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The Master’s third world tour of 1972 does not, by and
large, rank high in my treasure-house of memories of Him;
this is partly because His noticeable age and weakness
depressed me, and partly because the huge crowds that now
flocked around Him added a new—and very difficult—di-
mension to the whole business of seeing Him. Everything in
1972 as multiplied by ten. In 1963, one hundred persons
(approximately) had met Him at the airport when He first
arrived; in 1972, it was almost one thousand. This ratio con-
tinued throughout.

The first ten days or so of the third tour were spent at the
home of Mr. Khanna, who was living at this time in an ex-
clusive neighborhood in Oakton, Virginia. The neighbors
objected strenuously to large numbers of cars and ragged-
looking young people hanging around, so the word was out
not to go there for darshan, but to be satisfied with the
public meetings held at a hall in nearby Fairfax. Never-
theless the Master personally asked Judith, our son Eric,
and me to come over to see Him, and we went. A very very
sweet darshan it was, too. The next night there were quite a
few more people there, and the third night a mob; and
watching the Master I had a distinct feeling that He was not
pleased with such a large number of people being there.
This made me uneasy, and I resolved not to go the next
night.

After Satsang the following evening, therefore, | an-
nounced in our hotel room (a large two-room suite that
many of us were sleeping in) that 1 was not going to go over
that night. Some of the people were willing to go along with
whatever 1 did, and others were determined to go anyway,
which was certainly their right and, for all I knew, their
duty: who was to say | was right? They left, and the few of
us remaining sat around and discussed the Path. I spoke of
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how the most beautiful moments—in fact, the only
moments that really counted—in my life were those
moments at the Master’s Feet. Qur dear sister Amy Hart
said, “Why aren’t you there now?’’ The second she said
that, I felt as though I had been hit by lightning. I knew she
was absolutely right: not only should 1 be there, but I mus:
be there, that the Master Himself wanted me there—the
same way | had known it in Pathankot, only two or three
times as intense. I said instantly, “‘I’m going over! Anybody
who wants to go can come, but I'm not waiting!”’ I raced
down the stairs, jumped into the car and drove off—along
with Judith, Eric, Amy, Shirley Tassencourt and Kathy
Osinski (now Mrs. Dale Peterson) all of whom had been in
the room and had also made it into the car. Like a madman
I drove the ten miles or so to the house—the urgency was
unbearable, and I felt that  had made a terrible mistake and
the only way I could rectify it was to get there as quickly as
possible. We pulled into Mr. Khanna’s front yard, raced
into the house—and found no one there at all—no one at all
except the Master, sitting cross-legged on His bed and
beaming at us! I didn’t stop to wonder where everyone else
was; | threw myself at His Feet, grateful beyond words. He
said softly, ‘““Where have you been?’’ I just looked at Him;
what could I say? He continued, *““Were you lost?’’ and
smiled. I said, ‘“Yes, Master—1I was lost, all right, but I'm
found now!”” He laughed.

Then followed twenty minutes of the sweetest, most lov-
ing darshan imaginable—with just us! At the end, Mr.
Khanna came upstairs; seeing us in the Master’s room, he
called up the others from downstairs in the basement, where
every soul in the house had been waiting—except for us.
Master gave them a few minutes too, then dismissed us all.
I felt His love that night as much as I ever had.
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In October He returned to Sant Bani Ashram’ for the
first time since His initial one-day visit nine years before.
Both the Ashram and the Master Who had founded it had
altered much in outer appearance: the Ashram had grown
many buildings, including of course the Satsang Hall, and
also a small house built especially and only for the Master’s
personal use as a labor of love by the devotees of the area;
the Master had aged so that it was a visible effort for Him to
walk around the place He had once enjoyed so much, and
after a few tries He was eventually driven from one place to
another in a car—over the same paths and walkways He had
practically bounded over on His first visit. Nevertheless, |
referred to His five-day stay at the time as ‘‘five drops of
eternity’” and that remains an excellent description. Despite
His weakening physical condition, or perhaps because of it,
His spirit burned more intensely than ever; and those five
days were, in terms of Sant Bani Ashram, both a fulfillment
and a foreshadow—an end and a beginning,.

He was pleased with His house which had been designed
and the building of it supervised by His loving disciple
Tibor Farkas, a Canadian architect; He was pleased with
the arrangements in general, which were made possible by
the loving cooperation of so many; He was concerned about
the physical comfort of the dear ones in the New England
autumn, which was cold; and He was both amused and con-
cerned about the differences between the so-called seating
capacity of the Hall (maximum 300) and the numbers of
people who wanted to sit in it (maximum 800). By making
use of overflow places with speakers and by squeezing
squeezing squeezing until it seemed as if there wasn’t room

7. 1 am giving here a very brief personal view of this last tour, The of-

ficial complete account, with many pictures, can be found in The Third
World Tour of Kirpal Singh.
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enough for another pancake in the Hall—let alone a per-
son—we managed to fit between six and seven hundred per-
sons inside. Whenever possible, the Master held Satsang
outdoors, but it was too cold to do that at night.

The Master gave initiation the morning of the last day.
He had instructed me to screen and prepare potential initi-
ates all week long, and I had been doing so: about twenty-
five persons had been accepted and we had set aside the
main room in the Big House for the initiation, leaving the
Hall for everyone else to meditate in. But when I arrived at
the Big House on the morning scheduled, 1 found that the
number had doubled overnight! Not only were most of
these persons unknown to me—they had not been screened
and some of them had very little idea of what they were do-
ing—but the capacity of the room reserved for the purpose
was nowhere big enough to handle fifty persons. The fact
was that some of the people following the Master had
strong views about this ‘‘screening’’ and they were just of-
fering the initiation to anyone and accepting all. I did not
feel that I was in a position to object but I really didn’t
know what to do about the space problem: if we used the
Hall for the initiation, which was one obvious solution,
where would everyone else meditate? I ran down to the
Master’s house and explained the situation to Him. We
were in the living room of His house, both standing. When 1
finished, He stood for a few minutes, looking at me, His
eyes twinkling. Finally He said. ‘“Weed out ten.”’ I stared,
not comprehending. He repeated, a bit sharply. ‘“Weed out
ten. There are too many.”’ I blurted out, ‘‘You want me to
weed out ten of them, Master?’’ He said, ‘‘Yes, surely.”
Suddenly I had a mental picture of myself explaining to the
people in charge, who were very self-confident and sure of
themselves, that I had been told to weed out ten of the very
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people they had been so actively encouraging to be initi-
ated, and I laughed. I laughed long and loud, and it was a
laugh of disobedience; for with that laugh I made a choice
—I decided not to do what the Master had told me to do. It
would of course have been very difficult for me to have
done it, and again it might well have been misunderstood by
others as some kind of an ego trip. So I took the easy
course, and disobeyed.

Master watched me laughing very closely for a few
minutes, then He also laughed. I did not feel that He was
specially surprised or angry at my disobedience; I doubt
that He expected anything different. When He finished
laughing, He said, ‘‘Use the Hall for the initiation. It
doesn’t matter about the others. They don’t have to
meditate this morning.”” The matter was settled; I had got
what I came for; I went up and arranged for the initiation to
be given in the Hall. But many many times since that day,
especially when I have felt content with myself, compla-
cent, like a good obedient disciple worthy of being
emulated by others, I remember very clearly the Master
standing there, saying, ““Weed out ten,”” and me laughing
and refusing to doit, and [ know that I do not have even the
beginning of an inkling of what obedience means, or what is
meant by self-surrender.

After the Master left Sant Bani Ashram, we followed
Him everywhere we could. Beautiful intimate loving ses-
sions in Burlington, Vermont, and Denver were exceptions,
not the rule; and the physical difficulties of traveling non-
stop by car in a futile attempt to keep up with the airplanes
was far more difficult for me now than it had been nine
years earlier. In Los Angeles, the Master spent a lot of time
in the company of Yogi Bhajan, which some of us resented;
we wanted Him to spend it in the company of us, no doubt.
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One sweet afternoon at the home of Lucille Gunn in Glen-
dale, the Master was asked why Yogi Bhajan, who lays so
much emphasis on the Sikh Gurus and their writings,
should teach Kundalini Yoga which is explicitly condemned
in these writings. The Master laughed gleefully: ‘I don’t
know! Ask him.”” Someone else asked Him why Jesus was
the only Master who had died for the sins of the world. He
laughed again, not so gleefully this time: ‘‘All Masters have
died for the sins of the world.”’

The tour continued through Dalias, St. Petersburg, even-
tually Fort Lauderdale. It seemed as though it got harder
and harder to get to Him at each place. In Fort Lauderdale,
the last stop, the crunch was immense: it was His last stop in
the United States and people came from everywhere to see
Him for one last time. The numbers were so many and the
difficulties so multiplied that I almost gave up but not quite.
One day was set aside for the disciples and the Master to be
together at Birch State Park. It was a lovely day, beginning
with meditation and darshan. Private interviews followed.
At some point I was wandering alone in the Park when, as |
was crossing a road, I met a friend in his car. He invited me
to accompany him while he returned to his hotel (which was
also Master’s hotel) on some errand or other. 1 accepted. As
we left his room and were standing by the elevator, | had a
sudden impulse and said. ‘‘Suppose we push ‘5’ (the Mas-
ter’s floor) instead of ‘1”’, and see what happens?’’—Al-
ways adventurous, he said, ‘‘Fine’’ and pushed “‘5’’. We
arrived at Master’s suite to discover it almost completely
deserted—everyone was at the Park. Only the Master Him-
self and one attendant were there. The attendant met us at
the door. ““‘Oh, good!”’ he said. ‘‘The Master wanted to see
you. Here—this is for you!”’ and gave me a fuzzy Polaroid
picture of Master and Yogi Bhajan sitting on a brass bed at
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the Yogi’s headquarters in Los Angeles. I didn’t like the
picture and I was still feeling unfriendly toward the Yogi, so
[ took the picture, resolving mentally not to publish it or do
anything with it. I put it in my pocket and my friend and 1
went in to see the Master who was sitting on His bed. He
smiled and said to me, ‘Do you have something for me?’’ I
could not think what He meant, unless it was the picture
that 1 had just been given, so I pulled it out of my pocket
and gave it to Him. He smiied, took it, and then proceeded
to autograph it'— thus turning it into a valued possession,
and handed it back, saying flatly, ‘“You will print this in Sa¢
Sandesh.”’ | said, *“Yes, Master,”” and I did.

On one of the last nights in Florida—possibly the last
night, I’'m not sure—He gave a remarkable talk on ‘““The
Coming Spiritual Revolution’’ which was one of the first in-
dicators that He might be leaving soon. Especially beautiful
and significant is this section:

“Every human being has a secret chamber within
himself, which is called the ‘closet of the body.” That is
higher than the mind and heart both, and provides mind
with understanding to a certain extent, and the heart with
feelings of love. This chamber is the Kingdom of God
within us. This is the crest jewel, the pearl of great price.
The Saints, when we come in contact with them, open this
chamber by withdrawing all our attention from outside.
The test of a true Master is the fact that in his company, the
smallest realm opens up within us, and the Light, Divine
Light, the God-into-Expression Power, is seen. Christ said,
‘If thine eye be single, thy whole body shall be full of light.’
Prophet Mohammed said. ‘The light of Allah is found
where? In the human temples.” Why am | quoting these
things? Because right understanding was given by Saints
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and Masters coming from time to time. Lord Krishna said,
‘T will give you divine light and you will see my glory
within.” Buddha said the same thing: ‘Every man possesses
the bright mirror of illumination.” This, all the Buddhas
realized. Buddha further proclaimed that, ‘The way of the
illumined ones is the growth of snowdrops behind the
eyes’; and then Christ came, and it was as if a few crocuses
opened their eyes to the winter sky. But now the time has
come when we can have a rebirth; this is what Christ spoke
of when he said that the poor in spirit shall inherit the
Kingdom of God.

““So springtime is upon us now,; there will be more
fragrant Saints, | would say now, who will come up and give
us through the grace of God, a contact with the God-into-
Expression Power. And this is the revolution, the spiritual
revolution, which is coming up—an awakening all around.
Why are all these people coming, you see? In the past, these
things were told in the ears of the disciples after a long time
of testing. Now it is given out from open platforms; people
are having it without distinction, whether they are ready or
not ready, they are getting something. This is what is
needed—the times have changed now. And Masters come
from time to time to bring these things into the experience
of others who are born as human beings . . .”’

These were among the last public words He spoke in
North America. But on his return to India He spoke in the
same vein. At the celebration of his 79th birthday (February
6, 1973—He was born in 1894, but in India they called it the
““80th’’") He said among other things, the following:

““The fact is, all credit goes to Him (God). It is all His
grace working. I said in the morning session that the sun is
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about to set. Take heed before it is too late . . Wake up
before it is too late. You cannot depend on life.”’

And on another occasion, at the same celebration:

“We have to do our work during the day. When the night
falls, who can work? This is what Christ says, ‘1 must work
the works of him that sent me, while it is day’—that means
when he was alive— ‘for the night cometh, when no man
can work. As long as I am in the world, I am the light of the
world.” Help the Master in his mission. The time for a
spiritual revolution has come. It will arrive only when we
lead a pure and chaste life. That will require some effort on
our part. Have no fear; be true disciples of the Master
and not of the mind; and then become a Gurumukh or
mouthpiece of the Master . . . Do something now when the
sun is shining; you won’t be able to do anything after
sunset. At present you are alive, and the Master is also in the
physical body. Do not fritter away this opportunity.”

These statements did seem ominous to us! I remember
that the words, ¢“The sun is about to set. Wake up before it
is too late. You cannot depend on life,”” made a specially
vivid impression on my mind, and I discussed the possible
meaning of those words with other disciples. But we were
totally unable to face up to the possible implications and so
we left it. We could do nothing else.

In July 1973 the Master issued a circular letter asking His
disciples not to write to Him anymore® and to discontinue
sending Him their diaries. News of the circular spread like
shock waves around the Western world, until it was pub-
lished in Sat Sandesh where it could be read by all. Not to be

8. The circular is reprinted in The Way of the Saints, pp. 393-397.
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able to write to the Master! A hard blow indeed. I felt very
uneasy as it seemed to me that the reason for this had tobe a
deteriorating physical condition.

That September I went to India once again to sit at His
feet. It was a beautiful three weeks. When I arrived He was
up at Manav Kendra, the ideal community He was building
near Dehra Dun. On one of the first nights I was pacing
around and around the beautiful pool He had built there
when I looked over and saw Him on the back porch of His
house which was next to the pool. At first I thought He was
asleep—He was sitting in a chair, unmoving—but looking
closer I saw that He was in samadhi—He was radiating
Light, and His face which in repose now looked older than
old, had merged with that of His Master so that I was look-
ing at both Their faces at once. It was an astounding sight
and despite my years with Him, new to me: [ had often seen
Him turn totally into Baba Sawan Singh, but I had never
seen Them co-exist in the same space before. I was very
grateful to be granted this extraordinary privilege, and 1
gazed at Him for what seemed like many hours.

In February 1974, the Master held the gigantic World
Conference on Unity of Man at the Ramlila Grounds in
New Delhi. Many important religious and political leaders
were present—Mrs. Gandhi addressed one of the ses-
sions—and such well-known-in-America leaders as Yogi
Bhajan and Pir Vilayat Khan were important participants.
The Master used the occasion to issue a general invitation to
His Western disciples to visit Him in India; about four hun-
dred accepted, many many more by far than had ever gone
to Sawan Ashram at one time before. I, however did not
plan to go. I reasoned that I had just been there; that it was
Judith’s turn to go; and my one experience with a big
spiritual conference in the past was not among my favorite
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memories. No, this one was not for me. As various Sat-
sangis from our area left to go, 1 kept not sending letters to
the Master explaining why I wasn’t coming. Finally, when
my friends Tim and Sally Gallagher left, I really tried to
send a letter with them but I could not write it and I gave up.
A few days later I realized, just as I had in the motel room in
1972, that the Master wanted me and I had to go. So I went.
When | arrived, I learned that someone at the Ashram had
wanted to cable me in connection with a book [ was
publishing, and had asked the Master if I was coming to the
Conference. ‘“Coming?’’ asked the Master. ‘‘Of course
he’s coming! He has to come. [t’s his job to be here.”” So |
had no choice.

The Conference was a big success, I guess; in many ways
it was tremendously inspiring, in other ways, not. In
retrospect, knowing that the Master’s body was going to die
six months later, it seems almost that the Conference was an
excuse for getting as many of His children as possible to
come so that He could say goodbye. But that is not the
whole truth. In fact, He cared enormously about abstrac-
tions like “‘unity of man’’ and ‘‘universal love.”” No one
ever lived who did more to make those abstractions real in
His own life, and if all the participants at the Conference
did not share His total honesty and unbounded love for
human beings just because they were human beings, it was
not the Master’s fault. He could take the rankest cliche
about love and/or service and make it as fresh and exciting
as if it had just been thought of, because He actually lived
those cliches and had done what the rest of us pay lip service
to. Consequently, the Conferences presided over by Him
cannot be discounted, even if they were ultimately disap-
pointing: if some of the politicians and religionists He was
compelled to work with had followed His example and lived
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what they talked about so eloquently at the Conferences, it
would have been another matter. The full potential of such
gatherings would have been realized.

For me, the Conference at times was a real high: I par-
ticipated in a panel on unity of religions with the Arch-
bishop of Delhi, among others, and had to give a talk with
no advance warning at all—none. I did it, and the result was
one of the most exhilarating and satisfying senses of ac-
complishment I have ever felt. After the panel was over |
was floating. I also addressed the whole Conference on one
occasion: that was also a high, but less so than the panel. At
other times, however, I felt tired, depressed, and ill, and it
was with great effort that I went to the sessions at all.

The final day of the Conference was the Master’s birth-
day and an early morning session (5:30 a.m.) was scheduled
to celebrate it. While the Master said not a word in English
during the whole session, it remains in my memory as the
most powerful and charged Satsang I had ever attended.
Master had never been more beautiful: sick, exhausted,
eighty years old, He radiated love and easy good humor,
deferred constantly to Yogi Bhajan (half His age), refused
to give a proper discourse or to speak in English or to
give out parshad—all of which was expected by various
members of the audience. Instead, He conducted what
looked like a good-humored private conversation (that just
happened to go out over the microphone) with Yogi Bhajan
and Pir Vilayat in Hindi, then asked the Yogi to translate
for Him. At the end, rather than giving out parshad, He re-
quested Yogi Bhajan to give it out, and Himself took the
first parshad from the Yogi’s hands. A gesture of humility
that was astonishing under the circumstances: the tent,
after all, contained fifty thousand persons who were
disciples of Kirpal Singh, who were there to celebrate Kirpal
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Singh’s birthday, and who wanted Kirpal Singh’s parshad.
All in all, a very interesting morning.

After the Conference was over, and [ had returned home,
what stayed with me most strongly was gratitude for the
personal grace that the Master had given me by allowing me
to see Him privately so often when He was so terribly busy
and there were so many others pressing on His time. Night
after night 1 would find myself at His feet in His living-
room, with a very few people or sometimes alone, with little
or no effort on my part. On one occasion when I was sitting
on the floor at His feet and we were alone, He said, out of a
silence, ““You should make the pond bigger.”” This was a
surprise! I had to think very hard to remember that His last
words to me as He was leaving Sant Bani Ashram in 1972
were, ‘‘Develop the pond more, please.’”” He was referring
to the pond which we had dug at the Ashram and which we
were standing next to at that moment. Other people had
also heard Him say that, and it had been recorded on tape:
but because of the expense and difficulty involved in pump-
ing the pond dry and getting the bulldozers in again, I had
chosen to interpret His remarks as meaning that we should
beautify the land around the pond and make it more
suitable for meditation. In retrospect, it seems like a real
cop-out on my part, but | had convinced myself that that
was what He meant, and then forgotten about it. Now He
was being very specific: ‘““You should make the pond big-
ger.”” I stupidly asked, ‘“You want us to make the pond big-
ger, Master?”’ He nodded. ‘‘Bigger—and deeper. Who
knows? You might find a spring!”’ 1 promised Him that we
would do it as soon as feasible and the following August,
when He left the body, the work was just beginning; and
while I was in India in connection with His passing, Judith
wrote me that the bulldozer had uncovered a spring.
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On another night, again we were alone, He looked deep
into my eyes and said, ‘‘Thank God you have come!’’ That
was all He said; the rest was silence, punctuated only by my
weeping. (Of course, He was speaking from my point of
view, not His. I didn’t know, but He knew, that this was my
last opportunity ever to have His physical darshan. We both
knew how close I had been to not coming.)

On this night I had failed very badly. I had been feeling
self-important, had lost my temper at a brother who didn’t
care for my advice, and had ignored some very specific in-
structions of the Master; in fact, I argued with Him about
it. And He gave me only love back. As a consequence, after
sitting in meditation all night I became very aware of what I
had done and did my best to make everything right—not
that we ever really can. But the point is that the Master is
not a dictator. When we become disciples of a real Master
we don’t become slaves. He gently points out to us what
would be for our own good. If we take it, fine; if we
don’t—well, He never says, ‘‘Bad person! You’ll have to
pay for this!”’ He leaves it up to us. It is because of the in-
herent dignity of the human being that He acts this way; as
He has said, ‘‘I have come not to make you slaves, but to
make you friends.”’

On the last day of my stay, which was also the last day |
saw Him physically when He was wearing the body of Kir-
pal Singh, He again arranged it so that I saw Him in the
morning for an hour or so. Present were Mr. Reno Sirrine,
Bibi Hardevi, and me. He spoke about many things that
were to be of great concern to either Reno or myself in the
months ahead, and then He thanked me for keeping Sant
Bani Ashram ‘‘straight’’ and not allowing His teachings to
be mixed up with side issues. He said that the people who
came there from the Sant Bani area used their time rightly,
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did not bother about secondary issues, did not complain
about food or other things, but concentrated on medita-
tion; and He appreciated it. I was very moved and did not
know how to reply; later it seemed to me that very little of
that was due to my doing, and that the dear brothers and
sisters from the Sant Bani area were themselves responsible
for having good sense.

That night I was feeling sad and depressed over leaving,
even though He had given me another hour and had teased
and joked with me and allowed me to sit there while people
came and went. I did not feel the deep intense grief that I
had felt in the past on leaving Him; felt instead a dull
depression, like a toothache, and a feeling of wanting more.
As we said goodbye to Him for the last time—about sixteen
persons were leaving that night, including several group
leaders—a friend and I were at the end of the line as we filed
past Him at the door. When we reached Him, He put out
His arm and stopped us from continuing and made us sit
down again. He heaped parshad on us—bags and bags of
sugar candy—and gave us the sweetest goodbye im-
aginable. When we got up to go, I felt happy and fulfilled
and very very grateful. It was the last gift He gave me as Kir-
pal Singh.

Six months later, on August 21, 1974, we all received
word that He had died. It was the end of our world as we
had known it.


















































































































































































































































































































