PART THREE



CHAPTER FORTY-THREE

After the 1955 tour in the western countries, Kirpal's life
on earth just got busier and busier. His days were filled
with the demands of a world struggling to rise above the
clutches of maya or illusion.

As His name became more and more known among seek-
ers in India and abroad, so He faced the need to stretch the
hours of His day to meet the ever-widening burden of work.
From the simplest village farmer to the religious or politi-
cal leader, from the unknown to the famous, they flocked
to His door.

The various sects among the religious sought His atten-
tion, advice and uplifting company. The politicians brought
their problems to Him - personal or official - knowing they
could trust His wisdom and discretion. The followers were
always seeking His darshan, just for its spiritual value and
for consolation and inspiration - to get them through the
difficulties of their lives.

To many of Kirpal's Indian followers, the 1955 Western
Tour had seemed like an eternity. Some were able to seek
Him out at Sawan Ashram. For others, Kirpal did His best
to visit them in the various towns and villages that were
fortunate to have a Satsang group already established. The
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official work directed from the Ashram had piled up during
His absence and required many hours of His attention.

From now on, Kirpal’s days would overflow with activ-
ity, even more than they ever had before. Now the world
would demand more and more from this man who was not

just a man, but was: man filled to overflowing with the love
of God.

In continuation of the previous chapter’s subject, dealing
with individual approaches to the Master, the account of a
young woman’s experiences on the spiritual path will be of
interest. Simple and uneducated, her name was Permeshweri
and she lived with her husband and their two sons.

From early childhood, she had a strong desire to see God
and He was never far from her mind - to such an extent that
all too often her worldly duties were forgotten. Her husband
constantly complained of her lack of interest in both himself
and the children, for she spent most of her time quietly sit-
ting in a corner or roaming around in a daze, her attention
lost in some world of her own. One day she totally forgot
to feed the children and on her husband’s return from work
he found the boys hungry and crying, with no food in the
house for any of them. It was the last straw and he lost his
temper, beating Permeshweri severely.

This was such a shock to her that in the night she sneaked
out of the house and ran away. Less than twenty years old,
she had been brought up in a sheltered fashion and had nev-
er been out alone at night, but she ran on and on, trying to
get as far away from her home as possible. When she ran
out of breath, she slowed down to a walk and continued
walking for two or three hours until, thoroughly exhausted,
she threw herself on the ground, under a bridge, and slept.

Waking at daybreak, she got up and began walking again.
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As she was passing a bus stop, a bus drew alongside and sev-
eral people boarded. Permeshweri followed them. No one
asked for her fare and she sat there, lost in the remembrance
of God. After several hours, the bus reached its destination.
All the passengers disembarked except Permeshweri, who
sat quietly in her seat, lost in her own thoughts.

The driver and the conductor approached her and asked
if she was sick, for they had noticed that she had not stirred
from her seat the whole journey, not even to take a drink
of water at any of the bus stations along the way. She told
them, ‘No’, looking around her, bewildered. She asked them
what place they had come to but, thinking she was a little
unbalanced, they gave her some money and told her to go
and eat something.

At a small roadside café, she had a meal and, on inquir-
ing, discovered that she was in the town of Hardwar. This
gave her a joyful feeling, to know she was in the sacred
city. Hari-dwar, which means gateway to God, stands on
the banks of the Ganga and is a holy place of pilgrimage
for all Hindus.

Permeshweri was happy, and thought that God Himself
had brought her to the famous religious center. The café
owner saw something in her manner that was different from
most of the people who came to eat his food, and he asked
her if she had a place to stay. When he learned she was
alone, with no place to go, he was concerned and advised
her to be careful for, he warned, holy places harbor many
unholy people!

Giving her directions, he sent her to a certain pious and
dedicated woman who spent her time helping women and
young girls who were lost, destitute or in need of shelter. She
lived in a small single room near the banks of the sacred Ganga,
and she welcomed Permeshweri with kindness and love.



403

Permeshweri relaxed and enjoyed the modest security
for a few days, but it soon became clear that her hostess
had no money of her own, depending entirely on help from
any beneficent source. If there happened to be no food to
eat, she just said her prayers, thanked the Lord and went
off to sleep!

To solve this very real problem, an interested person ad-
vised Permeshweri to buy ghee* from a nearby village and
take it to the city of Meerut, about ninety miles away, where
she could sell it at a higher price. This would create a small
income to live on. Supplementing the advice with enough
money for the initial purchase of ghee, the kind person also
gave her the return bus fare to Meerut.

With this modest business, Permeshweri earned enough
to keep them both in food, by making four trips in a year to
sell the ghee. But life is full of change, and one day the old
woman died. Once again, Permeshweri was alone. She was
young, but frightened and lacking in confidence. Facing the
world alone was terrifying to her and in desperation she
thought about ending her life. On the day the old woman
was cremated at the cremation ground, Permeshweri spent
the whole of that day there, crying.

When night fell, she was still at the cremation ground,
but fortunately had turned to God for consolation and was
quietly sitting in His remembrance. As her thoughts reached
out to the Lord, she suddenly saw brilliant light, and in that
light was a white-clothed figure with a white turban and
glowing beard.

The figure smiled at her and told her not to despair.
“Your time has come,” He said, ‘and you will be rewarded
for your sincere search for God.” The beautiful figure then
disappeared.

* Clarified butter.
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Permeshweri could not move for a long time. She could
hardly believe what she had seen and heard, but the face
and the eyes of the heavenly being were imprinted in her
heart, and she would not be able to forget them. An envel-
oping calm enwrapped her whole being, as if she was in the
comforting lap of her mother. She arose and returned to her
room feeling entirely uplifted and very happy.

A few days later, it was time to take the ghee to Meerut.
When the bus reached there, she alighted with the rest
of the passengers, some of whom were being met and
greeted by a man. She heard snatches of their conversa-
tion: *. . . we will go straight to the Satsang ground . . .
Maharaj Ji will be there . .

Hearing their enthusiastic exchanges, Permeshweri felt a
strong desire to attend the same Satsang, so she asked if she
might accompany them. They readily agreed. When they ar-
rived at the Satsang, Permeshweri stood still with amaze-
ment. She felt she must be dreaming, for there, seated on
the dais and holding the Satsang, was the same person she
had seen in her vision at the cremation ground.

It was like a continuation of the dream as she sat and
listened to His wonderful words. After the Satsang, some
friendly people took her and gave her food and found her a
place to sleep. They told her that the very next day Maharaj
Ji would be giving initiation on the holy path.

Permeshweri, still in her dream-like state, had not ut-
tered a word through all this but the next morning she was
among the aspirants who made their way to where the ini-
tiation would take place.

Standing in line with the others, she waited to be accept-
ed and, as Kirpal came along, He glanced at her and nod-
ded His approval. Silently she sat through the procedures
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and the follow-up talk given by the Master. Kirpal then
returned to His temporary quarter for lunch and a short rest
before returning to Delhi.

That afternoon, as Kirpal was getting into the car, a man
came forward with his hands folded. He asked Kirpal what
should be done with the girl who was initiated that morn-
ing and was still in deep meditation, out in the open at the
place of initiation.

Kirpal told the driver to drive by that spot, and He got
out of the car and looked at Permeshweri. Turning to the
man in charge of the Meerut sangat, He told him to have
Permeshweri picked up from where she was and placed in a
room where she would not be disturbed until she came back
to her body hersellf.

So this was done, and Permeshweri continued her medi-
tation for three days. When she finally returned to the body,
she quietly picked up her can of ghee that had been kept
near her, and made to walk out. The disciples, of course,
did not allow her to leave just like that and they served her
with loving kindness, giving her food and drink. Her ghee
was bought then and there, and they begged her to spend
some days with them. But Permeshweri smiled and shook
her head, and with fond farewells she returned to Hardwar.

Many months later, Kirpal was returning to Delhi by
road, after a tour in the Punjab. He remarked that it would
be nice to go via Hardwar and sit for a while beside the
River Ganga before going on to Delhi.

Hardevi was surprised at this unusual suggestion, and
pointed out that Hardwar was a considerable detour off
their route, but Kirpal again expressed His wish, so off they
went to Hardwar.

The disciples who lived in Hardwar were overjoyed at
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their Guru’s unexpected visit and ran from house to house
or used the telephone to spread the news to all the Hardwar
followers. Within half an hour, a small group of devotees
had gathered around Kirpal beside the flowing waters of the
Ganga. Steadily, the numbers increased until a large gather-
ing had formed. Kirpal went on smiling and greeting each
one of them, talking and listening to their problems.

After some considerable time, Kirpal’s mood changed to
a quiet and thoughtful mode. He then looked around the
sea of faces and said, ‘Isn’t there a woman who lives here,
who was initiated in Meerut just a few months ago?’

Everyone looked at each other blankly, until someone
spoke up, ‘Maharaj Ji, we think she must have left Hardwar,
for she hasn’t been seen for nearly two months.’

Kirpal grew silent once again. Then He got up and
stretched a little, saying that it would be nice to walk
around a bit before going back to the cars, and with that
He started walking toward the other end of the bank. Of
course, everybody followed Him.

They had gone some distance, leaving the busy area far
behind, when Kirpal turned to one man and said, ‘Didn’t
Permeshweri live somewhere at this end?” The man replied,
“Yes Maharaj Ji, actually we are very near her place’, and
he pointed to a broken-down row of rooms. As they drew
closer, he again pointed - ‘That one is Permeshweri’s, but
the door is locked and she has not been seen around for
some time.’

Kirpal looked at the door and remarked, ‘It is not locked
from the outside,” and turning to another man, told him to
knock on the door. When there was no response from in-
side, Kirpal told them to break in the door. Surprise and
wonderment registered on the faces of the followers, but
they did as Kirpal had instructed. As the door opened, one
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man entered the room, but he came out in a hurry, exclaim-
ing, “There is a woman in there, but she is totally naked!’

On hearing this, Hardevi stepped forward, pushing ev-
eryone aside, and went into the room alone. She saw the
thin, emaciated form of Permeshweri sitting there without
any clothing on. Hardevi draped her own shawl around the
girl and then asked Kirpal to come in. He went inside, and
placing His hand on her head gently, called to her two or
three times. The few who had entered the room with Him
saw a shivering movement pass through the young woman’'s
thin frame and she opened her eyes. With an unbelieving
wonder in them, she said, ‘Have You really come?’ Kirpal
smiled and replied, “Yes, you called me.’

Permeshweri was washed, clothed and fed. She was
extremely weak, for it came to light that she had been in
deep meditation continuously for forty-eight days, without
a break. She was then left in the loving care of some of the
ladies of the Hardwar Satsang.

Hardevi remained quiet for a long time, but when they
were on their way to Delhi, she said to Kirpal, 'Why is it
that You lead us all a dance? Why could You not just tell
us that You have to go to Hardwar to save this girl? Why
go through these things as if they were coincidence? — as if
You happened to be here when she needed help? Maharaj
Ji, life would be so much easier if You would just openly do
what has to be done, for You are all-knowing and are aware
of everything that is happening. You play with us as if we
were mere children.’

Kirpal laughed at this outburst and said, ‘For one thing,
I just go wherever He leads me. For another, if I was what
you say, I would not dare to reveal it, for people would start
worshipping me instead of God, and only an ignorant fool
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would want that. No, I can only do whatever I am told to
do.” He then changed the subject.

Kirpal, always the very essence of humility, was never
heard to say that He had done this or that, but always gave
the credit to Hazur’s divine grace — to His Master, Baba
Sawan. He was a perfect example always. He taught, by
example, how one should acknowledge the higher power
for all good actions and happenings in the world. Who He
was, in truth, was always kept enshrouded in mystery.

To many people He was just a simple man, full of love
and kindness. To the few whose eyes were truly open, He
was much more than that. A careful observer could find
clues among the small and larger incidents that occurred
from time to time, and realize that there was a lot more to
Kirpal than was obvious on the face of things. And natural-
ly, those who tapped within, and rose above the superficial
expression of life, discovered Kirpal’s true nature.



CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR

Each week, the regular Sunday Satsangs were held at
Sawan Ashram. If Kirpal was on tour, a recorded Satsang
talk was amplified for the gathering. One of the Sunday Sat-
sangs — the “monthly” Satsang — was followed the next day
by the initiation procedure, for those desiring to receive the
precious gift of Naam.

Apart from the Ashram Satsangs, others were held dur-
ing the week at private locations in other parts of Delhi.
Once again, if the Master was on tour, the people listened to
a recorded talk.

One of these locations was a large courtyard between the
houses, in Rajender Nagar, about half an hour by car from
the Ashram. During one Satsang there, something strange
happened. It was around five or six on a beautiful calm and
cool evening and Kirpal’'s voice filled the air with a healing
balm of sweet serenity that stilled the turmoil of the mind.

Everyone’s eyes were on the Master's face, each heart
absorbed in the wisdom of His words. Suddenly, the gentle
breeze wafting through the gathering began to increase in
force and within seconds had become a strong dusty wind.
At each end of the open courtyard, the public streets
were visible where pedestrians could be seen, their loose
Indian clothing acting like sails, being driven along in
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the wind, willy-nilly.

The people sitting in front of Kirpal became restless, were
trying to hold on to themselves or each other. A few got up
and ran off to find shelter.

Someone shouted ‘Look!” and all eyes turned upwards
where, in the sky, a terrifying mass of blackness was rapidly
approaching. With thoughts of hurricane and tornado flash-
ing through their minds, many in the Satsang stood up and
began pushing each other out of the way in their fright.

Kirpal, who had, up to then, continued His calm address,
stopped the talk and asked, “What is the matter with you
all?” A chorus of voices answered Him — ‘Maharaj Ji, look!
and they pointed to the approaching menace.

Like a lion, His voice roared out, ‘Sit still, what is the
matter? Is that thing going to eat you up? Sit down! He
turned His eyes upward, to the gathering darkness which
was just about to unleash its fury upon them, and suddenly
the wind changed direction and forced the dark mass back
from whence it had come. Almost immediately, all was calm
and clear, with the sun shining once again. The whole inci-
dent had happened within a brief few minutes.

Kirpal calmly continued the Satsang as if nothing had
happened, except for remarking that the Negative Power
will always try to disrupt the course of souls and their re-
union with the Source of All Life.

Only those who were present could see the intensity and
severity of the force of nature that had threatened them.
Only they knew just how, and from what danger, they had
escaped that day, for each one agreed that the mercy of the
Guru Power had blessed and protected them.

An interesting occurrence took place when Kirpal visited
a tiny village in U.P., where there lived a very small number
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of the Master’s disciples. It was situated miles away from
the nearest small town, and there was no road to link it to
the highway.

Conditions of poverty among the villagers were clear-
ly apparent and painful to see, but when Kirpal arrived in
their midst their eyes and faces shone with joy.

The small party that accompanied Kirpal on this visit felt
humbled and meritless in the face of such a wealth of spiri-
tual strength. The awareness of, and response to, Kirpal's
presence shown by these simple villagers could be likened
to kings or gods in the company of the Lord Himself. Their
very bodies radiated with the love Kirpal had brought and
was showering upon them, washing away the images of
thin forms and tattered clothing that had first impressed the
minds of the visiting city-dwellers from Delhi. Instead, they
started to enjoy the delightful company of these intoxicated
souls who were sharing their joy and love with everyone.

It was a two-day program: morning and evening Satsangs
and initiation very early on the morning of the third day.
Kirpal gave clear instructions to Hardevi that they must de-
part from the village immediately after the initiations. “We
have to leave this village before noon. It is very important
that we do so!’

The villagers enjoyed a wonderful day with the Master, who
gave His time freely in addition to the scheduled Satsangs.

Before leaving to begin the initiations on the following
morning, Kirpal again reminded Hardevi to be sure and get
everything packed and loaded on the car, for He wanted to
leave as soon as Naam had been given to the aspiring seekers.
‘It is essential that we leave before noon,” He emphasized.

Poor Hardevi. It was unthinkable that Kirpal would
start the journey without a meal, so she determined that He
would have His lunch before leaving. She disregarded His
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orders, therefore, and began preparing food. Even when
a message was brought from Kirpal to tell her that initia-
tion would be completed in twenty minutes and everything
should be ready for departure, she continued directing the
luncheon preparations.

When the procedure for connecting the souls to the
Living Life Stream was finalized, Kirpal returned and found
Hardevi busy in the kitchen. With a stern but resigned look, He
asked her if she had forgotten they were to leave before noon.

She gave Him a beautiful smile and said, ‘Maharaj Ji,
we are not leaving until You have had something to eat.
He saw her concern and love, and the tense look vanished.
With a smile, He said, “Your concern for my physical welfare
causes you to forget my wishes. Now, whatever comes, we
will have to go through it.’

Hardevi’s smile waned when she heard this, knowing
that Kirpal’s warnings were not given lightly. She pressed
Him to explain His cryptic remark, but He merely said that
she would soon know all about it.

After lunch, Kirpal sat and talked to the new initiates
while the car was being loaded. He seemed to be in no hurry
to leave and it was past two p.m. before they started on the
return journey.

The car was a new one, belonging to a disciple who had
requested that his Guru use it — with the driver — before he
and his family. The road was just beaten earth and not much
more than a pathway, but the vehicle rode the bumps well
and for a while everything went along fine. Then suddenly,
the engine gave out — just as if someone had switched it off!

The driver jumped out and opened the hood. He ex-
amined various engine parts but could find nothing wrong
— everything appeared to be in order. There was gas in the



413

tank and the battery was alive, but the car would not start.
The driver continued checking everything he could think of,
until finally he stated that he could not correct the problem.
By then it was past five p.m. and they had been stationary
for over an hour, during which time nothing and no one had
passed them by.

After looking at His watch, Kirpal said that they should
all start walking toward the nearest town or village before
darkness came, except for the driver, who would stay with
the car until some help was sent.

They began to walk the long, dusty road and it was dif-
ficult for Hardevi, for she was unaccustomed to long walks.
The cook and the other follower also traveling in the car
walked behind Kirpal, who was striding out effortlessly. It
was a joy for those following Him to watch His feet as He
walked, for they appeared to barely touch the ground, and
the proximity of His presence gave a sweet intoxication to
the excursion.

After some time, they saw a bullock cart approaching
from another dirt road at the side. They learned from its
driver that the nearest place to catch a bus to the town was
four miles ahead, and no settlements or villages on the way.
He offered to take them to the bus stop, for he was going
on past it to his own village further down the road. Fortu-
nately, he had delivered his load in another village and the
cart was empty.

Hardevi welcomed the idea of a ride, and everyone
climbed into the wooden cart that had wooden wheels and
was pulled by two bullocks. Every time the wheels went
over a ridge in the bumpy, dusty road, the cart came
down with a crashing thump at which Hardevi cried out
to Baba Sawan for mercy. Kirpal would smile hugely at
this and make some joking remark which uplifted and
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filled their hearts with encouragement and joy, enhancing
the strange journey.

When at last they were able to climb down at the bus
stop, it was nearing eight p.m. and getting dark. A bus was
scheduled to stop there every four hours, but fortunately
a bus came along in less than one hour. It was crowded
with villagers and their children, with numerous bundles
and packages but, after some shuffling, a seat was made for
the Master and for Hardevi. The stops and starts continued
until ten p.m. that night, when the bus eventually arrived at
a small town.

They found that the first train to Delhi was not until eve-
ning of the following day, so they decided to catch the early
morning bus. But where would they spend the night? There
were no hotels, inns or rest houses; so with considerable
difficulty they managed to contact Delhi by telephone and
were able to get the address of an acquaintance of a satsangi,
who lived in the town. By tonga they reached the address
and knocked on the door. The family were most surprised to
find Kirpal on their doorstep so late at night.

They had heard about the famous Satguru but had nev-
er dreamed He would ever visit them. Overjoyed with the
event, they quickly brought tea and food to refresh the wea-
ry travelers. A bed was made for Kirpal, no doubt gladly
given up by a family member, and the others cat napped
through the remainder of the night.

Early in the morning, another tonga took them all to the
bus — once again overcrowded — which jerked, shook and
rattled its six-hour journey to Delhi. When, with much re-
lief, they reached the Ashram, Hardevi, who had not been
totally well from the start of the trip, was quite ill. That
evening, as she lay resting, she asked Kirpal, ‘Can You tell
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me, Maharaj Ji, why did we have to go through such ditfi-
culties? You knew what was going to happen, didn’t You?’

Kirpal replied, “Yes, that is why I had asked to leave that
village by noon, for if we had crossed a certain area before
four p.m. everything would have been alright.’

‘What was it?” queried Hardevi. Kirpal answered, ‘Just
some Negative Power trying to show anger for the intrusion
in his area.’

Hardevi was not satisfied. ‘But Maharaj Ji, You, I know,
are God, with all powers at Your command. The other day
You just looked at that threatening black tornado during the
evening Satsang and made it go back from whence it came
and saved everyone from its terrible fury. Why could You
not stop this too?’

Kirpal looked at her thoughtfully, then said, ‘For one
thing, I am not God. As for the other incident — if that tor-
nado had hit the area, it would have damaged many houses
and taken lives, but after this little adventure we are all alive
and not harmed; just a bit of discomfort, was it not?’

With this, Kirpal picked up one of the files and began to
work, thus closing the subject.

Another vehicle, with driver and mechanic, was sent
to bring back the stranded car and driver. The mechanic
checked over the engine but found nothing wrong. When
he tried the starter, to their amazement the engine sprang
into life just as new cars are supposed to do.

The whole adventure was yet another case in point that
clearly showed how Kirpal had come to the earth for the all-
important mission of reuniting the souls back to the Source,
having little regard for any pain or physical discomfort He
might undergo to do so. Each of His children was special to
Him - a special soul who had the birthright to be reunited
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with the great Father of All. He would bend over backwards
to achieve that goal, knowing how helpless that soul had
become, imprisoned in the intricate and unyielding web of
the mind.

Some of those souls felt the anguish and pain of the
separation from the Lord as they looked into Kirpal’s eyes.
Others had no inclination to improve their lot by devoting
a little time to pursue the Truth, even after receiving the
precious inner connection. For their sakes, Kirpal chose His
words as if speaking to small children, making everything
very simple to understand.

He would use examples from life to illustrate His mean-
ings. When He returned from the 1955 tour, He told the
people how huge cities became like children’s toys when
viewed from an aeroplane thousands of feet in the sky, with
mighty rivers appearing like minuscule rivulets; explaining
that only as the soul rises into the beyond can the world,
with all its insurmountable problems, be seen as inconse-
quential; that the higher one rises, the closer one gets to the
Truth. He would plead to those sitting at His feet to try and
grasp how precious was the time in the physical body and
how quickly it was ebbing away. From all the thousands
who were fortunate to become initiated, very few really de-
sired God for God’s sake alone, and the majority could not
sever their attraction to the outer and perishable things of
the world and all its connections.

To illustrate this very subject, it is appropriate to relate
the details of an occurrence that took place in the town of
Rohtak, just a few miles from Delhi. Kirpal had visited there,
to hold Satsangs, and had blessed a certain satsangi’s home
by staying there during the program. As was usual under
those circumstances, on leaving, Kirpal gave some money to



417

cover the food He had partaken while staying there.

The hostess said, ‘Maharaj Ji, we do not want money, for
it is spent and gone so quickly — we want something that
will never finish!’

At this, Kirpal laughed and pulled an additional ten ru-
pees from His wallet and gave it to her saying, ‘Keep this
locked up separately and do not speak of it to anyone, and
it will never finish.’

The lady put the ten rupees in a small metal cashbox and
carefully locked it, keeping the key in a secret place. A few
weeks later, she was in need of money and thought of trying
out the cashbox. She opened the box, took out the ten ru-
pees and relocked the box. The next day, she unlocked the
cashbox and opened it. There was a ten rupee bill inside!
Her heart turned over with excitement, but she knew she
could not tell her husband or the children about the secret,
for she had been forbidden to speak of it to anyone.

Time went on, and whenever she was in need of some
cash she would take out the ten rupees from the box and,
without fail, the same amount was mysteriously replen-
ished inside the cashbox. So reliable was this small supply,
and so frequently did she make use of it, that she gradually
came to take it for granted.

One day the lock broke. She took the box to the lock-
smith for repair. When she returned to collect the box, the
locksmith took a ten rupee bill from his pocket and gave it
to her, saying that he had found it inside the cashbox. She
took the bill with a smile and told him, ‘Oh, this is the ten
rupees Maharaj Ji gave me,” and she went on to tell him the
whole story.

Taking the box home, she carefully locked the ten ru-
pees inside and put it away. The next time she needed some
money, she opened the box to remove the ten rupees, but the
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box was empty!

That same day, she asked her husband to take her to Delhi
to see the Master. As she sat at Kirpal's feet, she complained
to Him that His blessing had “run out”. Kirpal laughed and
told her, ‘It was not the blessing that ran out, but you forgot
the blessing and lost it.”

In the course of everyday life, it is easy to get so en-
grossed in the worldly affairs that spiritual things become
secondary and get pushed aside. Many blessings are lost, or
not even realized, because the attractions and happenings
of the world demand and receive most of a human being’s
attention, and blessings are accepted without a thought.

Sometimes a disciple complained to Kirpal that He did
not love them as much as He used to, and Kirpal would ex-
plain that the Master’s love does not diminish, but rather it
is the receiver who has no time to be receptive to His love
and attention, so occupied is he or she with other desires or
interests. Those who really long for God above all else find
that the gates are open wide.

1957 was a busy year, but what year was not? Kirpal
had graciously agreed to visit Pilibhit, Uttar Pradesh. This
would not be the first visit, for a program had been orga-
nized in 1954.

The local organizers had been given good notice, so had
sent the word around the nearby towns and villages. It prom-
ised to be a well-attended event. The leading sevadar of the
area, a Mr. Sajan Das and other helpers searched around
until they found a piece of open ground large enough to
hold several thousand people during the Satsangs. It was
not totally level, so the ready and willing followers worked

* See p.293.
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until it was clear and level. Dhurries were rented and stored
away until they needed to spread them on the ground. The
sevadars then got together to plan the necessary work.

At 6 am. on the morning of Kirpal’s arrival, fifty peo-
ple would gather to start the work of preparing the area:
spreading the dhurries, erecting the dais, etc. Some would
be given kitchen duty to make the food, and so on. They
continued planning until all the work was accounted for,
then sat down to meditate. Within a few minutes everyone
heard the pitter-pattering of rain falling. Meditation turned
to prayers as each and every one reached out to their Guru
from the depths of their hearts. Please, Maharaj [i, stop the
rain, otherwise we are lost!.

It was a troubled night for them all. The rain did not
cease but fell heavily and constantly. In the morning, the
rain was falling still. Some of the brave ones went to the
ground to find out the condition — what a sight! Hardly
any dry parts were visible — nothing but puddles, pools
and rivulets. They gazed around, dismayed. Obviously,
the Negative Power had its own idea and planned to ruin
the intentions of the Positive Power, coming in the form of
Maharaj Ji.

It rained all day and finally stopped at night. They knew
they could not use the chosen ground after such a deluge
and made an effort to find another place. The only avail-
able and dry areas were not large enough to cope with the
thousands of people expected to attend. As they searched,
they met with sarcastic humor — “Who will attend your Sat-
sang to get drowned?” The dhurrie renters wanted the mats
back, to avoid ruining them. With more laughter, they said,
‘These dhurries are not intended for lakes!’

Kirpal was due to arrive the next day. In the night they got
together again and, in desperation, everyone began praying to
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Kirpal: Maharaj Ji, we are helpless now. It is Your work and we
cannot cope — please have mercy on us; please do something; we
can do nothing; please give us Your strength and help us, O Em-
peror. For hours they prayed, but the rain started again and
developed into a fierce storm which raged until morning.

That day, Kirpal would arrive. The rain stopped at 10
a.m., but the organizers gathered together and looked at
each other. What to do? They agreed that they should view
the Satsang ground to see if anything could be done. Up to
then, they had not seen the ground since it stopped raining.

When they arrived there, they just stood silently and
gazed around, unable to believe their eyes. The whole
ground they had levelled and cleaned up was totally dry
— just as they had left it after cleaning. It looked as if not a
drop of water had touched it! All around, beyond the dry
area, was nothing but wet sludge into which one’s feet sank
with a squelch.

Of course, they jumped and danced and sang with joy.
The holy hymns rang out and so did the praise for their Sat-
guru and His grace. The dhurries were brought out of stor-
age and spread on the dry, clean ground. The shamianas
were put up and the dais erected. Everything was just in
time for the arrival of their gracious Guru.

The news of the amazing piece of protected land spread
fast. Thousands came to see the phenomenon and then
stayed on to hear the words from the Guru who was respon-
sible for having pity on His faithful sevadars. His talks were
eagerly absorbed by the raptly-listening thousands. Three
Satsangs were held, each with a burgeoning audience, many
of whom were spellbound by Kirpal’s concept of all men
sitting together to learn about the Truth, regardless of caste,
race, religion, color or position in life. The Light of God
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was in every man and every man could reach Him. The door
was open for the sinner and for the righteous, and all could
experience Him. Kirpal's love poured out with His words,
and His words, simple and to the point, had appeal for the
sincere seeker of God.

When the initiation day arrived, hundreds were there
to receive the Naam and all had an inner experience; some
more, some less, depending on each man’s background.
Two of these were blind from birth, and when they told of
the wondrous Light of God they had seen, they expressed
a deep pity for those who could see with physical eyes but
had no inner sight. The grace that Kirpal showered upon
Pilibhit would be forever remembered.

Masters do not care for the word “miracle”. It sug-
gests something other than a natural occurrence, whereas
they (the Masters) have the power to control nature and
thereby give valuable assistance to their children in a
natural, but what would seem to the unenlightened, a
“miraculous” way.

The further along the Path the student travels, the great-
er the ever-expanding view and the ever-awakening con-
sciousness in himself; he, or she, begins to acquire a more
realistic understanding of it all.



CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE

‘Man has to rediscover himself for he lives, moves and
has his very being in Truth, the Unchangeable Permanence,
with three-fold attributes of Love, Light and Life which eter-
nally shine like a lighthouse in the turbulent waters of the
world. All this is not only a possibility but actually within
the reach of all, and he who can dive deep from the surface
of his being to the center of his being embraces the totality
of his being and gets at the priceless crest jewel of his soul,
finding which nothing else remains to be found, for he who
grasps the human in himself understands all mankind. This
is one grand truth to which all our efforts are directed and
for which the World Fellowship of Religions stands.’

These words are from Kirpal’s message for the Second
Regional Conference of the World Fellowship of Religions,
held in Tehran on June 10, 1967.

From the day that Hazur had told Him of His proposal
for a place where leaders of every religion would sit togeth-
er to fully understand each other’s faith, Kirpal had kept to
the fore of His intentions that which Sawan had clearly ad-
vocated. Hence: Ruhani Satsang (the “spiritual gathering”
that Hazur spoke of) which now existed as successful real-
ity, based at Sawan Ashram and growing steadily under the
loving direction of Kirpal. Men, women and children of any
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and every faith were welcome to sit together to learn about
spirituality — spirituality pure and simple.

Further to Sawan’s wishes, Kirpal continued to promote
the concept of a platform where leaders from all religions
would commune together, exchange thoughts and under-
stand each other’s faiths and beliefs. He found a fellow
enthusiast in Muni Sushil Kumar, a prominent leader in the
Jain religion, who offered to sponsor an international plat-
form for religious leaders throughout the world — and from
there, the World Fellowship of Religions was born.

Before the conference was planned, Kirpal — at the re-
quest of the Prime Minister, Jawaharlal Nehru — travelled by
car or train to dozens of religious leaders to discuss the very
dangerous situation facing the government. A number of re-
ligious groups were making outrageous demands, threaten-
ing to reach a riot stage. The army had been called out, but
this only served to enflame the anger of the groups and to
make things worse.

As a last resort, Nehru appealed to the Master and Kirpal
suggested contacting the religious leaders personally. This
had been tried already but they would not face any gov-
ernment official. Consequently, Kirpal Himself had start-
ed travelling around to address this problem and, due to
the respect in which the leaders held this universal teacher,
they welcomed Him and listened to His appeal. His humil-
ity and His request for their help to save the situation won
them over and, when He told them about the upcoming con-
ference, they agreed to attend and meet together on a com-
mon ground and equal footing. After travelling hundreds of
miles dealing with this matter, Kirpal finally started work-
ing on the plans for the conference.

When the news circled around that Kirpal and Muni
Sushil Kumar were planning to get the different religious
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leaders together to form a fellowship, most people were
sceptical — to say the least — if not scornful. It had never be-
fore been attempted and religions were such that gathering
together to discuss each other’s faith was unheard of — even
in one’s wildest dreams!

Nevertheless, Muni Sushil was the first to have faith
in Kirpal’s concept. ‘Sant Kirpal Singh Ji Maharaj is what
He is, and if He wishes and wants this which seems an
enormous task, it will become as a child’s play and it
will succeed.’

The first World Conference was held at the Diwan-i-Aam
(Hall of Public Audience) at the Red Fort in Old Delhi, and
at Vigyan Bhavan, on November 17 and 18, 1957. Kirpal
was elected unanimously the first president and continued
to serve in that capacity for many years, presiding over a
number of world and regional conferences.

From its inception, Kirpal advanced the principles that
the WFR stood for: tolerant acceptance of the existence of
faiths other than one’s own; loving fellowship with mem-
bers of other religions; understanding of others’ ways of
thinking; a recognition of the same truths and similarities
that can be found in all faiths; acknowledgment of one
Supreme Being, Who is Father to all His children and Who,
at the spiritual level, exists in us all, and Who therefore is
the One God we all worship; to state a few.

Wherever He went (including two more world and nu-
merous Indian tours), whatever He did, Kirpal worked hard
to encourage these basic but potent precepts. He knew His
task was difficult, but narrowing the yawning gap between
the various religions could do so much to promote friend-
ship, peace and love — all of which in turn would help to
draw everyone closer to God.
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Kirpal could never forget that first time He felt He must
disobey His father, when His father told Him to refrain
from having any connection with a certain family which
for a long time had kept very controversial relations with
Kirpal’s family. He had told His father, ‘Forgive me, but
it is not necessarily so, that your enemies must become my
enemies. . ."*

From families to faiths is just a few thoughts away and
Kirpal never ceased to regard the whole human race as God’s
family and therefore each individual His brother or sister.

At the 1957 Conference, the attendance was huge — about
200,000 people, over the two days. In response to the mighty
effort of many helping hands, a considerable number of del-
egates from many religions, in India and from other coun-
tries, agreed to take part. If the principle leaders could not
attend, many sent their representatives.

The conference and the concept of WFR was en-
thusiastically welcomed, supported and attended by many
Government of India members, including the President,
Dr. Rajender Prashad; the Vice-President; Prime Minister
Jawaharlal Nehru; Education Minister Molana Abulkalam
Azad; and many other members and officials. The President
invited the delegates to Rashtrapathi Bhavan™, a very
imposing building in New Delhi.

Kirpal met informally with the delegates a number of
times. In a relaxed camaraderie they exchanged views and
Kirpal expressed His thoughts in simple words which made
a deep impression. The fact that each separate belief, in the
end, pointed to the One Truth or the One God (known by
different names), became very apparent — as did many other
similarities.

* See p.26.
** The President’s residence.
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All in all, considering the nature of what was being
attempted, that first conference was considered to be a great
success. Archpriest Rogiski from Russia was delighted with
it all. He told President Prashad: ‘I have at last met a great
spiritual man,” pointing to Kirpal; ‘At last I have found the
man | have been seeking all my life.”

The change in attitude among the delegates at the end
was pronounced. Whereas they had first met in a cool and
hesitant but polite atmosphere, after the conference they
could be seen at Sawan Ashram, where many were staying,
embracing each other and sitting in groups, enjoying deep
discussions on the meanings of each other’s beliefs.

The many opportunities for informal get-togethers, ei-
ther with Kirpal or among themselves, had a wonderful
effect of bridging wide chasms of distrust and cementing
real friendship.

The WFR sponsored four world conferences and there
were additional regional conferences. The second world
conference was held in Calcutta in July, 1960; the third and
fourth in Delhi — in February, 1965 and in February, 1970 at
the Ramlila Grounds.

As President, Kirpal spent a lot of His time involved in
directing the organization and the preparation of these im-
portant events, always with the thought of His mission in
life foremost in His mind: to bring the souls closer to God.
To whatever activity would further this aim, He gave His
time and energy unstintingly.

The partition of India — into India and Pakistan — happened
in 1947 and created many difficulties for both Hindu and
Muslim, as already explained. The effects of partition were
far-reaching, affecting many aspects of life.

Some of Baba Sawan’s Muslim followers relocated across
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the border in the new country and found that the new free-
dom in Pakistan did not include freedom of religion. Many
Muslims were so staunch in their belief in Islam, to the
exclusion of tolerance for any other faith. Some went
as far as fanaticism and demonstrated their feelings in
various ways.

Among Baba Sawan’s satsangis was an elderly man
named Nathe Khan, who had made considerable progress
on the Path. Instead of using prudence and keeping his
thoughts and feelings to himself, he talked around of his
great Guru, Sawan, and sat in meditation quite openly.

Hatred between Muslims and Hindus was still running
strong and Nathe Khan's cavalier stand for his beliefs and
his Sikh Master offended some of the bigoted types, who
told him repeatedly to renounce his Guru. His response
was always the same — he refused. Friends, family and oth-
ers advised him to do what they asked, at least outwardly,
or he was in danger of losing his life. ‘How can I save my
life by rejecting the True Life? — how could I face my Master?’
Nathe Khan was adamant.

The partisans beat him and tortured him. The old man
was frightened and trembled as he faced their vicious on-
slaught, but the only sound from his feeble voice was ‘Sawan,
Sawan.” His bravery inflamed their anger and they took him
to the flat roof of his house and proceeded to skin his poor
broken body. With hardly a breath remaining, they left him
for dead and ran off.

Nathe Khan's family and friends, scared to move until
the ruffians had gone, gathered up his body, brought him
down and carefully laid him on his bed. A weak whisper
of ‘Sawan, Sawan’ came from his battered mouth and they
knew he was still alive. They treated his whole body with
soothing medicated salve and gently bandaged him up.
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They shook their heads at each other, not expecting him to
survive, but after several days of nursing he was able to
speak to them. ‘How did you manage to bear such torture
and stay alive?’ they asked him. He told them how hard it
was at first, but then his Guru Sawan and also Kirpal came
and held his hands and smiled at him. ‘Then I was smiling
at them, in happiness.’

Over a period of years, the strict rules of the govern-
ments in Pakistan and India gradually relaxed and they
started issuing visas for people to cross the border and visit
their relatives. Satsangis in Pakistan, however, were not al-
lowed to visit India, even to see their relatives. The unhap-
py followers of Sawan wrote to Kirpal: “We are the forgotten
children of Sawan — please come to us!’

Kirpal’s loving heart was full of compassion and He wrote
to them, promising to come. However, it was two more
years before He started on the journey, with Hardevi and
four others. On April 20, 1958, Kirpal was met at the border
by a group of Sawan’s disciples. They had stood for hours
in the sun, anxious to be the first ones to greet Him. For
an instant they were stunned and overwhelmed when they
saw His car. Then they rushed toward Him as He, with open
arms, stepped out of the car. The reunion was so emotional,
everyone shedding tears — even Kirpal had tears in His eyes.
They were so overjoyed to see Him, to be near Him. He em-
braced them and told them that the happy event was all due
to Sawan’s grace, and they fell on His feet in gratitude.

In the house where He was to stay, everything was pre-
pared, with a separate kitchen for His food. Everyone knew
He would pay for His stay, but they had stocked the place
with every delicacy* Lahore could provide and begged Him

* Lahore was famous for its plentiful and omnifarious food markets.
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to pay only for what He ate. There was a large group of
followers there, many who had come from miles away, and
everyone basked in His presence and in the heart to heart
conversation, with Sawan’s name being mentioned through-
out. They were anxious to tell Him about Nathe Khan and
his agonizing experience, but the humble man protested
strongly. This was ignored and the whole event was told,
while Kirpal held Nathe Khan's hand and gazed at him with
love. Kirpal's love was such that everyone experienced the
impact of it and many felt intoxicated by it. The house was
filled with such rejoicing and happiness that the children
were bewildered by the unusual atmosphere at first, but
also got swept up in the joy.

They gave Kirpal a tour of the city, showing Him the
changes that had taken place. When they parked the car out-
side Kirpal’s old residence, He stood looking at the building
and a man passing by stopped and stared at Him. Then he
came closer and said, ‘I cannot believe what I see, but it is
You!” He was, it appeared, a great admirer of Kirpal and
lived in the same street, and he clasped Kirpal’s hands and
did not want to leave. Kirpal was recognized in many plac-
es in Lahore; all with joy, tears and so much happiness. All
accepted Him as their Muslim Pir or Master, as the Muslims
had accepted Nanak and other True Masters of the past.

This spontaneous meeting and the ensuing delighted
recognition of Kirpal happened also at Kirpal's old place
of work, called the Narsingh Das Building. A man ran up
to Him with tears flowing: ‘Oh, I wanted to see You again
before I died, and now You have given me my last desire.’
He explained to those accompanying the Satguru that, al-
though not an initiate, he had always waited at the entrance
to have a glimpse of Kirpal when He arrived and also as He
left in the evening. ‘That helped me forget my burdens — as
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it now is doing.’

The old Satsang Hall in Ravi Road, where Kirpal — by
order of Sawan — had held regular Satsangs, was still called
“Dera Baba Sawan Singh” but was now being used as a
school for children.

Kirpal gave talks in Urdu in the large hall of the house
where He was staying, using the teachings of the Muslim
Saints like Maulana Rum®*, and passages from the Koran.
Initiates and non-initiates alike came to hear Him. When
asked what His religion was, Kirpal said, “That question has
been asked of many before me, what can I say? Only that
one who has received the Kalma*™ is beyond the bonds of
any religion or fear of not belonging to a religion. As an
example, a man who does not sin or break the law, has no
need to fear the police. Those who do break laws are very
tearful of the police.’

When asked what He thought of Pakistan, He said,
‘Pakistan is beautiful. Pak means pure and istan means
land: the land of the pure. It will be lived up to when
everyone lives a life of purity, and love for all humanity
— and everyone helps each other.’

A Maulvi had come very far to see Kirpal. He bowed
down to Him, saying, ‘For three years I have seen You with-
in, so please now accept me!” Many new people were initi-
ated, but the Maulvi’s experience was exceptional.

The visit inevitably came to an end. Kirpal and the rest
of the visiting group could feel a strong and sorrowful sym-
pathy for those left behind, who knew not when they would
see Him again. However, the Master would make yet three
more visits to Pakistan — in 1959, 1962 and 1963.

* Maulana Rum (pronounced “room”) (1207 — 1273) — a great Sufi Saint
from Persia.

** The Sound Current.



CHAPTER FORTY-SIX

Around this period of time, during a Satsang, the Master
related an account of a certain incident that Baba Sawan had
told in His Satsangs. Pertinent parts of Kirpal's talk were
later made into a circular letter in English for the benefit
of His English-speaking followers. The incident that Baba
Sawan favored was told by Kirpal, as follows:

‘The rules and conduct of the Great Souls are very simple
and straightforward. Hazur used to tell of a Kazi (Kotwal,
or Censor of Morals) in Persia, who by a turn of fortune was
compelled to leave his country with his only daughter. On
the way, the caravan was attacked by robbers who killed
many in the party, and in the looting that followed carried
away the daughter of the Kazi with a view to selling her for
money. The Kazi, though wounded, escaped with his life,
and in a sorry condition reached a town where he began to
eke out a bare living. The Governor of the town, on learning
that the new arrival was learned in religious law, sent for
him and made him the Kazi of the town.

‘Time is a great healing force and gradually the memo-
ries of friends and relations, of deaths and losses fade away
from the memory of a person. He either busies himself in
rehabilitation and adjustment to new surroundings, or if
touched deeply he turns toward God alongside his worldly
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pursuits. The Kazi had had a heart-rending experience
and sometimes he would find time in all his multifarious
activities for devotion to God in solitude. Thus, several
years passed.

‘One day a few theologians appeared before the Kazi and
complained that Hafiz, a great religious devotee in Persia,
was guilty of blasphemy and spoke things against the
Koranic injunctions. They asked that he should be tried
and sentenced for heresy as he would lead the people astray
from the path of rectitude and thereby endanger religion
itself. The Kazi, after hearing the complaints, inquired as to
what the accused preached, and was informed that he very
often repeated a half-couplet which was nothing but un-
Islamic. He would say: “Bai mai Sajada rangin kun, garat
Pire mughan goeid.” (Dye thy prayer carpet in wine should
thy Master so ordain.) As the use of wine was an act of
sacrilege, a teaching to the effect that the prayer carpet be
dyed in wine was nothing but a horrible crime in direct
opposition to the religious tenets, and tended to corrupt
the morals of the people. The Kazi heard this with grave
attention and inquired the address of the devotee. He told
them that he would himself go to the man and request him
to stop his pernicious teachings.

‘The next day after discharging his daily religious
duties, the Kazi went alone to the man he had heard of,
and after formal salutations he sat before him and said:
“O thou respected being, I, thy servant, have received a
complaint against thee from people who charge thee with
leading others astray from the path of religion. Wouldst
thou stop all this?”

‘The Fakir replied that he only repeated a half-couplet
before each of his visitors, which enjoined them to dye their
prayer carpets in wine should a Master so direct. The Kazi
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requested him to change or complete the couplet by adding
the second half to it so as to clarify the meaning. At this the
Fakir directed him to another religious Fakir whose abode
was on a hilltop, who in turn told the Kazi that he would
complete the couplet if he (the Kazi) would spend the night
at a particular prostitute’s house.

‘This request came as a double-edged shock to the Kazi.
He, as the saying goes, “. . . had come with a request for the
abstinence from the observance of fasts (Mohammedans ob-
served these to gain religious merit) but was asked to offer
prayers as well!” To die the prayer carpet in wine was in
itself a sacrilegious thing, but to spend the night in a broth-
el was intolerable blasphemy. The Kazi was indignant and
on the verge of an outbreak of passion, when the thought
of all his learning and his respect for the Man of God kept
him under restraint. He tried to think of a way out of the
strange predicament in which he found himself. He had of-
ten heard that the mysterious utterances of holy people are
filled with hidden wisdom and that they utter nothing in
vain. These thoughts prevented him from taking any hasty
action against the man, and he therefore determined to fully
investigate the position first.

‘Reaching his home he accordingly sent word to the pros-
titute that he would spend the night in her house. When she
received the message she was beside herselt with joy at the
thought of such a renowned visitor, and that night when the
Kazi appeared she presented a young girl for his entertain-
ment. As the Kazi looked towards this girl he saw that she
was weeping and asked her what the matter was. Seeing
the tears stream down her rosy cheeks, he consolingly told
her that he would not lay a finger on her, but asked her in-
stead to relate, without fear, her tale of woe. At these words
the girl gathered courage, and after drying her tears she
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informed him that she was a poor orphan girl from a noble
family. For a long time she had been tended by prostitutes
who were this very night using her as a helpless instrument
in their nefarious trade. So far, she was spotless and re-
quested the Kazi to spare her the ignominy, and as she con-
cluded her story the tears once again welled in her eyes.

‘The Kazi felt very sorry for her and inquired as to how
she came to be with the prostitute, and where her original
home was so that he could restore her to her parents. The
girl then narrated her story in full and told him that when
she was eight years of age she had accompanied her father
on a caravan journey. The caravan had been waylaid by ma-
rauders who had murdered most of the persons, wounded
many others, plundered their belongings, and had carried
her off and sold her to a prostitute.

‘In those days such incidents of people being waylaid
and robbed were very common, and the Kazi had himself
been such a victim some years earlier. He made up his mind
to restore her to her parents and inquired of her place of
origin, which strangely enough turned out to be his own
home town. When she told him the street and the locality
he was very surprised at this remarkable coincidence, but
when she gave the name of her father, the Kazi, now beside
himself with surprise and joy, drew the girl towards him
in loving embrace, for it was his daughter who sat before
him. They spent that night in relating to each other their
experiences, and the following day they both went to the
religious devotee to thank him. The Kazi prostrated him-
self before the sage and confessed that it was impossible for
men of the world to understand the wisdom of the Great
Souls. All worldly learning was of no consequence before
such men, and it was only by implicitly following the sage’s
injunctions that he had been able to locate his daughter. He
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expressed his utter inability to show his gratitude for the
great favor bestowed upon him and asked for future guid-
ance and instruction. Thereupon the devout man directed
him to go back to Hafiz and ask him to complete the couplet
by adding the second half of it. This Hafiz did: “Ke Salik be
khabar na buad. Ze rah-o-rasame manzalha” (As the Master
Traveller on the Path is not ignorant of the twists and turns
on the Highway.)

‘Thus the Kazi established his faith in that good man
and from then onward became his disciple. The truth then,
is that only a fortunate person can understand the mean-
ing of their [The Masters’] apparently stray and off-hand
remarks. Every word uttered by a Saint is pregnant with
unalterable truth which lies far beyond the human ken.

To further illustrate the same principle, there is another
account that Kirpal would relate at the Satsang: of a poor
man who faces a very real problem when marrying off his
daughter. In those days, the cost of providing for dowry,
reception, etc. would make or break not only his own repu-
tation and respect, but his daughter’s too when she faced
her new life and new family members.

His only recourse was to appeal to his Master for advice,
and he made his way there. The Master sympathized with
his disciple, but having no money to give him at that time,
agreed to let him have whatever contributions came to his
door within the next few days.

Unfortunately, nothing was forthcoming, and the Master
offered the man his own shoes, which could be sold on his
way home for at least a small amount.

The disciple accepted the shoes with a heavy heart. How
could he meet the costs of his daughter’'s wedding with a
pair of old shoes? He set out to return to his own village.
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On the way, he met a long caravan of camels loaded
down with what was obviously a wealthy man’s property.
The wealthy man was leading the caravan and, as the poor
man approached him, he was aware of a strong fragrance of
his Master. The closer the poor man came, the stronger was
the fragrance. As the man passed him and started to recede
into the distance, the wealthy traveler impetuously called
out to him.

The poor disciple, his heart still aching with disappoint-
ment and worry, turned and approached the caravan. “What
do you wish, Sir?” he asked, to which the wealthy one re-
plied, “Tell me, where are you from?” The disciple told him
the name of his village to which he was returning after ask-
ing his Master for help with the wedding. He pointed out
to the sympathetic listener that the Master had given only
shoes, which he could sell for very little money.

‘Will you let me buy them? I will give you most of the con-
tents of my caravan, which are worth a considerable sum!’

The wealthy man was overjoyed to receive the blessing
from his beloved Master and the poor man was so thankful
to gain the means of solving all his problems which he never
dreamed could be achieved with an old pair of shoes!

Each man went on his way — the poor man to his home,
and the rich man to his Master. When he showed him the
shoes, the Master asked how much he had paid for them.
On being told that he had exchanged almost all of his valu-
able caravan for the shoes, the Master said, “You got them
very cheap!

He was indicating that blessings from a True Master can-
not be evaluated in terms of worldly wealth.

For the poor man it was a lesson in faith, for Mas-
ters have strange ways of working, and even when the
disciple does not understand his Master’s words or actions,



437

he should have faith that the disciples’ welfare is always
foremost in the Master’s heart.

Kirpal used many methods in reaching out to those in
need. The need was not always financial. There were those
who had various burdens of misdeeds weighing upon them
- some greater, some lesser. Having been found out, there
was no forgiveness from their fellow men, or from the law
which accused them. But Kirpal's compassion and forgive-
ness was of a higher law than man'’s.

Over the years, the Master extended His loving help
to many, even those who were termed felons — sometimes
to the extent of saving them from time in prison (by lack
of evidence, for example). There were those whose lives
completely turned around for good and they became
worthy citizens.

Some who were in prison for their deeds heard about
Kirpal and began to study His teachings, ending up as
model prisoners, spreading the words and teachings of
the Masters to their fellow inmates and even to some of the
prison guards. Many such instances ended in initiation and
an exemplary way of life. The Master’s love and compas-
sion was for everyone — not just the righteous. Kirpal always
strived for change in human beings, knowing that in each
and every person there is always room for improvement.

There were two friends who had not seen each other for
a number of years. One had the good fortune to find the
Master and was initiated. The other married a doctor of
medicine. Her husband was desperate for them to have a
child, believing that if he died without children he would
not get salvation.

Unfortunately, the efforts of the couple to have a child
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were unsuccessful. The husband arranged interviews with
several specialists, resulting in as many as four internal sur-
gery cures, which also were unsuccessful. The surgeons ad-
vised that the girl should have no more operations or they
could be fatal, but her husband was adamant that the sur-
gery should continue.

In fear of her life, Kalyani, the young wife, wrote to
her friend, a follower of Kirpal, explaining her fears and
expressing the desire to meet her before the forthcoming
surgery, because if she had to die she wished to see her old
companion once more.

The friend was about to accompany the Master on a tour
of the Bombay area and wrote to Kalyani, giving her the
itinerary of the tour and instructions to meet her in the town
that was nearest. Kalyani was delighted and replied at once,
giving information of her intention to meet her friend at a
certain town. Looking out for Kalyani, the friend watched
the allotted three days in that city go by, but Kalyani did not
come. When Kirpal and His party were ready to leave for
the train station, she requested to spend a few more minutes
waiting for Kalyani, just in case. As she was finally about
to leave, a taxicab drove up and Kalyani jumped out. Full
of apologies and in tears, she threw herself at her friend,
who begged her to control herself for they now had to rush
to the train station before Kirpal left, for it was imperative
that Kalyani meet Him.

With instructions to the driver to drive as fast as pos-
sible, the two girls were taken to the station. A huge crowd
of followers was on the platform, endeavoring to have the
last few moments with the Master. They made their way
through the thickest part to Kirpal’s compartment, and the
disciple pushed Kalyani forward, at the same time telling
the Master that her husband wanted Kalyani to have an
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operation but she was terrified.

Hardevi wanted to know where the follower had been,
for the train was due to leave in two minutes, but Kirpal
raised His hand for quiet, and with love told Kalyani to sit
on the seat opposite Him. He asked her what she wanted
and she told Him she was unhappy and very tired of life
and just wanted peace.

Kirpal told Kalyani to close her eyes and keep them
closed until told to open them. She closed her eyes and
about forty minutes later He asked her to open them. She
gazed at Kirpal with deep wonder. She said, ‘There was so
much Light — and You were there — You gave me so much
love and there was a great peace.’

She bent down and touched His feet in respect. Kirpal
smiled at her and patted her head. He told her that she can
now go in peace and she would never be alone.

The two friends left the compartment and bade farewell
to each other. Kalyani said, ‘How can I ever thank you for
taking me to the Greatest Satguru? Now I am not afraid of
anything, for I know He will always be with me; I am no
longer alone and my heart is full of peace and happiness.’

The whole event was another example of the Master’s
abundant love and grace. Kalyani’s friend had witnessed
many like instances of KirpaTs generosity but it was always
a staggering experience. Those who came to Him like chil-
dren with simple but sincere hearts were always blessed so
abundantly.

The train, it seemed, had a “problem” which took over
an hour to fix and was therefore delayed for that much time.
Kalyani died within a month — after an operation.



CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

In February 1959, a regional conference of the World
Fellowship of Religions (Vishev Dharam Samelan) was
held in Kanpur®, U.P. As President, Kirpal had to attend,
as did the Sponsor, Muni Sushil Kumar. The Master trav-
eled by car but Muni Sushil had to walk, due to the strict
rules of the Jain religion, so he started several days earlier
with some of his followers.

About 50,000 people attended the first open session. At
the close of the meeting, the organizers led Kirpal to an
elephant and requested that He ride in the gold and silver
howdah*™ which was positioned on the elephant’s back and
decorated with flowers and bells. Thousands of people,
nearly all those attending the meeting, joined the procession
- some going ahead, strewing flowers on the road, while
others followed, all chanting ‘Sant Kirpal Singh Ji ki jai,***
until they reached the town. From there, Kirpal was taken
street by street, to bless and purify the city.

The Kanpur program covered two days of Satsangs and
interviews and one day for the initiation of 300 people.

* NE of Delhi, about 275 km or 172 mi, by road. (Called Cawnpore when
the British were in India).

** Litter, with seats and canopy.

*** Hail to Sant Kirpal Singh Ji.
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India possesses a very comprehensive collection of his-
torical records from the past, including accounts of the lives
of the past great Masters. Many of these, although familiar
names among the Indian population, are not so familiar to
the people living in the western hemisphere.

Visitors to the great subcontinent often browse through
the bookstores of New and Old Delhi, finding books with in-
teresting “stories” of mystics from the past, many of which
are sceptically regarded as mythological — parables, per-
haps? Even the most learned historian with an abundance
of intellectual knowledge would — with deference — most of
the time be unable to divine the truly great Masters from
among the wealth of information. Most of the great ones
advise us that only a Master can really know a Master. “It
takes One to know One”.

Fortunately, Kirpal sometimes included incidents from
past Masters’ lives in His talks. What could be more reliable
than what the Master Himself is relating? In each narrative
there was a valuable lesson.

During one Satsang talk, given on April second, 1959,
Kirpal told about Hazrat Ibrahim — not an easily recogniz-
able name in the West. The following is a translation of
Kirpal's words, including His introductory remarks on the
subject of True Masters and how rarely they are recognized
and appreciated.

‘When Masters come [to the world], they come out of
love and pity; for the lost and for those who are truly
seeking the Truth.

‘However, those who are enwrapped in selfish gain in
the name of religion are filled with fear and greed. They
will not welcome the advent of a True Master for fear of
losing their livelihood if the facts were disclosed to their
followers.



442

‘This pathetic state of fear — along with arrogance,
self-image and false ideas of security — incites an urge to
work against the true Sons of God with propaganda and
lies, and the ambassadors of God Himself are persecuted
and insulted.

‘What do they do in return for all that? I will tell you
about Hazrat Ibrahim, who one day was crossing a river in
a boat. Also, in this boat, was a rich man and his entourage.
The rich man’s party, seeing Hazrat Ibrahim sitting quietly
aloof from everyone, in his simple clothes, began to deride
and abuse him.

‘Ibrahim ignored them, closing his eyes in meditation.
God appeared to him and said, “Ibrahim, I cannot bear these
insults that they are showering upon you. If you give me
permission, I will drown all these offenders.”

‘Ibrahim replied, “But they are poor men [poor in God
knowledge], they do not know what they are doing. You are
so generous, why not open their eyes?”

‘His prayer was answered and the very people who had
insulted him fell at Ibrahim’s feet and asked forgiveness.

‘This illustrates how Masters regard life’s incidents.
When insulted, they just pity and forgive. I was talking
about life and I want to stress how fortunate are those who
have a True Master.’

During 1959, a program was made for Kirpal to visit
Kashmir. A satsangi who lived near Pathankot, which is on
the same route, begged Kirpal to spend a night at his home
and the Master agreed. His arrival at the follower’s home
was greeted with tears of joy among the small group which
included the satsangi, his family, and about a dozen others.
Everyone enjoyed a beautiful Satsang.

The next day, initiation was held for those who sought
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the Truth, and afterwards Kirpal and His party would con-
tinue on the journey after everyone had been fed. They
were about to sit down to the meal when a large group of
about 150 people arrived, saying that they had come for the
Guru’s darshan and to have food.

The host started to panic. He ran to Kirpal and said,
‘Maharaj Ji, what shall I do? This new crowd is demand-
ing food and we had only prepared for a few — how can we
now feed two hundred?” Kirpal looked at him and became
thoughttul. Then, He told the host not to worry but to leave
everything in the hands of Data.

Kirpal went straight to the kitchen and arranged for
a drape to be fixed across the kitchen doorway. He then
selected a reliable satsangi sevadar and told him to half-
cover the basket of rotis and half-cover the pot of cooked
vegetables with towels. Then He instructed him to not
expose the covered food nor to look under the covers, but
baskets and containers would be passed to him from the
other side of the drape and he was to go on filling them
from the covered ones.

So, following the Master’s orders, the baskets and con-
tainers were filled again and again and the food served from
them was so delicious that the people ate until they could
eat no more — as if they had not eaten for days.

After everyone was satisfied, the man who was guard-
ing the covered basket and pot took away the covers and
was amazed to find the vessels as full as when they had
started — just as if no one had eaten.

A man arose from the large group of guests, approached
Kirpal and threw himself at the Master's feet. He said,
‘Please forgive us, we did not realize we were doing wrong
— some of us were told by a religious leader to expose you as
a charlatan; to test you by gathering all these starving poor
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and beggars together and come here to demand food just
when your small group sat down to eat. We knew that the
food would not be enough for everyone, and now we know
what a terrible mistake we made and insulted your great-
ness. Please forgive us!

Kirpal forgave them and went on His way to Kashmir,
leaving a large group of wonder-struck people.

When the second World Fellowship of Religions
Conference was organized for February 2, 1960, Calcutta
was chosen as the venue.

Kirpal had been re-elected President and had planned to
attend, along with Muni Sushil Kumar, the sponsor. How-
ever, in June Kirpal got seriously ill and the doctors advised
against traveling to Calcutta, adding that He should have
total rest. Due to this problem, a special meeting was held
wherein Kirpal nominated Muni Sushil as President, to take
over that office. But Muni Sushil refused, explaining that
Kirpal was known world-wide, respected by all religious
leaders; the success of WFR was due to Him and the Calcutta
Conference would be a failure without Him there, presiding.

He pleaded with Kirpal to go and promised the doctors
that he himself would ensure that Kirpal would not attend
the meetings but would only rest, and be available for con-
sultation or advice, if it was required.

So two doctors and other attendants accompanied the
Master and to keep Muni’s promise, the Master lay on a bed
in a room adjoining the conference hall, close to the open
ground being used for some of the open gatherings.

The leaders debated each item on the agenda, including
terminology and the meanings of various words applied
by the different faiths. Everything went along smoothly,
including consultation with Kirpal whenever necessary
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- except for the last day!

The final resolution was due to be passed, whereby all the
different religious heads were to agree to each item and sign
the resolution. Without everyone agreeing on each point as
it had been discussed, the document could not be passed.

The problem went on all day until late that night when
the Jain Muni came to Kirpal's bedside, saying ‘I feel we
have failed this time and the resolution will not be passed
because one religious leader of the Buddhist faith declares
that they do not accept God as such but believe in good
deeds, so the word “God” should not be in the resolution.
The whole day has been spent in heated arguments, almost
resorting to fights, but we just cannot convince them. What
shall we do? You are our only hope so please come to the
meeting in the morning and solve the problem, otherwise
the whole conference will end in failure.’

The attending doctors were totally against Kirpal leav-
ing His bed: they had sat beside Him constantly with care
and anxiety. Suddenly, they were filled with amazement.
Kirpal’s face had a radiant, healthy glow — so radiant they
thought His temperature had gone even higher. One doc-
tor felt His pulse and rose with a beaming smile, saying
that Maharaj Ji was no longer sick but appeared to be in
perfect health.

This was not the first time Kirpal had risen from sick-bed
with all afflictions mysteriously vanished, to attend to some
urgent work. (The afflictions usually would reappear when
the work was completed.)

So Kirpal greeted the delegates with an apology and
asked them to forgive Him for not attending the meetings.
He said, “We all have a lot to learn from each other; being
together and talking will reveal many things of which we
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were, until now, ignorant/ He turned to the Guru who was
so adamant that there was no God and smiled. He asked
the leader if he believed in Mahatma Buddha? The man was
astonished and opening his eyes wide, he said, ‘Of course
we do!” Kirpal continued, ‘Mahatma Buddha has said, “Self
shall find refuge in the Self” so the other Self mentioned can
be nothing else but the Overself.

‘Our Self is enthused with the other Self, which sustains
us; without that link we could not live. It seems an enigma
that we find it so difficult to realize that Self of our Self.
Why is it so difficult? Because only the Self or soul can ex-
perience the union. It cannot be done by the senses, or the
mind (intellect), or the pranas®.

‘Until the soul liberates itself from the five deadly bonds,
which are: taste, pranas, mind, intellect and enjoyment, it
is unable to experience that. One has to rise above these
barriers, even to get a glimpse of the Overself: so to realize
that Overself is difficult, but not impossible. In all certainty,
there is an Overself, which you agree with because that is
your religious philosophy. That Overself has been named
by many different names: God, etc. etc.’

With much love and kindness, Kirpal helped him to un-
derstand the theory of spirituality in simple words, clear
and to the point, that the Overself he was willing to accept
is called God by some people, among other names. The
Buddhist leader smiled and nodded his agreement. The res-
olution was passed and everyone agreed that the conference
was a great success.

Kirpal went on to say that it was so important for all re-
ligious leaders to work shoulder to shoulder, through which
love for each other will develop and understanding of the
true meaning in each other’s religion will be established.

* Vital airs.
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‘That is basically the same,” He pointed out. “To love one
another and to realize God. There are many different re-
ligions, but the goal is the same — to reach and realize the
Truth overhead.

The 60,000 and more who attended the open sessions
found great interest in hearing the different delegates dis-
close and discuss their beliefs and the meanings behind
their faiths. More than 260 of these delegates attended,
from parts of Asia, from a number of Western countries and
from all over India. They all considered the effort put into
the Conference well worthwhile.

After this WFR Conference, the Ashram returned to its
usual routine and Kirpal continued with His usual busy
days, which were filled from morning to night. There was
no rest for Him between events, because the work was ex-
panding incessantly. On certain occasions He traveled to
Dehra Dun and spent some time staying at the Rajpur bun-
galow. The Dehra Dun area program was lighter than that
of Delhi; but Kirpal took the opportunity to work on the
files and other administrative paperwork or to write His
books, which were always in demand and needed a quieter
atmosphere than the busy Ashram.

The initiates in the western countries kept up frequent re-
quests for the Master to visit the western world again. This
had started almost as soon as He had returned to India after
the 1955 tour. Kirpal told them repeatedly that He would
do His best to go there as soon as possible. Up to that time,
very few people from the west had spent time at the Ashram
in India. They had not seen for themselves how full Kirpal’'s
days were and how much demand was made on His time.
But, as the years went by, Kirpal was well aware of the pull
from the west and the yearning of His children there. Those
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who had met Him in 1955 longed to see Him again, and
the new ones who had never met Him were anxious for a
glimpse of His glowing countenance and a glance from His
eyes so overflowing with love, that they had heard about
from others.

The Calcutta conference was held very close to the
Master’s birthday on February six. Kirpal's idea of cele-
brating a birthday was always the same — to use the day in
furthering one’s ambition. For a satsangi, that meant one’s
spiritual ambition. He always advocated that His children
should spend His birthday in meditation; or, in the case of
those who could be near Him physically on that day, to be
present at the Satsang.

In His 1960 Birthday Message, He included this advice:

‘. . . Birthdays are but arbitrary milestones of life’s jour-
ney on earth but they do serve a very useful purpose, all the
same. As one crosses each division of time and steps into
the other, he is reminded of a stage left behind and finds
himself a step nearer to the journey’s end. Each birthday,
therefore, offers a splendid opportunity to the traveler to
know where he stands, how he has fared on the path of life,
what progress he has made and what he intends to do next
with new hopes, new aspirations and new resolutions for
the new year that lies ahead of him. It is an occasion for
taking a comprehensive view of the stock-in-life gathered
already to be garnered thereafter and it can as such be prof-
itably made use of to the best advantage.

‘On a day like this, I can only ask you, who have been
put on the Path Godwards, to turn within and see, each one
for himself or herself, as to the measure of advance made in
the spiritual field. Blessed indeed are those who have done
so and to them my message is that they should persevere
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in full faith and confidence in the Master-Power overhead,
and work hard to regain all the inheritance which is theirs
and of which they have a foretaste. To those who are yet
standing still for one reason or another, I would commend
some sort of active striving with a will and a purpose. Af-
ter all, each one has to make an experiment on his own and
no one can vicariously do it for another. Again, there is no
ill without a remedy and this sovereign and potent remedy
is to be applied, whether we will it or not, by oneself if we
desire a cure or else the disease of ignorance shall continue
to persist and persist endlessly as it has done through ages
upon ages.

‘Last but not least, the door of Salvation is open to all. It is
not a prerogative for any one sect, caste or creed or even a re-
ligious order. Whosoever may run, can reach it. “Knock and
it shall be opened unto thee” has been the message of saints
and seers since the beginning of time. God is the God of all
mankind and His Grace shines equally on all, but they alone
who turn toward Him derive the greatest benefit. “Love” is
the master key that unlocks the door leading to the Kingdom
of Light. “Love and all things shall be added unto thee” is an
axiomatic truth that has stood the test of time. It is, therefore,
said — “Love God with all thy mind, with all thy heart, with
all thy strength and with all thy soul.”*

‘My message today is none other than that of Love. Learn
ye, therefore, to love all creatures as yourself. Live in and for
the love of all and the Lord of Love shall reward you mani-
fold in return for the sake of His own Divine Love. That
is His Law, eternal and immutable. Try to cultivate a loving
and a living faith in His Goodness and nothing shall stand in
your way on the Path . .

* Mark 12:30.



CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT

The Bhandara for Baba Sawan’s Birth Anniversary was
held in the Ashram for three days, beginning July 26, 1960.

In addition to His talk on that day, Kirpal chose to give
what appeared to be a very personal message to all His chil-
dren. That message was also made into a circular letter to go
to all His English-speaking followers, as well as those who
used other languages, which could be achieved by translat-
ing from the English — to German, Spanish, French, etc. This
special message was as follows:

‘l take this opportunity to address all of you over the
microphone, and convey my love and best wishes for your
spiritual progress. The sublime message which you have
had the privilege to hear does not warrant more elucida-
tion, yet I wish to speak further on this auspicious day — the
Birth Anniversary of my Beloved Master Hazur Baba Sawan
Singh Ji Maharaj.

‘The Sacred Forum of Ruhani Satsang was approved by
Hazur and under His explicit orders it came into existence
some fourteen years ago. It is through His Grace that the
Gospel of Truth and Love has been carried to all corners of
the world; and in practically all the countries of the world,
its branches have been set up, and people at large have been
blessed with the rare gift of Holy Naam - the Word, or the
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Audible Life Stream.

‘Those who have had the good fortune to come under the
competent protection of the living Master have been granted
the sacred boon of Holy Initiation into the Mysteries of the
Beyond, and are progressing on the way back to God.

‘From the sacred literature which has been released and
published, you now have the sacred theory that is so simple
and easy, requiring no austere obligations; but the practical
aspect of the subject demands some action, namely: implicit
obedience to the Holy Commandments, embracing cardinal
virtues, strict observance of the dietary regulations, vigi-
lance over the day-to-day deeds, cautious approach to the
thought pattern, and regular devotion of time to the Holy
Meditations in an accurate way. Moreover, all efforts help-
ful in the achievement of this sublime goal are to be hon-
ored and assimilated.

‘The Holy Seed of Initiation is the check drawn in your
favor and implanted in the soul, fructifying rapidly if the
aforesaid virtues are pursued vigorously. Just as a check
can be cashed at the counter, similarly the celestial manifes-
tations of Divinity can be had at the eye focus, which you
can reach safely under the protective guidance of the Living
Master and for which you have a passport in the form of
sacred charged Names. These Names carry the Life Impulse
and, as such, are potent enough to grant you inversion into
the realm of bliss and harmony. Their accurate use, coupled
with deep faith and implicit obedience, bears much fruit.
You should know it for certain that the Gracious Master
Power is the constant and nearest companion of the child-
disciple, and any time one turns his or her face toward Him,
all gracious help and guidance flow in abundance. Just as
a poor man who calls every day faithfully at the door of a
rich person is sure to be blessed with alms, similarly that
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Emperor of Emperors is waiting patiently for you all within,
to greet you and escort you on to the true home of your
Father. He is more eager than you, and the sweet heavenly
melodies invite you to accompany Him within for sharing
the utter bliss and divine intoxication.

‘This is a subject of the heart and not of the head. Rea-
soning is the help and reasoning the bar. When you have ar-
rived at certain conclusions and have been blessed with the
boon of right understanding that this present earth life is a
passing phase in the long journey of the soul from the lower
categories of creation up to its origin, then hie onward lov-
ingly and faithfully. Know for certain that you, while here
in this world, living among mortals, are commissioned with
the divine blessing of proceeding back to your true home.
Soul in its present state is so enmeshed by the environment
of mind and matter that it is difficult to talk of its proceed-
ing homeward, for it has forgotten its true home. The holy
meditations, when undertaken accurately and regularly,
bless you with the right understanding of striving for the
inner journey, and your conviction of the sacred truths is
strengthened. Time factor is essential and, as such, much
patience and perseverance are required.

“You sow a seed in the soil. Let it remain hidden within
the earth and construct a strong hedge around it and strive
for its regular watering and weeding in every possible way.
To fall into sin is human but to remain therein is devilish.
Never mind about your past, howsoever gloomy or un-
happy it has been, because the gracious Master Power has
blessed you with the climax of divine mercy when you were
privileged to be led to the living Master and accepted by
Him. Let the waters of repentance wash away the dross and
impurity of heart, and strive for the better mode of living by
complete dedication of heart and soul. The Light of God is
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ahead within and the heavenly melody is inviting you to let
it escort you to His holy feet.

‘I recall a beautiful episode of my Master, Hazur Baba
Sawan Singh Ji, when once, during His lifetime, we were cel-
ebrating His birthday. Illuminating stanzas were composed
and sung in appreciation of Him and there was invocation
for His gracious mercy. He was impressed by the devoted
humility of the congregation and spoke with emotion, “Look
here, when you scale me with the Lord Providence or Al-
mighty, I do not accept it. Let us for the sake of argument
take what you say to be true. Then if you adore me like the
highest saint gracing the earth and representing the Father,
just keep my commandments and you will be benefitted
and my mission will be successful.” With the same thought
I repeat and exhort with firmness that I count myself as His
humble servant and call upon you dear ones to be firmly and
humbly devoted to your holy meditations, thereby making
your life sublime.

“You should become a source of help and inspiration to
your less-gifted brethren who may better their lots by fol-
lowing your example. Please note: an ounce of practice is
better than tons of theory. The world is fed up with preach-
ing and child humanity is looking urgently for life and light.
You can be the harbingers of peace and prosperity by living
a life as enjoined by the Master. One developed soul will
be helpful for many others. Spirituality cannot be taught, it
must be caught like an infection which is passed on to oth-
ers who are receptive.

‘Satsang is the central theme of the sacred teachings and
I always impress upon the dear ones here and abroad not
to miss it, as it is during these precious moments when you
are near the fountainhead of bliss and immortality, that you
grasp the true import of the teachings and assimilate the
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rare virtues of godliness, by sitting in the charged atmo-
sphere which is filled with His loving life-impulses. Satsang
is the sacred arena where spiritual stalwarts are built. It is
the pool of nectar which grants blissful God-intoxication
and all differences of caste, creed, or country sink down to
their lowest ebb. We are all brothers and sisters in God and
should attain this divine virtue of common brotherhood of
man and Fatherhood of God. Love one another faithfully
and devotedly so that others may know and see for them-
selves that you belong to the living Master. Remember, ac-
tions speak more clearly than eloquent words spoken under
emotional impulses. Just live like a fragrant flower which
blooms in a forest and fills the atmosphere with its rich fra-
grance. You should know it for certain that you are divine in
all respects and are the master of your destiny which is full
of higher potentialities. You are simply to make exertion
to change for the better, and firmly stick to your resolu-
tions. All else is to follow of itself, as the gracious Master
Power is at your side to extend all feasible help, grace and
protection.

‘How to catch the gracious Master Power is a question
which many of you would like to solve. It is so simple yet
hard to be assimilated all at once. It is the self which stands
in the way. You are not confined to body or its limitations.
You are not the intellect or mind, yet you possess all these
for some higher purpose. “Blessed are the pure in heart,
for they shall see God””. For that, you are to purify your
body, mind and intellect by redeeming them from the dirt
and dross of senses, while withdrawing yourself temporar-
ily during your meditations by attuning to the Holy Naam,
which gradually will manifest to you in all effulgence and
glory. Just relax, and still more completely relax, and invoke

* Matthew 5:8.
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His mercy by complete surrender and resignation to His
will and His pleasure to grant and bless you with whatever
He deems fit. Please note that you are not to guide but
to follow. He who follows is escorted and led to the Su-
preme. The cup which is under the chalice is filled with the
divine nectar. Hence, the rare virtue of reverential humility
is an essential asset for the child-disciple, who should al-
ways remain wide awake and conscious of the ever-present
grace being extended to him or her in ever-increasing mea-
sure. The gracious Master Power is ever with you. Nay, it is
the very enlivening principle which is giving you life here
and hereafter. Just catch hold of it and follow it implicitly,
eliminating your ego and vanity, dropping them as outworn
pieces of cloth. Please do not strain but await with patience
and firmness.

‘Love knows service and sacrifice and is considered the
ennobling virtue for the assimilation of sacred teachings.
As said above, unless the polluted mind and intellect are
bereft of their sediment and dross, they fail to assimilate the
higher truths. A vicious person shuns the holy company of
the saints whereas a person blessed with the boon of humil-
ity rushes to the Master. The very physical body is blessed
when one sits in the Satsang. Such a person knows how to
still the body and mind by sweetly looking into the lustrous
eyes and forehead of the Master, or the feeling of His auspi-
cious presence. The heart is filled with the pious virtues
of receptivity, humility, piety, and chastity. You learn the
technique of invoking His mercy by humble prayer and
supplication.

‘Service is considered an ornament to a beautiful person
that adorns and elevates his or her soul to become a clean
vessel for His grace. Service of any type granted at the holy
feet of the Master is beneficial and should be cherished as
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whatever one does must bring its fruit, in accordance with
the law of karma. The secret of selfless service is to deny
the reward or recognition of any type and, on the contrary,
consider one’s self as an humble instrument in the divine
hands which are the sustainers and protectors of all. All
credit goes to the Master, yet the media of love are blessed
with the superb divine intoxication which is of supreme
magnitude.’

Masters have always stressed the importance of having
humility; not by acting and posing, but rather as a part of
one’s human nature. Those ruled by the ego and lacking in
humility should work on this problem and gradually become
more humble in nature, was Kirpal’'s recommendation.

Kirpal’s personality expressed His innate humility in
many ways, clearly apparent to any person interested
enough to take note of the example. The average man’s
innate and Godlike nature lies hidden, due to the over-
powering strength of the ego; but the Master has explained
how that nature can blossom forth through contact with the
Naam, and with self-introspection.

The “monthly” Satsangs in Delhi were always well-
attended by thousands and the hustle/bustle of the prepa-
rations created a non-stop busyness.

During one of these busy times of preparation, with fol-
lowers from all over India filling the Ashram and zealous
individuals vying with each other for seating places close
to the dais etc., Kirpal walked quietly through the Ashram
gates, waving aside the sevadars there, who would have fol-
lowed Him.

Crossing the bridge outside the gates, He started stroll-
ing along the residential street which approached the Ash-
ram. A small group of men stopped Him and asked, ‘Is it
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true that a great spiritual Mahatma lives in this Ashram?’
Kirpal replied that it was indeed an ashram but He
knew of no great Mahatma living there — ‘Only people
like you and me.

They looked at each other and one said, ‘He doesn’t know
anything’ and they walked on. At the gate they asked the
same question of the sevadars, who told them with smiles
on their faces that they had overheard the previous conver-
sation and the newcomers had indeed been speaking to the
great Mahatma!

It is hard for a seeker to get a True Master to acknowl-
edge what He is. It is something that each must discover
for himself or herself. This great depth of humility, which is
part of a Perfect Master’s nature, often opens the floodgates
of love — the very essence of His nature.

Just how much Kirpal loved His Master Baba Sawan and
how much Sawan loved Kirpal is too difficult to define. One
can only feel in one’s heart that it was a very special kind of
love on the part of both Masters.

Sometime around the early nineteen thirties, Kirpal,
Hardevi and Raja Ram were in the Dera at Beas, visit-
ing Hazur Baba Sawan, who gave them all prasad. Kirpal
thought He would meditate first and then have some prasad.
Putting the prasad in a paper bag under His pillow, He sat
down to meditate.

On arising after meditation, he saw a dog snatch the bag
and run out of the room. Kirpal shouted at the dog and ran
after him. Several others saw this and joined in the chase.
Hardevi also ran, but was not an athletic person and fell back
to the rear. She suddenly saw that the prasad had fallen out
of the bag piece by piece, as the dog ran, and she gathered the
precious pieces one by one and carefully collected it all in her
dupatta®. It had acquired quite a bit of mud in the process

* A light head covering.
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and she carefully dusted it off. After some time, Kirpal re-
turned. He was carrying the empty bag and looking ex-
tremely crestfallen. Hardevi said nothing about retrieving
the prasad.

When Kirpal visited Hardevi and Raja Ram a few days
later, He was still very unhappy over losing His prasad, and
Hardevi quietly gave it to Him.

Later, when she went to see Baba Sawan, she told Him
about the incident of the dog and Kirpal's prasad. When
Sawan heard how Kirpal had run after the dog, He became
very pained and concerned, saying, ‘Oh, he should not have
run like that. He should not have run so much. I would have
given him more prasad. He could have had as much as he
wanted!” When Hardevi saw the intense pain on the Master’s
face, she said no more.

On September 2, 1962, a rather unusual happening took
place in the grounds of Sawan Ashram. Since Ruhani
Satsang’s inception, the Ashram had been a milieu for spir-
itual and related learning only, and not for secular events.
So this particular occurrence was indeed unusual.

Kirpal’s attitude to worldly acclaim, kudos and decora-
tions, etc. was a polite but sincere deference to those who
had earned legitimate honor in respectable fields, but He
would never accept praise of any kind directed toward
Himself. When such attempt was made, He always passed
the commendations on to His Guru, Baba Sawan. If some-
one attempted even to garland the Master, the individual
usually ended up with the garland around his own neck!

It is surprising, therefore, to find Kirpal about to receive
an honor from a world-renowned source: the Order of St.
John of Jerusalem, Knights of Malta. He refused when the
Golden Star of this order was offered, saying that He had
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not come to the world for worldly recognition of any kind,
but to help people to realize God - the only thing worth-
while — whereas worldly greatness is enmeshing to a seeker
of Truth. ‘From the depth of my heart, I have no liking for
these things.’

However, with a great deal of pressure upon Him from
many sources, He did agree in the end to accept the Order
- once again passing the acclaim on to His Master. Satgurus
sometimes have their own reasons for doing things different
to their normal wont.

It was the first time the order would be given to a non-
Christian, and it was to be presented by William Frary,
Baron von Blomberg, who was himself initiated during the
1955 Tour, after experiencing, a number of years before, a vi-
sion of the Master within. When the Tour was advertised in
U.S.A., along with Kirpal's picture, the Baron recognized
Kirpal as none other than the personage of his previous vi-
sion, and was then able to meet his Master on an outer level.

The Baron, though born in the U.S., got his title through
adoption into one of the noble families of Germany. He had
represented a number of Orders of Chivalry, including the
St. John Order and had served as secretary to the Interna-
tional Secretariat of the World Fellowship of Faiths. He had
also acted as adviser to some of the royal families of Europe.
During the first WFR Conference in 1957, Kirpal made him
Secretary of the WFR in the West.

Many thousands were present as the special ceremony
took place, including Shri Upadhyaye, a highly respected
and very close colleague of Mahatma Gandhi, who repre-
sented Prime Minister Nehru. Many religious leaders
from different parts of India, distinguished diplomats
and various members of the Indian Parliament were also
present. Afterwards, an official photograph was taken by
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a leading New Delhi portrait photographer showing the
Master wearing the order on His pristine white jacket.

1962 was the year that the Chinese army attacked India,
on October 16. The confrontation did not last very long (the
Chinese requested a cease-fire on November 21) but it had
some political and territorial ramifications. The attack ended
a long, friendly and peaceful relationship between the two
countries, which, to date, has not been altogether restored.

Early in November, Kirpal brought up the subject during
a monthly Satsang at the Ashram. What He said about the
matter is interesting;:

‘Although war is going on with China — and I know
many of our sons and brothers are being killed or wounded,
a great sadness has entered our homes and our hearts are
bleeding over what is going on — do not allow hatred to
destroy you too. That is the greatest enemy.

‘Remember this: all men are one, children of the same
Father but scattered in various parts of the world; worship-
ping the same God, but by different names and in differ-
ent ways. This [the war] does not alter the fact that we are
children of the same Father and there should be no hatred
toward anyone; but we must defend our land, which has
nourished us with its life-giving gifts: food and water. That
is why full rights are on us to defend it with our lives, or to
do our very best for those who are sacrificing their lives for
our safety.’

He asked for contributions to the Red Cross and those
present emptied their pockets of whatever cash they had
on them. Women removed their gold jewelry, if they had
any, and gave it. A total of rupees twenty-thousand and 418
grams of gold were collected, to go toward the cost of tend-
ing the wounded.



461

A question was asked about the type of gifts or dona-
tions that should be given. Kirpal's reply was, ‘The ques-
tion of donations or gifts does not arise, for whatever we
can do is for our own protection — to keep our freedom and
to keep our high spiritual principles. If the invaders were
to take hold of our land, we will not only lose land, wealth,
freedom, but our ideals too! So give whatever you can af-
ford — as much as you can.’

On Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru’s birthday (No-
vember 14), Kirpal handed over the collection to Nehru's
daughter, Indira Gandhi, in an official gesture of support
from the Ruhani Satsang followers. The subsequent con-
tributions from the satsangis went to the Red Cross, for the
soldiers” welfare.

Kirpal was asked a number of times over the years about
fighting in wars, etc. He always advocated defending the
innocent who came under unprovoked attack — women,
children and the aged, who could not defend themselves.

However, the principle of non-violence was not totally
sacrificed. While defending the land, the people and one’s
freedom, ahimsa in thought must always be maintained.
Deplore the sin but not the sinner. When Kirpal introduced
the followers to the guide He advocated from His early
years — a diary of self-introspection — ahimsa led the list of
axioms to be adhered to, followed by truthfulness, chastity,
love for all, and selfless service. By encouraging everyone
to keep a record of failures in thought, word and deed,
the task of “weeding out” one’s unwanted traits becomes a
straightforward habit.

The brief state of war precipitated by the incursion of
Chinese troops on India’s northern border caused a general
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alarm in the country. Various precautions were taken as a
means of defence, should the need arise, which included the
civilian population, which was given warning of possible
attack on the non-armed civilian areas. Consequently, local
wardens were appointed everywhere, with full instructions
for action, if necessary.

During a quiet darshan in the Master’s reception room
one day, a small group of satsangi sevadars was sitting at
Kirpal’s feet, explaining the various orders they had been
given as local wardens, and they showed Kirpal the whis-
tles they had been issued; these whistles would be blown
loudly, should an attack on civil areas be started, or if para-
chute troops were dropped.

Kirpal turned one of the whistles over in His hands and
a twinkle entered His eyes. ‘Let us give Taiji [Hardevi] a
scare!” He said. Putting the whistle to His mouth, He gave
a long, loud blast on it; then He quickly hid the whistle in
His hands.

Hardevi came running from the kitchen in an excited
panic. “The Chinese are coming!” she said, looking very
worried. “‘Maharaj Ji, what shall we do?’

Kirpal answered by chuckling with laughter, joined by
everyone sitting at His feet. He held up the whistle to show
Hardevi who the culprit was. ‘Oh, Maharaj Ji,’ she wailed,
‘“Why do you frighten us like that?!’

Kirpal’s sense of humor was always ready to lighten any
occasion that required uplifting. His laughter was not loud
or raucous, but soft chuckles which welled up inside Him
and bubbled over in a very infectious fashion. To join in
Kirpal’s humor was a delightful tonic.

On occasions, people put questions to Kirpal about war:
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the approach to the onslaught of war; the obligations of war;
and, in particular, what should be the satsangi’s position in
the event of war.

In a circular on this subject, a few years later, Kirpal
said:

‘... every citizen has an obligation to the country in which
he resides. If that country is threatened by an invader, then
it is the duty of every man and woman, in accordance with
his or her mental and physical capacity, to protect the inno-
cent people of the country. For example, one could render
service in a non-combatant branch of the army such as the
Medical Corps whose primary duty is to relieve the suffer-
ing of the wounded and the like.

‘If a government, for any cause, orders a general con-
scription of all able-bodied men to the armed forces, there is
little that can be done. If one can honestly be excused from
military service because of physical disability or any other
valid reason, then by all means this may be done.

‘All Saints and Masters have greatly deprecated not
only wars, but all forms of violence that bring suffering
to mankind. These conditions are brought about by man
himself, who, in his ignorance of the fact that God resides
in every heart, will not allow his fellow man to live in
freedom and peace.

‘All the dear ones who are obliged to fulfill their duty to
their country should have courage and full faith in the gra-
cious protection and guidance being extended to them by
the Master Power working overhead.’

During the early part of 1963, the preparations for the
coming (second) Overseas Tour took a great deal of Kirpal's
time. Also, the Indian affairs must be left in a stable con-
dition. All this activity was in addition to Kirpal's regular
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program and timetable.

Kirpal's nature was to tackle all work calmly and serene-
ly. His advice was to complete whatever one had started
before retiring each night. This way, one could work and
achieve without panic.



CHAPTER FORTY-NINE

True Masters have a deeply penetrating perception not
commonly possessed by the ordinary person. They have an
all-seeing ability to perceive the make-up or composition of
anyone, physically, mentally and spiritually, at a glance, or
without a glance if the person is not in close proximity.

Usually, the Master accepts all those who apply for initi-
ation from outside India, if they have prepared themselves.
In India, the procedure is somewhat different, as the appli-
cants approach the Guru personally and are accepted or re-
jected face to face; group leaders therefore are unnecessary
for this process. It is the moment of decision. Some may not
be accepted at that time due to a lack of preparation in diet
or conduct, attitude, etc. These souls may have the oppor-
tunity of trying later on, after more preparation.

Truly speaking, initiation occurs at the very moment that
the Master accepts a soul, no matter where that soul may be.
The initiate, however, may not be aware of this at that actual
time, but needs to go through a formal “initiation proce-
dure” for the mind to accept the significance of the event.
On rare occasions, souls have been initiated from within
— some even before meeting the Master physically.

The initiation of so many thousands of souls, even though
the number be small compared to the total population of the
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world, is something wonderful that has happened at this
point in history. In the past. Masters were not always so gen-
erous with their spiritual largesse. The seeker spent many
years searching, as Kirpal Himself had done. Guru Amar
Das, the third Guru of the Sikhs, sought for 70 years to find
His Master, Guru Angad*. (Even Perfect Masters have their
struggles!)

However, when found, the past Gurus were not always
ready to give freely to the unworthy. Many aspiring seekers
had to spend years with the Guru before they got a glimpse
of spiritual enlightenment, the Guru ensuring they were
ready and up to His choice of standard before starting them
on the inner road.

Kirpal often reminded everyone how fortunate they were
to get an inner experience on the very first day: the day of
initiation. He often told about the King of Balkh-Bukhara
who went to Kabir Sahib. He sat at His feet for many years.
After several years had passed, Loi, a close disciple of
Kabir, asked the Master why He did not give something to
the king. ‘Oh, he is not ready,” said Kabir. Loi pointed out
that the king’s conduct, speech and attitude seemed accept-
able in every way. The Master told her to test the king by
throwing all the household trash over his head as he passed
under her window. She did so, and sure enough the king
reacted with anger and remarked that if he had been in his
own Bukhara, he would have dealt with the incident in no
uncertain terms. Loi had to agree with her Master — the king
was not ready!

Some years later, Kabir Sahib remarked to Loi that now
the king should receive some spiritual experience. Loi
pointed out that she saw no difference in the king. Kabir
advised her to go and throw the night soil and refuse from

* Second Guru of the Sikhs, (1504-1552).
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the bathroom over the king, and when she did so, the king’s
humility came forth as he verbally admitted to whoever was
within hearing that he was ’. . . worse than all that’. After so
many years of preparation, the king was accepted as Kabir’s
disciple and was put on the spiritual Path.

Kirpal has explained that, today, man is not fit for such
stringent methods of training. The Master, in His mercy,
bestows His grace on the struggling souls and starts them
on the Path. With the connection to Naam, the follower can
contact the inner Light and Sound regularly, which in itself
will start to change him. The more he contacts the Naam,
the faster will that transformation take place.

‘I beg and plead with you to keep up your practice regu-
larly.” Kirpal was constantly giving this advice to the san-
gat. The opportunity is there for any sincere seeker who
has his priorities steadfast in his heart. Only obedience and
dedication are then required.

The 1955 Tour was a memory — a memory lingering in
the hearts of all those who had met the Master and who
had basked in the aura of His august presence. That kind
of memory does not simply fade away, neither does it die,
but returns again and again like the sprinkle of refreshing
rain in the heat of midsummer. How He looked . . . how He
smiled . . . His sweet concern for each and every one of His
children. Was there ever anything else like that? Was there
ever anything that could banish the woes and troubles of
the world, merely by sitting at His holy feet and absorbing
the love-laden glances from His beautiful eyes? Oh, to be
able to have that experience once again!

And what of those who, in the interim, had received
His precious gift of Naam, but had never met Him face to
face? They listened to the stories — each person’s own per-
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sonal impressions — and they wondered at the wonder of it
all. What would it be like . . . to meet Him face to face;
to hear Him address oneself in His own unique tone of
voice; to relax in His company and learn about being a
disciple of a Godman?

The requests went out to India from many centers:
Master, please come to us — again. The replies came back: “Yes,
I have a mind to come. I hope I will be able to come soon,
God willing.” But the time went by and still He did not come.
They did not understand what was keeping Him!

Those who have ever spent some time in Sawan Ashram
can understand. To see the Master’s daily schedule; to see
Him squeezing appointments and meetings into an already
overcrowded day; to watch Him stretch the moments to
comfort some unhappy follower, or solve an insoluble prob-
lem for them. Anyone who has spent even one whole day
in His company will marvel at His tireless constancy, His
never-ending, single-pointed attention on His activities. A
meeting here; an appointment there; a Satsang talk outside
of Delhi; two or three regular Satsang talks within Delhi ev-
ery week; a summons to a government office; visit of a dig-
nitary to the Ashram; a tour in Punjab or U.P. or any other
state nearby; a tour in South India — Bombay (Mumbai) and
other cities; a trip to the Himalayan foothills and the Sat-
sang groups there: Dehra Dun, Hardwar, Rishikesh; a long
journey by car to Jummu and Kashmir, to the centers there;
or to Pakistan and the satsangis in Lahore.

How can anyone measure the work of a Perfect Master?
He even works when we think He is asleep! How can one
say that this or that event is not necessary and can be can-
celled? How can anyone but the Master know what is and
is not necessary? However, patient hearts know that every-
thing happens when God wills, and so it is with the God
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in human form. There will be a special time for it; He will
come when the time is right.

When 1963 rolled into action, there it was: the Master’s
tour would start in June — He would fly to Germany and it
would all begin. How magical! How wonderful!

As in 1955, the lamentable cries of the Indian satsangis
rose and fell for many days prior to the departure of their
beloved Guru. The sad (for them) reality was that He had to
go — His work lay in another theater of action in the world’s
battleground. Eight months without the physical darshan of
their beloved may as well have been eight years. Kirpal has
said that there are two kinds of intensely anxious events:
one is when meeting a special someone; the other, when one
is being parted from that special someone — and this was the
parting. Now they must look ahead - look forward to the
meeting once again — and meanwhile to do as He admon-
ished: more meditation!

Kirpal’s plane took off from Palam Airport at 10:45 p.m.
on June 8. He was accompanied by Hardevi and a close dis-
ciple, Princess Devinder Bir Narendra. At Frankfurt the fol-
lowing day, the Master was greeted by a group of German
disciples, including Frau Bianca Fitting, the representative
of the area, who presented Kirpal with a bouquet of flowers.
Baron von Blomberg, who had visited India as representa-
tive of the Order of St. John the previous year, was called by
the Master to join the tour as the WFR (western) Secretary,
in order to bridge the approach to religious and other dig-
nitaries who would meet the Master throughout the tour of
the west. Kirpal was intending to further WFR’s cause in
addition to meeting His existing spiritual children and add-
ing more to their number.

The approaching program with its extensive itinerary
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would cover many stops, innumerable conversations, a huge
number of discourses (some complete with interpreter) and
countless miscellaneous events, an outline of which is all
that can be given here*. The 1963/64 tour would likely be
three or four times as busy as the 1955 one. Kirpal’s minis-
try would always remain the same: to bring the children of
God closer to their Father, which was the bedrock of all His
work, regardless of the different superficial facets.

For Kirpal’'s stay in Frankfurt, the tour party, consisting
of Kirpal, Hardevi, Baron von Blomberg, and the authors,
would stay at the home of a Dr. Germa, President of the
Society for Harmonious Living, a group whose interests
were “in harmony” with those of the WFR. That evening,
the members of the society arrived at Dr. Germa’s house
and were introduced to Kirpal, who gave a short talk. This
was followed by questions from the group, who felt relaxed
in the informal atmosphere.

The program for the five-day stay in Frankfurt was a
simple pattern of meditation in the morning, followed by an
informal talk at Dr. Germa’s house. The more formal eve-
ning Satsangs were held in the city center. The afternoons
were an opportunity to meet more of the local residents with
prominent positions: officials, educators, religious heads,
businessmen etc., either at Dr. Germa’s home or in other
parts of Frankfurt. Private interviews for satsangis were ar-
ranged and dovetailed into the program as required. This
type of daily program was very frequently used through-
out the tour. Press conferences, at almost every segment of
the tour, were also slotted in according to convenience. For
meetings with the local government — mayor and council,
etc. — a mutual time slot would be agreed upon.

For a more detailed coverage, read “The Harvest is Rich” by George
Arnsby Jones.
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On the evening of June 14, Kirpal and party traveled by
car to Dusseldorf for a five-day program in that city. The
program would cover many meetings and interviews with
religious groups, politicians, even refugee organizations
— the appointment record book was full! Included in the
program were regular Satsangs and meditation sittings, as
always. A special reception for all the visiting dignitaries,
both from Germany itself and from other countries, was held
on June 15 when the Master received and welcomed them,
many of whom were so impressed with Kirpal's outline of
the WER goals, they expressed hopes of attending the next
Conference in New Delhi in 1965. Some offered to receive
Kirpal and His party as their guests, when the tour reached
their own city or country.

The WFR concept of bringing together representatives of
different religions was often the popular subject of interest
and conversation with most of the dignitaries that met and
spoke with Kirpal. They considered it a unique idea and
were fascinated with the methods of how it would work,
and if it would work. Time and the conferences to come
would demonstrate and prove the feasibility of the theory.
Only Kirpal knew.

A number of religious and public figures were prepared
to become members of WFR, some even to represent the Fel-
lowship in their own area. This type of interest was pres-
ent everywhere Kirpal went on the tour. Meanwhile the
amount of spiritual interest was growing simultaneously,
as was the number of Kirpal’'s initiates. Time was allowed
for the German satsangis to have private interviews with
Kirpal; for many of whom this tour was their first physical
meeting with the Master.

On the evening of June 19, Kirpal and party left Dusseldort
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by air for a three-day visit to Hamburg where they stayed at
the Carstens Hotel.

The following day, the Master and party, on invitation,
traveled to Mecklenburg Castle, about 70 miles or 112 ki-
lometers from Hamburg. The castle lies at Eutin, a small
town on the Baltic side of the Schleswig-Holstein peninsula
and is an imposing structure. Both the Duke and Duchess
of Mecklenburg and the Duke and Duchess of Oldenburg
received the Master; the former being of the parent genera-
tion. Tea for everyone was served in their drawing room
where friends of the hosts were also present, along with a
few members of the local press.

Both royal houses have a long and distinguished histo-
ry; Peter the Great and Catherine the Great come quickly to
mind, as both came from the house of Oldenburg; Catherine
more indirectly, via her mother.

When the younger Duke escorted everyone around the
palace, a large model sailing ship was seen on display in a
glass case, proven to have been built by Peter himself who
was well remembered as having had a deep interest in ex-
panding and promoting Russia’s maritime activities. When
the Duke asked Kirpal if He had enjoyed seeing the castle,
the Master agreed that it was a ‘nice place’. Obviously, the
pomp and circumstance of worldly life was of secondary
importance. A number of speeches were made, including
Kirpal’s response to the warm welcome, followed by a short
talk. The noble hosts found considerable interest in the WFR
and the elder Duke agreed to take on a vice-presidency of
the Fellowship.

A five-day program in Berlin was the next stage of the
tour. In those days, Berlin was still part of Eastern Germany
and had been split into zones — Russian, French, American
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and English — immediately following World War II. The
Russian Zone was occupied by Russian troops, who had
built the infamous “wall”, separating their area from the
Western area. The segregation of eastern Berlin was an ex-
tremely sore subject with Berliners, most of whom could
not pass beyond the wall. The division of the whole coun-
try was an equally bitter pill for all Germans.

When Kirpal arrived at the chosen hotel, the Bristol-
Kempinski in central Berlin, a large group of disciples
awaited Him, in addition to those who had met Him at
Tempelhof Airport. The love for their Master was evident
and one follower, a Frau Hilda Georg, finding an oppor-
tunity among the large throng to speak to the Master, told
Him that she had hoped He would be staying at her home
in Wansee, on the outskirts, but the organizers had booked
at the Kempinski. She looked so sad as Kirpal smiled and
gazed into her eyes: “Alright, I will come and stay with you.’
She was astounded!

The reservations were cancelled and everyone went off
to Wansee, where at #66 Matterhorn Strasse, Hilda and her
sister ran a large residence, also a nursery garden on the
adjacent land. They were overjoyed to receive the Master
and His whole party. Many informal get-togethers were
held here, where tea was made frequently for the delighted
satsangis.

The following day, after meditation and Kirpal’s talk, a
tour of the city had been organized. Of course, it would
be confined to the west side and not go beyond “the wall”.
Pfarrer Wendelin Siebrecht, Director of the International
Committee for the Defence of Christian Culture — who rep-
resented not only his own group but several other Christian
movements in welcoming Kirpal to Berlin — had carefully
arranged the tour to be of interest to Kirpal.
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One of the first stops was a place near the notorious
wall, where everyone could get a close view of the concrete
monstrosity topped with barbed wire: a definite blot on the
landscape!

Pfarrer Siebrecht told the story from its “unveiling”
when the people of Berlin awoke one morning to find it
there, separating families and friends, with all its menacing
prognosis. The number of deaths attributed to its presence
were marked by flowers of remembrance placed regularly
at the spots where the brave had been shot while attempting
to scale the ugly structure. These memorials brought the
tragedy closer. Wherever one went throughout the city,
the plaintive cry was repeated: ‘Please help to rid us of
the wall!”

Kirpal’s compassion was ever-present, and He agreed to
make a statement, which was promptly published in all the
West Berlin newspapers:

‘It is the right of everybody to be free. We know that
“Stone walls do not a prison make, nor iron bars a cage.”*
Birds fly freely anywhere. The spirit is free. Man, the high-
est of God’s creation, should therefore certainly be free. The
inexorable law of nature is that all who do wrong must pay.
Whosoever is responsible must pay for all cruel suppres-
sion of humanity; for all aggression. In the meantime, we of
India, who have enjoyed the freedom of life and spirit, pray
for those who do not enjoy their right of freedom. We know
their situation, we do not forget them. All humans should
have the right of self-determination as to where they wish
to live. The spirit is all and the spirit will overcome.’

These sentiments were so well received by the people of
Berlin that, wherever Kirpal went around the city, someone
or other would refer to the statement and thank Him for it.

* From Richard Lovelace’s poem.
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The round of meetings with religious and political lead-
ers went on each day and Kirpal gave regular public dis-
courses. Kirpal had always shown an interest in political
matters, especially the attitude of those governing, regard-
ing their duty to the people. On numerous occasions, He
remarked that politicians should be, “of the people, by the
people,” and “for THE GOOD OF the people.” In other words,
it was their duty to take care of the people in their charge.
Under the banner of the WFR, which was always of great
interest to politicians, Kirpal was able to meet the ruling
section of various aspects of government and introduce not
only the aims and principles of the WFR, but also the spiri-
tual side of humanity and the duty of each individual to

his own spiritual advancement and toward the welfare of
his fellow men.

Bidding farewell to His tearful children in Berlin, the
Master and party were driven to the airport to fly to Han-
nover, where a train connection would be made to the small
town of Goslar in Westfalia, in order to attend a special
ceremony of the Order of St. John of Jerusalem, Knights of
Malta, of which Kirpal was now an honorary member. The
ceremony was scheduled to take place in a very ancient, tiny
church in Goslar, the interior seating of which was small
and not able to cope with the numbers of satsangis traveling
to each station of the tour (seeking the maximum possible
time with Kirpal while in Germany). However, many of the

followers were able to get reservations at the Goslar hotel
where Kirpal was to stay.



CHAPTER FIFTY

The aircraft carrying Kirpal and the rest of the party, and
some of the accompanying disciples, took off from Tempelhof
without ado. Within the first half-hour of the flight, it was
obvious to everyone aboard that the weather was not ideal.

Through the small windows the lightning was clearly
visible, and the plane became subjected to fierce turbulence.
Suddenly, the mid-size passenger aircraft began to rise and
fall, helplessly in the grip of the strong winds. The pas-
sengers had obeyed the order to ‘fasten seat-belts’ and were
thereby safely fastened to their seats — that is, all except-
ing one lady who, for some reason, had ignored the order.
On a downward plunge of the aircraft, she rose out of her
seat and hit her head on the ceiling of the fuselage. Blood
poured out from a gash in her forehead. There was nothing
the flight attendants could do at that stage — all the pas-
sengers were desperately trying to keep themselves on an
even keel. As the plane rose and fell with the wild tempest
outside, the people, with prayers on their lips and stomachs
in their mouths, clung to the arms of their seats and wished
the storm would finish — before it finished them all!

Kirpal, sitting with Hardevi in the front row, was calm
and serene. He rose up slightly in His seat and looked to the
two seats just behind them, where the present authors sat
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with sickly expressions! He raised His beautiful hand and
“patted” the air: an often-used wordless sign that “said”:
‘Have no fear, everything will be alright!” And in another
fifteen minutes or so the plane levelled off and flew on
smoothly toward Hannover.

A flight attendant quickly began some first-aid treatment
on the lady who had hit the roof — literally! Everyone began
to breathe normally again, and soon the aircraft was taxiing
along the runway toward the terminal amid loud applause
for the pilot.

When they finally climbed down onto the tarmac, the
green-faced passengers began to believe that all was well
— they were still alive! Was it due to the fine skill of the
pilot or did Kirpal have something to do with the rescue of
the flight? Every disciple aboard knew the answer. As they
staggered along, several suggested a cup of tea or coffee in
the airport cafeteria. The idea was popular and they all
assembled in the cafe to order hot drinks.

The authors had their duties — to check on all the lug-
gage — and there it was, a huge pile consisting of a bag for
each of the followers and several pieces of luggage for the
tour party, including a large box containing mostly kitchen
items — the means of making tea etc. at the drop of a hat;
Hardevi never went anywhere without provisions to take
care of the Master.

While the huge pile of luggage was being checked,
Kirpal approached, looked at the luggage and wanted to
know, ‘What is this box?” The reply was, ‘It's the kitchen
things, Maharaj Ji.’

The Master said no more, but took a pen from His pocket
and wrote on the box’s label: KHUKU — KITCHEN UTENSILS. That
done, He then asked, “Where is everybody?” On being told
of the poor condition of all the stomachs and the detour to
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the cafeteria, Kirpal spoke firmly: ‘Go and find them. We
have to make our way across town to the train station and
catch a certain train. When we reach the train station, then
they can have tea.

So everyone left the airport with little loss of time and
made the way over to the train station by public bus service.
Fortunately the train was boarded in good time and every-
one was at last able to breathe a sigh of relief.

At Goslar, the whole group booked into the hotel and re-
laxed. Not surprisingly, the subject of conversation was Kirpal
— and the shake-up plane ride they had had with Him!

On the morrow, Kirpal and just five others to accompa-
ny Him, walked to the tiny chapel about ten minutes away
from the hotel, and took their places for the ceremony. It
was normally performed without observers, following the
strict rules of the organization, and most of the procedure
was a mystery to the watching visitors.

After retracing steps back to Hannover, Kirpal’s new des-
tination was now the West German capital, Bonn, which had
four days to enjoy Kirpal’s visit, starting with His arrival on
June 30. The regular routine for each station included medi-
tation sittings, during which many people were given an
experience of the Light and Sound Principle within, without
having to take initiation — although most of the sitters did
subsequently ask for the gift of Naam.

These spontaneous sittings were one of the unique oc-
currences in the Master’'s work. To start with, no Guru in
the long line of Satgurus before Kirpal had traveled abroad
to take the news of contact with Naam to countries other
than India, except for Guru Nanak, who went on arduous
journeys to Tibet and China, just north of India; Ceylon (or
Sri Lanka), just south of India; Burma, just east of India; and
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some parts of the Middle East. Even Sawan, the immediate
predecessor to Kirpal, had not traveled beyond the mother
country.

So the long tours abroad (1955, 1963 and one in the fu-
ture: 1972) were in themselves unique and gathered many
more children into the Father’s fold. But the meditation
sittings were a special “free gift” whereby anyone could
sample the Master’s “stock in trade”. Anyone could join
in, no prerequisites required — as there were for regular ini-
tiation applications — just the wonderful inner experience
given freely with His grace and benevolence. Surely, God
was bestowing His wealth through the generous hands of
the God-in-man.

Bonn, being a federal center of government, was a bee-
hive of political and diplomatic activity. Kirpal had a busy
program of official visits and interviews. Three public talks
were given in the city.

Early morning on July 4, Kirpal took the train to
Niirnburg (Nuremburg) in Bavaria, where the enthusiastic
crowd of German disciples that greeted Him seemed to be
getting bigger. The Master and party were due to stay at
the country home of Mr. and Mrs. Flor, both devoted fol-
lowers. However, many initiates also followed the Master’s
car to the small town of Wachendorf — near Furth, which is
a slightly larger town, about ten kilometers from Niirnburg.
The peaceful atmosphere of the Flors” home and garden
was a welcome change to the bustle of cities, while being
a convenient short journey by road to reach Niirnburg for
the public talks and interviews during the five and one-half
days’ program.

Miinchen (Munich), the capital of Bavaria, was the next
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stop on the German leg of the tour and, after arriving by
car on July 9 at the Hotel Drei Lowen, a five-day program
would begin the next day, similar to the previous cities in
Germany.

To cross from Germany into Austria is very simple from
Miinchen, a distance of about 80 miles or 128 kilometers by
road. The Master’s hotel was located just outside the city of
Innsbruck, on one of the picturesque mountain slopes that
surround it — the “Hernstein”.

Famous for its older architecture, including the well-
known building that wears a roof covered with gold leaf,
Innsbruck (capital of the Tyrol) presents a city of charm and
culture. The journey to and from the hotel offered a very
pleasant vista of the valley’s beauty.

Among the various dignitaries who met Kirpal, the
Roman Catholic Bishop of Innsbruck showed a deep inter-
est in the teachings of the Path. A press conference was
held at an Innsbruck hotel for the Austrian journalists; a
tea and reception was arranged for the diplomats of a num-
ber of European countries; a short, professional film was
made to show in the cinemas, and a longer documentary
to be made in India was discussed at some length; a radio
interview was held and broadcast; a meeting was held for
the religious leaders in the area, to discuss the cause of the
WER; Her Highness, the Grand Duchess Sofie, of the House
of Hapsburg, attended one of the public discourses in the
Deutches Museum; Kirpal addressed the student priests at
the Jesuit College and, during a private interview, the Rec-
tor invited Kirpal to visit the Jesuit Headquarters in Poona,
India. It was a busy week’s program.

The Governor of Tyrol, along with the Mayor of Innsbruck,
had a serious discussion with Kirpal, explaining their



481

concern regarding the incendiary differences between Aus-
tria and neighboring Italy, which had reached a point where
war was somewhat imminent between the two nations. They
asked Kirpal — what should they do? Kirpal told them that
He appreciated the urgency of the situation, but His advice
was to delay any action for as long as possible. The politi-
cians thanked Him for the advice and told Him they would
seriously consider it. They must have accepted His guid-
ance, for war between the two nations was indeed averted.

All talk and thought of war was forgotten when the dis-
ciples gathered together at Kirpal's feet in the charming
grounds of the hotel on the hill, to which He would return
each day. Somehow or other, Kirpal spread and stretched
His time and presence to meet all demands — the officials
and His children.

The next stop on the itinerary was Greece, home of the
Olympics, those enlightened Greek philosophers and Greek
mythology. The Master flew into Athens (Athinai) on the
evening of July 22.

The intellectuals of Greece are deeply aware of, and very
proud of, their ancient heritage. Consequently, those who
were fortunate to meet the Master during His visit were
amazed, speechless and delighted to be in the company of
an eminent and contemporary proponent of those very an-
cient teachings as they themselves understood them.

The first to welcome Kirpal to Greece was Professor
Anthony Halas, also a writer and journalist, and Professor
Choumanides, a scholar of some considerable renown (offi-
cial title: Count of Lentrisco), accompanied by their friends
and colleagues. The Master graciously agreed to stay at
the home of Professor Halas which provided an ideal op-
portunity for the professor to hear about the teachings from
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the Master Himself, in intimate surroundings. He had been
seeking the Truth for forty years and knew he would only
find it face to face and not from the countless books he had
read throughout that period. Except for one small booklet
that drew him up sharp: Kirpal’s “Man, Know Thyself!”.
He may have just put it aside with all the others had his
attention not been arrested by the photograph at the begin-
ning. It registered so deep in his heart that he felt com-
pelled to read the book from cover to cover. He read the
booklet many times and knew that this was what he was
seeking and was a familiar voice out of the ancient past of
the old great ones. As Kirpal has told many times, ‘The old
Greeks spoke of this teaching: “Gnothi Seauton” and the old
Latins: “Nosce Teipsum” - the idea of knowing oneself
before knowing God.’

Professor Halas, in the familiar surroundings of his own
worldly home, listened to the Master’s voice telling him of
his true home, his spiritual home, in words that reminded
him of those ancient great ones: Pythagoras, Socrates, Plato,
Jesus and others. What a stupendous revelation!

The next day, Anthony Halas was the first Greek seeker
to receive the holy initiation from Kirpal. With the Master’s
permission and encouragement, as the Greek Representative
he planned on starting a Ruhani Satsang center in Athens.

Public talks were given, and also informal talks in pri-
vate homes. The Roman Catholic Archbishop of Athens and
Archbishop Jacob of the Greek Orthodox Church were great-
ly interested in the ambitions of the WEFR. Also, through
the Master’s influence, two branches of the Greek Christian
Church met in good friendship after a gap of many years.

Considering the facts that there had hitherto been no
regular Satsang Center in Greece and the WEFR was still very
young as yet, Kirpal's visit to Greece was a huge success



483

and stirred the interest of sincere people of integrity, which
hinted at a prolific future for both Ruhani Satsang and the
World Fellowship of Religions.

The political and official groups had also their share of
Kirpal’s attention. As it was habitual in His Indian daily
life, every minute was put to positive use — all with the
Master’s grace, while He passed on all praise and credit to
His Master, Hazur Baba Sawan. The first public initiation
held in Greece was on July twenty-seven, an anniversary
date which always belonged to Sawan.

“All roads lead to Rome”, they say, and it was Rome’s
turn to have Kirpal’s holy presence for a five-day program.
The Master arrived at Hotel Reale on August 1. That
afternoon, the Mayor of Rome welcomed the Master of-
ficially to Italy, followed by a meeting with the Rome
Council President.

The Pope’s interest in co-operating with other religions
had started the New Ecumenical Council. The aims and
principles of the WFR - as Kirpal clearly explained them
- were warmly received by the Papal Commission on Co-
operation with Non-Christian Religions. The Cardinal-
Vicar of Rome offered every help in doing Italy’s part toward
the development of WFR; while Count Vanni Teodorani M.P.
agreed to be the Representative in Italy for WFR.

At a meeting on August 5 with H. H. Pope Paul VI in the
Vatican, and in response to Kirpal’s outline of the WEFR’s
efforts in the name of peace, the Pope said, “We shall pray
for India and we shall pray for you’. At the end of a busy
five days, the Rome tour ended with a dinner in the Master’s
honor given by the Indian Ambassador to Italy and his wife.

France was fortunate in having already a group of
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disciples, and Kirpal was met by a number of these on His
arrival at Orly Airport in Paris on August 6. Strangely, a
similar instance to what had happened in Berlin occurred in
Paris. Although rooms had been reserved in a hotel, a very
devoted disciple came forward and asked the Master to stay
at her home. Kirpal smiled at Mme. N. Goldenberg and said
to her, “‘Why not? That is also my home.” The entire house
was handed over for the use of the Master for the length of
His visit to Paris.

The French group leader, Mme. Denise Mafille, who
had come forward at the airport with a beautiful bou-
quet for Kirpal, was on hand to direct the proceedings
in Paris. The Master gave two public talks at the Centre
International de Meditation Hindoue, organized by Mme.
Choisy, the Center’s director; other public and private talks
were given elsewhere, including the Russian Orthodox
Church of Saint Denise. Monseigneur Kovalesky,
Metropolitan of the Church, agreed with the work being
done by the WFR and promised to do all he could to help,
including attending the forthcoming conference in India.
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