
The Book of Sant Ajaib 

1. The Meeting with Ajaib Singh 

A FTER Sant Kirpal Singh Ji Maharaj discarded this mortal frame on 
Wednesday, the 21st August 1974, life became dreadful. I was com- 

pletely shaken, with no ray of hope in sight. I felt that life had abruptly 
become useless, bereft of purpose and direction, and worth nothing. 
The same Sawan Ashram, where after discharging my domestic and 
official duties, I used to spend five or six hours daily, and which used 
to brim with aspirants from all corners of the world, far and near alike, 
became desolate and deserted; its atmosphere coarsened within no time 
of the passing away of the Lord, and it seemed as if the peace and tran- 
quility of this blessed and placid place had started growing dim. The 
sun of spirituality, which had shone there bright and brilliant for more 
than twenty-five years, and gave light and life and love to the whole 
world, had unfortunately set; the light of this holy place had gone out; 
the most high and holy One, Who had infused life-giving impulses to 
all His children, no matter how undeserving they were, had hidden Him- 
self in by leaving the physical vesture, and one could see nothing but 
total darkness all around. 

Despite the enormous loss, the responsible people who had been 
closely associated with the management of the Ashram, and had claims 
to nearness to the Supreme Lord, seemed to realize but little the gravity 
of the calamity, and engaged themselves in talks and meaningless dis- 
cussions, instead of utilizing the sorrowful time in the holy remembrance 
of the Mighty One. Momentary feeling and short-lived sorrow did not 
move us, with the result that caring more for the future than the.past, 
which we foolishly thought to  be finished, we took no time in forget- 
ting Him and His love, and kept ourselves busy in bodily care and with 
the mundane affairs of the Ashram, little realizing that what was most 
important for us was the Lord Who was gone, the Love He showered 
on us, and the message He left for us. 

But the sufferer alone knows the pangs of love and separation from 
the Beloved, and since we had never been victims, how could we ever 
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think like this? Being world-ridden and enamored of our positions, we 
cared more for the outer things and His Ashram and its incidental af- 
fairs, with the result that where was the time and heart to think of the 
bounties of His love? to  recount the tales of His blessings? and to 
remember the grace and kindness showered on each one of us? But it 
will have to be admitted that the vast multitude of the Sangat was far 
more concerned about Him than about the irrelevancies which were 
bedeviling the so-called responsible people. The simple and straight Sat- 
sangis had tears in their eyes, grief in their inner self, and His remem- 
brance on their lips. I could not help feeling then, and much more now, 
that even the worldly people did better than we, who in fits of vanity 
called ourselves the children of that mighty Lord. 

How repeatedly and how often did He tell us that Kal, a force to 
reckon with, is always out to mislead gullible souls from the spiritual 
path, to put the disciples of the Perfect Master adrift and astray, by 
making concerted efforts and attacks, especially after such Masters leave 
the world, as it swings into action within no time of the disappearance 
of the Master souls, and pouncing upon their disciples, tears them up, 
and involves them in rifts and wranglings. And this is what happened 
to us, this is precisely what we did, and this is what we could not re- 
strain ourselves from doing. And as we had not known the real glory 
and greatness of the Lord, we could see Him as nothing more than a 
great and good father, who gave us beautiful scriptured texts and spoke 
very well on every aspect of spirituality. But how wrong we were be- 
cause He was the Word personified-of which we had no idea, as we 
had not gone in. Some dear ones may be in a mood to apportion blame 
for all that happened, and possibly to bestow a greater portion of the 
blame on others; but I do not hesitate to own it, and am personally 
convinced that each one of us, with no exceptions, suffering under the 
illusion of the words: "responsible, respected and prominent people," 
cannot escape blame in the process of any assessment. But we are all 
brothers and sisters, which He had made us, and even after going so 
far wrong, if we make clean admission of our follies before Him Who 
is sitting inside everyone, we will be able to see Him Who has disap- 
peared from the outside. 

Meditation sittings, devotional singing and the like which used to 
be held daily during the life of the Great Master, disappeared with His 
disappearance, and useless, unending discussions started, spoiling the 
blessed loving quiet of the Ashram. Those of us desirous of elevated 
positions in the revised set-up started working up a war hysteria to  
capitalize on the situation and left no stone unturned in provoking the 
pitiful and frustrating war of arguments over the issue of succession 
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to start with, and in slinging mud and dirt on any viewpoint different 
than ours later; all the while professing to act on the sacred teachings 
of the Master, swearing by its every word and syllable. Looking back 
on the condition in which the holy mission was badly mauled, one can 
only be reminded of the reference to Satan quoted in the scriptures. 
Mutual respect and recognition was sacrificed at the altar of succes- 
sion. What a great tragedy it was that the children of the Great Mas- 
ter, Who devoted His whole life in inculcating humility, courtesy and 
meekness, should behave so shamelessly and so stupidly within just a 
few days of His passing away; not with aliens but with the kith and 
kin of their own spiritual family, whom He had tied in bonds unbreak- 
able not only in this world, but in the world beyond. God help us. What 
had we done and where were we going? 

A group of people obviously espousing the cause of a dear one for 
succession, but outwardly professing to ensure the continuity of the 
work of the mission uninterrupted and unhampered, surreptitiously cir- 
culated a small typewritten anonymous note amongst the Western dis- 
ciples of the Master, who had flown to India immediately on hearing 
the deadening news of His departure from the physical world, and due 
to meet to discuss the working of the mission after Him, saying that 
the Holy Father had written a will nominating His spiritual successor 
and that the same should be implemented and put into effect. As the 
Master had spoken on countless occasions about wills, documents and 
papers, stating that those were instruments for conveyance of worldly 
possessions, like property, wealth and lands, and had absolutely no 
reference to the transference of spirituality, which being a matter of 
the soul, was beyond the scope of worldly instruments, and was passed 
through the eyes - differences of opinion cropped up; one set of per- 
sons advocating strongly the existence of the will, and the necessity of 
its implementation; and the other set making out just as strongly that 
according to the often repeated and known words of the Master, wills 
and documents were irrelevant. 

The first set of people said that Master was all powerful, and if He 
had chosen to draw up a will nominating a successor, who were we 
mortal beings to question it, or even think that it was not in accor- 
dance with His spoken and written words? -that our job was only to 
act upon it, having faith and confidence in it, leaving the rest to Him; 
for them, what mattered was the existence of the will, and all the rest 
was of no consequence. These people were heard saying that those who 
failed to act on the will would have to pay for ignoring His wishes con- 
tained therein. 

The other set of people relied completely on the known words of the 
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Master - spoken and written so often, so strongly bnci so continuously, 
that there was not an iota of a doubt that it was an unchanging law 
and an eternal principle, scrupulously maintained and observed all along 
in the history of Sant Mat, and will continue to operate so long as life 
exists on the earth plane. These people said that Swami Ji Maharaj never 
executed any will, nor did Baba Jaimal Singh Ji Maharaj execute any 
to transfer His work to  Baba Sawan Singh Ji Maharaj - Who also en- 
trusted His mission to Sant Kirpal Singh Ji Maharaj without taking 
recourse to any material instruments. And if this was the history and 
tradition of Sant Mat, where were we going to, by believing in or act- 
ing on something different? These people also said that as none of the 
Perfect Masters had ever executed any will or documents, nor ever said 
a word about it in the Holy Scriptures-that the one who possesses a 
will could in that way become a Saint - we will be walking in darkness 
by doing anything contrary to the teachings of all Saints and Masters, 
especially against the work and thinking of the two great and illustri- 
ous Masters of the present age. 

It was also pointed out that the small booklet, Truth Triumphant, 
written during the time of Hazur Maharaj Ji, at His instruction, left 
no room for doubt on this subject; and in view of all that had been 
written and said, it was necessary to proceed with great caution and care. 

As a disciple of Baba Sawan Singh who had seen the truth about 
wills, documents and papers in the matter of the transference of the 
spiritual work, and who had heard the whole story from the lips of 
Maharaj Ji Himself, in private, I wholly and fully subscribed to the 
viewpoint of the second set of people and did put it forth whenever 
these discussions cropped up in my presence. But as I felt that each 
dear one had to make a decision on his own, without being unduly 
influenced-except by looking seriously into what the two Masters of 
the time had said, written and done-I did not make any efforts to 
put others right or propagate my views, and limited myself to saying 
what I honestly felt to be right, only in the meetings of the Managing 
Committee of Sawan Ashram. I felt that, being a member of that Com- 
mittee, I had the responsibility to spell my views out clearly at those 
times, or if some dear ones came to me and asked me about my views. 
In my view, the words of the Master said or written, from time to time, 
were His real and ruling wills, especially since the supposed will referred 
to  could not be found and was known only by rumor; they constituted 
the best guidance for us, and no so-called will could direct His chil- 
dren better than what He had spoken not once, but innumerable times. 
But I had no difficulty in allowing anyone else to  act as one liked as 
it was a personal matter, to be decided by each dear one to the best 
of his judgment. 
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In between these two major contending sets of people was the large 
body of His followers, who were simple and straight, but had no firm 
opinion of their own, and were capable of being influenced either way 
on the basis of the experience or thinking of others. The bulk of the 
people had a better life on the spiritual path than many of us who 
thought of ourselves as important and prominent; yet they were sub- 
ject to great danger of being led away easily by those whom they looked 
up to as leaders of public opinion. 

The Managing Committee of Sawan Ashram of which, as I said 
earlier, I was a member, was a divided house. Every member helplessly 
became a victim of the sectarianism and presented the viewpoint held 
by him as sacrosant, without caring to appreciate during the discus- 
sions the angle of vision presented by other groups or members and 
gradually lost the courtesy and humility so often emphasized by the 
great Master and so necessary for the continuance of His holy Mission. 

It was sad that none of the members of the Committee took the lead 
by rising above the prevailing near-insanity or by absorbing the shock 
of the degenerated situation, even a little akin to what our holy Master 
had done on numerous occasions. To me it seemed as if this was the 
occasion for the dear one wanting to step into the Master's shoes to 
exhibit what he had - pour out the self-earned love accumulated through 
the years of a life of purity by showering forgiveness upon the fellow 
members who thought differently. I also thought that there was an op- 
portunity of exhibiting one's mettle and merit by bringing the mem- 
bers holding different viewpoints together -not by the force of pressure, 
not by threatening the consequences of not supporting him, and decid- 
edly not by publishing in newspapers or otherwise the weaknesses of 
others, but by winning them over with the heavenly divine touch and 
with forbearance and affection. 

But unfortunate as it was, it did not happen. Discussions widened 
the gulf, causing rivalry and hatred, hedging on enmity. The distance 
and dissensions between the members kept increasing. The teachings 
and message of the Masters were thrown to the winds, not by those 
who did not see eye to eye with His vision, not by His opponents, but 
by His own chosen children, who were apparently fighting amongst 
themselves for deciding who should assume His position and privilege 
in order to carry on His mission, but were ironically killing it by ignor- 
ing its basic and essential principles. What a deterioration it was, 
unimaginable and unbearable in retrospect. And it was all happening 
because, like Kabir's Pandit, who was anxious to call himself sarbajeet, 
we were licking the thrown away bits of spirituality without having made 
them our own self-experience. 

To have differences of opinion was nothing new or improper; it is 
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a sign of mental health. But what if it brings the sacred mission to a 
grinding halt, tears the whole community of aspirants to pieces, and 
drives away the ones who seek the path and wish to achieve spiritual 
heights? The irony of the situation was that each dear one did his best 
or worst, whatever one may choose to call it, so as to bring about this 
state of affairs, but nobody was ever prepared to own an iota of respon- 
sibility on himself, but unhesitatingly passed on the blame to others 
with dexterity and skill. The Negative Power must have celebrated its 
victory in achieving such a sway over the disciples of such a Master, 
in causing a virtual collapse of the activities of His Ashram, and in 
fragmenting the children of the great One. Prosperity and possessions, 
which were the real bones of contention, disregarding the words of the 
Guru, dragged the warring groups to the courts of Law to institute le- 
gal proceedings against each other. Members of the same spiritual fam- 
ily, who were reared and nursed by the Holy Father, with His blood 
and sweat, threw mud on each other, fought shamelessly and aimlessly, 
not even knowing what they were fighting for, or what the truth was, 
went into litigation and legal wranglings, sparing nothing in their ar- 
moury to harm those who did not see eye to eye with them. Feeling 
utterly dejected in my heart of hearts I prayed to Him that, seeing our 
piteous condition, He may appear unexpectedly and miraculously be- 
fore us - His erring and blundering children - and rebuking and re- 
straining us, may put us on the path of sanity and revive His message 
of love. 

The sense of grief and guilt and shock gripped me continually and 
I realized how anguished our Great Master would be with us, and what 
reply would we give to Him when He asked, "Do you deserve to be 
called My children?" and "Is it for this that I poured out my love and 
life on you?" But my prayers did not bear fruit; perhaps they were 
empty. I thought that instead of getting further involved, it was better 
to sit at home and do nothing except think of Him, because it occurred 
to me that if He loved me, He would Himself pull me; He would Him- 
self bring me to Him, wherever He was, as otherwise how could a blind 
one like me find Him? Sawan Ashram came to be occupied by a dear 
one who even though called a Saint, was supposed to act under the 
overall guidance of its chairman; a position, howsoever correct it may 
have been, which was not understandable according to the tradition 
of Sant Mat. Numerous other dear ones started dispensing so-called 
"Naam" and giving discourses. The number of ambassadors of the Lord 
became huge and heavy, and even though it was nothing new and al- 
ways happens after a Perfect Master leaves the world, it became un- 
bearably painful - for what we, His children, had done to  ourselves 
and to His mission. 
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The circumstances I have just described were so dismal that life be- 
came unbearable. I had stopped going to any of the places where the 
Satsang had been started after the fragmentation of the mission. Be- 
fore doing so, I personally went over to most of the dear ones who 
thought and made public that the great Master had directly or indirectly 
asked them to carry on His spiritual work after Him, and talked to 
them lovingly on all aspects of the matter having relevance to the car- 
rying on of the work of the Master. 

However, as misfortune would have it, I did not find anyone com- 
ing anywhere near the description of the blessed Ones, given out by 
my own Guru Baba Sawan Singh Ji Maharaj and my spiritual mentor, 
Sant Kirpal Singh Ji Maharaj in their known spoken and written words. 
I must clarify that I had respect and love and attachment for the physi- 
cal son of the Master, and due respect for all the rest who were trying 
to carry on the spiritual work of the Master, and bore no ill will against 
anyone. For me what counted most was whether, on the basis or my 
own assessment of the situation, I could see the light of Hazur Kirpal 
working anywhere-not on the basis of the experiences of others. 

I had often heard from the great Masters that one had to liberate 
oneself before attempting to liberate others. The two Masters used to 
emphasize in strong terms, that one has to manifest the Truth within 
the laboratory of the human body, and become an adept, even before 
singing the praise and glory of God, much less passing on the same 
to others; and those who had not done so but were speaking and talk- 
ing of Him anyway, were acting only in darkness and ignorance. To 
me personally, it appeared that as explained by Maharaj Ji umpteen 
times, the word Sant was no prefix, no surname, no title of a position 
or office, no appelation conferred by the worldly order, but a way of 
calling those blessed and fortunate dear Ones, Who by acting on the 
orders of the Guru, live meticulously up to every word of His com- 
mandments, and make them an inseparable part of their life; and in 
so doing, remember Him with every single breath, so that they forget 
their own existence and identity, and become lost in Him in such a man- 
ner that they become the Beloved Himself, and are in a position to say, 
"It is not now I but Christ who lives in me." On reaching the fifth 
spiritual plane, and having seen and realized the Self, and witnessed 
the glory of God-only such a dear one is called a Sant in the termi- 
nology of Sant Mat. 

I could not forget the words of the two Great Masters, that the whole 
life of such dear ones is devoted towards the Truth; initially in its in- 
tense search, then in its realization and manifestation, and finally in 
its propagation. I had also known from the lives of the two great high 
and holy Ones, that such dear ones attach infinite value to  time and 
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do not allow even a single second to go without Him or His remem- 
brance, and set the best example in all fields and aspects of life, such 
as human conduct, morality, hard work, service for others and spiritual 
living. And in their company, and even in chance meetings with them, 
one is often reminded of the fickleness of human existence, its growth, 
decay and perishability, and the riddle of death; and so inspire those 
who come in their contact, that often they begin to understand the real- 
ities of life, even though gradually, and seek solutions. Such dear ones 
never allow their energies to be frittered away in the worldly pursuits 
and utilize every tiny bit for their very personal and real work. 

This was the conceptual portrait of the dear being I was looking for, 
after the going away of Hazur Maharaj Ji-a Being who would be 
our Friend in a new coat; because in my way of thinking such a dear 
one would be a Friend in exactly the same way as Maharaj Ji in every 
respect was, and a friend in need, in our utmost need, when family, 
ordinary friends and relatives were of no use whatsoever. That Friend 
alone could save us from the sting of death and take us along, without 
accountability, toward the Lord of Judgment, without being subjected 
to its domain; and in such a situation, how could wills and documents 
in support of a dear one to the sacred and elevated position of being 
that Friend, ever help or come to the rescue? The matter was one of 
the soul, and one could become a friend only by becoming one with 
the Oversoul, rather than by possessing worldly and perishable means. 
What would be the chief attribute or quality of such a Friend, who 
was supposed to be the same as our Hazur Maharaj Ji- that He would 
be the fountain of Love, Life and Light, as the Guru was and as the 
disciple had become by working hard with infinite obedience, self sur- 
render, and self effacement; that He had become the ocean of divine 
grace and forgiveness, not with the help of any physical or material 
support, but by dying while living, and by dying in Him Who was the 
Creator and Sustainer of the world. My eyes were therefore set on see- 
ing something about which the Lord had Himself advised each dear 
one to look out for, after His departure, so as to benefit by the fire 
of His life and love, not by taking someone as the Guru, but by taking 
the guidance and ready-made help of someone who was the right hand 
of the Guru and connected to Him unbreakably. My problem of find- 
ing a Friend was far deeper than most of the dear ones thought it to 
be, and if everyone had really known what I was in search of, the dear 
ones would have appreciated rather than deprecated my efforts, and 
I would have been spared the blame and ill-will showered on me by 
one and all, but I would definitely have been deprived of the invalua- 
ble divine grace, on the other hand, which supported and sustained me 
through the ordeal. 




















































































































































































































































































