.'' "Well, how are we going to do 
it, then?" asked the princess after a 
minute's observation, for she could see 
the entire beach was bare. "Oh, you 
needn't worry about that," he answered, 
"I was given a boat by my father for 



this last part of the journey." And he 
reached into a pocket in his cloak and 
took out a few small pieces of wood. 
They were heavy and highly polished 
and very intricately carved. When Allis- 
on touched one piece it throbbed and 
hummed like a living thing. Again Al- 
lison was reminded of the curious 
thrumming sensation she had experi- 
enced before. The wood also made her 
think of lightning and of her song. 

"You may put the boat together, if 
you like," said the prince. "But it looks 
so very small," said Allison with a catch 
in her voice, for she was beginning to 
feel frightened again. "It's big enough 
for you and me and that is all the 
room we need." said the prince quietly. 
"But . . ." Allison was not understand- 
ing this turn of events at all, "What 
about all these others I've brought with 
me all along the way . . ." The prince's 
face became unusually serious. He 
sighed and looked up at the sun. "It is 
time, isn't it, Father," he murmured, 
half to himself. Aloud he said, "Why 
don't you look behind you, Allison. 
see what unknown one has also come 
all this way with you, dogging your 
every step, and face her now in the full 
light of day." 

And Allison looked. A towering dark 
form covered all the legions of people 
behind her and the shadow was quite 
recognizably her own. I t  only looked 
menacing, for in truth it was a pathetic 
creature, mean and helpless, weak and 
self-seeking. It sought only its own 
pleasure and cared not a whit for any- 
thing or anyone else in the world. It 
was dirty and ugly and shiftless, mis- 
trustful and violent; anyone could see 
that it was capable of doing great harm 
to itself as well as to others if its de- 
sires were thwarted in any way. Most 
terrible of all, it had no song. 
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Weeping uncontrollably. Allison sank 
onto her knees in the sand and pros- 
trated herself before her shadow, "You," 
she sobbed, "You have followed me all 
the way from my father's palace with 
no recognition whatsoever. I couldn't 
see you in the fog and mist which sur- 
rounded me for so long nor could I see 
you in the darkness of the desert, but 
even when I did begin to see you I 
didn't pay any attention. I understand 
that dream now; you are as much a 
part of me as the princess whom I know 
so well. I see you very clearly here and 
of course you must come with us. too. 
I was forgetting that any strength. any 
goodness in me at all comes only from 
my song." 

As she reached out her arms to em- 
brace her shadow, the very last of the 
chains binding Allison to this earth fell 
off into the fine, white sand. And then 
the strangest thing of all happened. The 
many, many faces under her shadow, 
both human and animal, shifted and 
blended together into one until all that 
remained was Allison's own body seem- 
ingly asleep in her arms. Allison looked 
questioningly at the prince. He shook 
his head. "Put her down gently on the 
high sand," he directed her. "This is 
her place to rest. My father insisted that 
you bring everyone this far, but only 
the song he put inside you before you 
were born can cross the ocean back to 
him and the boat he gave me is big 
enough for that." 

Then the little, little shining child 
who had been Allison long ago, placed 
Allison's sleeping body high upon the 
?and and stood silently. expectantly. and 
looked up at the prince, her guide. Her 
large grey eyes were luminous in her 
glowing face, peace surrounded her and 
the sound of the song within her rose 
and rose until it was many times louder 
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than that of the sea splashing beside her eyes shining like twin suns, "The song 
tiny feet. in you is strong enough now to make 

"Come, Allison," cried the prince, this crossing. The boat is ready, the sea 
turning toward the water, his own usual- is calm and the father of light awaits 
ly serene face suffused with joy and his us." 

THE END 

To Solve the Mystery 
(Continued from page 12) 
ter Sawan Singh left the body, the other 
people at the Ashram at Beas celebrated 
the death anniversary of Master Sawan 
Singh. They announced that on April 
2nd, Master Sawan Singh had left the 
body. But on that date, Mastana Ji 
celebrated Master Sawan Singh's birth- 
day. Because he was saying, "Those 
who say Master Sawan Sinkh is dead, 
people should go ask them in the court 
why they had taken Him as Guru who is 
subject to birth and death? Because our 
Sawan Shah is never dying." He was 
saying, if Sawan Shah himself is in- 
volved in births and deaths, what good 
can He do  for us? Because Shabad is our 
Guru, Naam is our Guru; Shabad or 
Naam has assumed the body-has come 
into the body-only to make us under- 
stand the reality. That's why Master 
never told us that He is our Master or He 
is our Maharaj. That's why Saints tell 
us, "Your Guru is within you." But we 
are not catching the Guru Which is 
residing within us. Whatever sacrifice we 
have to do to meet that inner Guru, that 
is little in Sant Mat. And those within 
whom the love is created for that inner 
Guru, they are not sleeping much, they 
are not eating much, unless they are 
meeting their Guru within. 

When I was meditating in 16 PS Ash- 
ram, I had a sign put outside the Ashram 
saying that those who want to be cru- 
cified while living, only those should 
come in this Ashram. There was one 

more sign board there: "Rest is illegal. 
Those that want to rest, they should not 
come in the Ashram." Those that 
wanted to  stay there and meditate, I had 
told them to sign a paper that they had 
to be up before three o'clock. In the be- 
ginning some agreed that they would get 
up at twelve o'clock, some agreed to get 
up at two o'clock (at that place we were 
not ringing any bell). Because it is our 
responsibility to  get up-why should we 
ring a bell?-we are getting up for God. 
According to his promise, if one was not 
keeping his promise-not getting up a t  
the scheduled time-he was not allowed 
to sit for meditation. He  was not even 
allowed to come into the Ashram again. 
Nobody was allowed to sit after taking 
tea. We were throwing out their bedding 
saying, "You are not the lover of Hazur. 
You only know how to talk." 

But now, you see, after sleeping for all 
night, if we are sitting for one hour then 
also we have so many complaints for our 
Master. Someone is complaining be- 
cause of the pain, someone is complain- 
ing because of sleep-just think of how 
many complaints we have. When you go 
within you will know how much our 
Hazur is waiting for us. When He was 
living in His physical form at that time 
we didn't have so much responsibility to  
go within and see Him, but now that He 
has left the body, He has left the 
physical plane, now it is our responsi- 
bility and duty to go within and see Him, 
as soon as possible. 
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