;

9

IN

(X

•

«

-

GO

M
^

LO

CO

bGO

GH

^

RITIK

f

i

C^

CO

N
^

LQ
KHUSHDEVA SINGH

CO

b-

*

.

. .

*

IN DEDICATION

Dr KHUSHDEVA SINGH

\

These are the outpourings of a heart bursting
with love—love not as a passing emotion but
as the central motif of living. There could be
few persons as well harmonized as is Dr
Khushdeva Singh. Thought, word and deed
are in him so perfectly integrated. They spring
from one single fountain-head of goodwill
and compassion. His life is orchestrated to a
single aim of serving his fellowmen. He has
practised the healing art all his life—both in
the professional sphere and outside- As a
physician, he has seen sickness and suffering
of the direst variety. As a practical man of
affairs, he has, like any other, encountered
equivocation, duplicity and chicanery. But
nothing has shaken or clouded his vision. He
has distilled from his rich and varied experience of life certitude and faith. He has
learnt to completely efface his self and to
rejoice always in the Will of God. This is the
mood which the poems collected in this
anthology render. And they do so in words
simple, but charged with deep sincerity.
Besides touches of charming lyricism, the
reader w i l l not fail to discover in this verse
the wisdom picked in a lifetime of dedicated
action. So these poems are not airy nothings :
they have the substance of solid, earthly
experience. They are as uplifting as they are
enlightening.

1

(

•
1

IN DEDICATION
1

*

.

<

By the same Author :
I

i

1. AT THE FEET OF GURU NANAK
2. GURU GOBIND SINGH—(A BRIEF LIFE SKETCH)
3. SIKH RELIGION AND SATYAGRAH
4. LOVE IS STRONGER THAN HATE

<

\

IN DEDICATION

DR KHUSHDEVA SINGH

GURU NANAK MISSION PATIALA
April 1974

First edition, 1962
Second Edition, April 1974

PRICE Rs. 2-00

for the Guru Nanak Mission
Ma

FOREWORD

It was only a few months ago that Dr Khushdeva
Singh wrote some poems in blank verse which were
published in the form of a booklet entitled " I n Dedication."
Now he has added nearly twenty more poems to this
collection and is bringing out its enlarged and revised
edition. These poems give us a glimpse of the author's
personality. Those who know him intimately know fully
well that he is not a man of the world. He had divine
intuition which makes him see things of this mundane earth
in the perspective of the cosmos. From the poems in the
present booklet one can easily gather how often he soars
to the "Realm of Spirit." His poems are not the vision of
an artist who sees higher things only through his intellect
and imagination. Dr Khushdeva Singh's poems, on the
other hand, have a mystic colour and number of poems in
this booklet have a deeper spiritual meaning. His concepts
of Religion and Virtue are not those of traditionalists in
religion. He regards 'Love' as the spirit of Religion and
the steering wheel of life. And life motivated by love is
nothing but life of dedicated service and selfless sacrifice.
One can have a clear idea of this in some of his poems like
'Work', 'Sacrifice' and 'Religion.'
D r Khushdeva Singh captures the essense of Religion
when he observes : "Religion is a living which has to be
lived through life." Many poets, artists and writers have
given expression to similar ideas in more forceful words,
but in their lives there has been a wide gulf between word
and deed. In the case of Dr Khushdeva Singh, however,
whose life is known quite intimately to me, it can be safely
said that these poems are an echo of his life and soul.

r
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They, therefore, will leave a greater impact on the readers
because the image of .his life enriches and ennobles the
message that he wishes to transmit.
Dr Khushdeva Singh is also known for his catholicity
and tolerance and these virtues have been powerfully
expressed in his poems
entitled 'Differences'
and
'Sacrifice.' Of all the noble qualities of head and heart,
D r Khushdeva Singh's most remarkable virtue is the
tenderness of his heart and reverence for life. Most of his
poems, particularly, 'Sacrifice' and 'Mockery of Freedom'
tell us how identical he feels with the life that is throbbing
elsewhere.
His verses in the present booklet also reveal the march
of his soui towards the spiritual realm. In the absence of
such spiritual experience, no one can collect rare gems,
which are gleaned in this booklet. He presents these gems
as he collects them from the spiritual region and he has not
tried to cut and polish them to suit the taste of material
world which may find them wanting in colour and lustre.
D r Khushdeva Singh wants these gems to be presented to
those who are the pilgrims of the 'World of Spirit.' I
hope these poems will certainly uplift those who are already
in the quest of spiritual bliss and divine love.
In my previous note on the first edition of this booklet,
I made one observation which I would like to repeat and,
that is, if Dr Khushdeva Singh choses to express himself
in Punjabi, he would certainly go into still higher spiritual
regions and the force of his words would be intensified
because his ideals and feelings will be couched in the
language of his heart.
KIRPAL SINGH NARANG,

Patiala,
2nd January, 1969.

Vice-Chancellor,
Punjabi University.
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INTRODUCTION

In May 1968, Dr Khushdeva Singh wrote a booklet
entitled T N D E D I C A T I O N . ' He is now broadening its
scope'by adding to it more chapters and is bringing out an
enlarged and revised edition of it. He has asked me to
write an introduction to the new edition.
This task is beyond the capacity of a student of mutual
Medical Science that I am. But since there is genuine
regard impregnated with affection and devotion, as is between the author and me, in the respective roles of the taught
and the teacher, difficulties tend to admit of a relatively
easier solution. Strengthened by this I have most gladly undertaken to fulfil the desire of the author—my beloved disciple.
5
TN DEDICATION
is symbolic of
dedication,
devotion and serenity of conceptual thought. It carries the
reader into the depth of the realm of divinity, uplifts him
into the celestial world, gives him a true glimpse of
spiritual revelation and progress and final emancipation.
The author is both a gifted physician with a rare touch
of human understanding and selfless service of mankind, a
revelationist and a profound scholar with an innate gift of
poetic imagination and style. In this book, he presents a
body of divine knowledge, wisely and judiciously blended
with worldly wisdom with highly exquisite serenity.
As an illustration the reader may refer to the chapter
on 'Silence' the hypothesis of biogenesis has met with scant
acceptance. T h e general belief is that life originated in
non-living matter. This is not the occasion to go deeply
into the theories of genesis. The author aptly begins his
theme by saying that "Supreme silence pervaded the
Universe." The attributes of silence have been beautifully
depicted in classical language by several master-minds.
Carlyle says "Silence is the element in which great things

^ • ^ ^ ^ • B INTRODUCTION ^ ^ ^ ^ H ^ M ^ ^ ^ ^ H
fashion themselves.V According to Holmes, " I t is the
province of knowledge to speak and privilege of wisdom to
listen." Bacon expresses the same when he says, "Silence
is like sleep which refreshes Wisdom." Speaking the truth
in love may mean at times keeping silence, lips like doors
are best kept closed. An Italian proverb says, " F r o m
listening comes wisdom and from speaking reputation."
The author ascribes an entirely different meaning to
'Silence.' He fascinatingly points out that silence does
not mean closing of lips and uttering no words, but it
means controlling the disturbing factors within the senses
and passions like anger, avarice, lust, etc., and thus achieve
inner serenity.
Another illustration of divine teaching blended with
9
worldly wisdom is offered by the chapter on 'Work in
which the author says that life without work becomes a
purposeless existence and the same led through work leads
to the fulfilment of purpose, that life without work is like
marking time, and the same led through work not only
becomes a march but also makes one a participant in the
procession of life, and that it is work alone which brings
one in contact with persons and places, a mariner to the
sea, a boatman to the river, a miner to the mine and a
shepherd to the goats and sheep and thus strengthens the
bond of oneness of life, which slowly and slowly binds one
to another, and ultimately to God. Oslar has called " W o r k
is the magic word which is nearest approach to genius."
The other chapters are no less illuminating and instructive. The author is to be warmly congratulated on
bringing out this book which is destined to reach and
benefit innumerable people.
•

AMIR CHAND,

FR.C.P.

New Delhi,
24th November, 19 6 8.

(ex-Principal,
Government Medical College,
fl^^H^^H^^H^H
Amritsar)
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1968. The enthusiasm with which it was recieved both by
my friends and readers, prompted me to write further on
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I have written earlier that I am not a writer, much
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IN DEDICATION
PRAYER
I was told
That thou met those who pray.
So I selected a quiet room,
Closed its doors and windows,
Shut my eyes and prayed for a long time.
I continued my prayer every day,
And now many a year has passed
But we have not met
And my faith in prayer is ebbing.
The Lord said,
"You closed the doors of the room
But kept the doors of your mind wide open
Through which it wandered far and near in every direction,
You closed your eyes,
But did not close the eye of Desire
Which kept gazing on all that you wanted.
A part of you was praying
While the other part was busy counting the gains
That were to come out of the prayer.
I came every day and sat facing you to enjoy the fun
And left before the fun was over.
*

You say that you are losing faith in the prayer
But I have not lost faith in you.
So, we shall meet, sometime, somewhere.
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SEARCH THYSELF
Man has travelled far and wide
To explore the surface of the globe;
He has dived deep into the vast oceans
To fathom their depths.
He is flying higher and higher in the space
To reach other planets.
And all this to know what is there to be exploited,
So that he may be able to get plenty.
But alas ! with all this
Man was never so disappointed and frustrated as today.
Had he devoted some time and thought
To explore the depth of his own mind and its wonderful
mystries,
And had tapped its resources,
His living would have been fuller and richer today.
Because at a certain depth within each mind,
There is a spring of divinity,
Just as within and beneath the earth,
At certain depths, there is an eternal flow of water.

CONTENTMENT
For ages on,
I am a begger at thy door,
Begging all sorts of worldly things.
And thou, my Lord, and my Master,
Hath been pouring forth these gifts in abundance
Into my small hands.
But in this cup of two small hands
There has always been a place for more.
Now, through Thy Grace, I have realized
That my hunger for worldly things is insatiable,
And, as such, I, in all surrenderness, beseech Thee
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To pour the gift of Contentment into my being
So that I may realize
That whatever I have received and am receiving,
Is more than what I need*

ETERNAL HOME
My Lord and my Master,
You gave me eyes, and eye-sight too,
T o see and enjoy
The passing show of this everchanging world;
And I am enjoying it well.
But this never was the aim of my life.
So now, my Lord and my Master,
Put my forgotten dream in my being—
The dream of a homeless wanderer,
Roaming about from place to place,
Knocking from one alien door to another,
Crossing the hurdless of ego and illusion,
Superstition and fear, of gain and loss,
Reaching the highest peak of enlightenment—
The enlightenment of Truth—
And thus, strike upon my eternal home
Before the dream is over.

STONE AND SCULPTOR
A beautiful figure in a sculptor's studio said to itself :
" T h e beauty was already within me
The sculptor only removed the superfluous matter covering
that beauty."
The sculptor working on a stone was saying to himself,
"The beauty is in my vision,
Through which I can carve a beautiful figure
Out of a shapeless stone,"
The Lord over-hearing this said to the stone—
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" T h e innate beauty within you was mine,
Your's was only the stoneness."
And said He to the sculptor—
" T h e beauty in your vision was also mine,
Thine was only an effort
To make use of that vision."
At this both the stone and the sculptor
Were ashamed of their vain pride
And realized their nothingness.
One cannot realize His Greatness
Until one realizes one's own nothingness.
EGO
I was aglow with happiness.
Why shouldn't I be ?
I was most fortunate,
The Lord had accepted me.
He had laid only two conditions :
Come alone, come quietly.
How very simple hearted is the Lord.
Didn't I know that much ?
I waited, kept vigil and prayed all the night long.
And at the rise of the day I started on my journey.
I had hardly moved a few steps when a voice said to me,
"You are not alone dear pilgrim, you are with your shadow."
I looked and saw that the shadow of my mortal frame was
with me.
At this I returned and came home.
I thought that at night there wouldn't be any shadow.
So, I decided that I would move at midnight.
I waited all the day till there was darkness everywhere.
And then I made a start.
I had hardly traversed a few steps,
*
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When again a voice sent forth a warning :
"You are not alone, you are accompanied by a shadow."
How could there be a shadow in this pitch dark night ? I
asked.
"Look for yourself," said the voice.
At this I discovered a long dark and ugly shadow in front
of me.
" W h o are you ?" I asked
" I am thy E g o / ' said the Shadow.
" W h y are you coming with me ?" I enquired.
"Because, I have been with you since your birth," replied
the shadow.
I came home dejected.
Then, for a long time I tamed my Ego.
And once again I started to meet Him.
Hardly had I gone a few steps,
When the animal in me started barking and spoiled my
quietness.
" W h o are you, and why are you disturbing my quietness?"

I asked.
" I am thy p r i d e , " It replied.
I felt disgusted and returned home,
Realising how my Ego and Pride
Had become an obstruction in my onward journey.
For years together, I tried to tame my Ego and Pride,
But with little success.
I now felt more and more dejected
And was losing hope to meet Him.
When a voice said: "Carry on and you will succeed.
The Ego and Pride are your's and not you.
And you can discard what is your's.
It may take any length of time, but success is bound to
5
come.'
This has given me a ray of hope to carry on.
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THE PAINTER
*

An artist prepared a beautiful picture
And took it to a saint.
Offering it, he said,
" I have prepared this picture for you, Sir,
Kindly be good enough to accept it."
While the saint was looking at the picture,
The artist added:
"Sir, I am a painter, I paint on paper as well as on canvas
With water colours as well as in oil."
And added further :
" I have spent full two years in the painting of this
picture."
On this the saint enquired :
" D i d you do no other painting except this in these years ?"
" N o Sir," replied the artist.
" A n d you paint only on paper and canvas?" asked the saint.
" Y e s , " said the artist.
*

"You never paint your actions, your thoughts
O r even the innermost God within you?" asked the saint.
" H o w can I do that, Sir?" said the artist.
" W i t h the colours," said the saint,
" A n d in this kind of painting only three colours are
required
The purity, the love, and the service."
"But wherefrom one can get these colours?" asked the
artist.
" T h e s e colours are available within you,
If you search them.
And these are also present in N a t u r e . "
"Can you, kindly, show me one such painting?" asked the
artist?"
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"Look yonder and tell me what is that" he said the saint.
" T h a t is a high mountain peak, covered with pure white
snow.
4<
It is sublime beauty," said the artist.
" I t is purity," said the saint.
" T h e glow at the sunset, the aura of loveliness at dawn,
And the moonshine at night are love.
]
Thereabout starts the Ganges which flows across the
country
Watering the fields, and that is service."
9

On learning all this the artist got blissfully happy,
And from then on learnt a new art—the art of painting his
own life.

SERVICE WITH HUMILITY
Once upon a time there lived a king,
Who had robust health, immense wealth, and a vast
kingdom.
But he was not happy.
He prayed for hours together every day,
And he continued this practice for very many years.
It is said, that at last, his prayer was answered,
And he heard a voice saying :
" O h King,
I have given you robust health, abundant wealth, and a vast
kingdom,
What more do you want?"

•

•

" I am extremely thankful to you, My Master, for t h a t
benevolence,"
Said the King.
"But what you have given me are only the means,
And not the instruments with which I may use these means
fruitfully."

20
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The Lord said:
"Speak out in clear terms, O King,
As to what more do you w a n t ? "
The king in all humility said:
" I may be granted three things
Firstly, give me thy presence
So that I may be able to see you in every one;
Secondly, give me the strength and will,
So that I may be able to serve all my life;
And last of all, bless me so
That I may not know it, lest I may fee] p r o u d / '
Granted, said the Lord in all graciousness,
And from then on,
The king was radiant with happiness
And humbly served the people all his life.

FLAME OF LIFE
An earthen lamp filled with oil and a soft spun wick does
not fulfil its purpose unless it is lighted.
Once it is lighted,
It continues to keep the flame alive
Till all the oil and the wick is consumed,
Leaving behind its container—the earthen lamp.
Similar is the case with the human being .
W h o has got a body, a mind and a soul.
What is needed is
To get the soul enlightened.
And once it gets lit,
It keeps the 'Flame of Life' alive till the end.
This flame is the real light
That makes one find the path The path of revelation and realization—
Which is the ultimate goal of life.
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DESTINATION
I am in the vast ocean,
Again with a weather-beaten boat.
I am not alone,
For, as far as I can see and beyond,
There are boats and boats.
Some are gaily painted, others look rather dull and sombre,
No one boat resembles the other
A wonderful panorama of boats.
All boats have their boatsmen
Some are very enthusiastic and ply their boats seriously;
Where to ? They do not know.
Some take it easy and have it for a fun;
A few are listless, lacking all interest in the game.
Suddenly a boat sinks,
And a neighbouring boatman bemoans the fate of the sunken boat
And of its owner.
Then a wise old man consoles him saying:
" D o not weep, for there is nothing to weep about.
The boatman is going to get a new boat instead."
" W h y did the boat sink at all ? " asked the stricken one
"All these boats are leaking my dear,
And are destined to sink sooner or later,"
Whispered back the wise old b o a t m a n .
" W h e r e does this ocean e n d ? " Asked the first one.
"This ocean has got no end," replied the other.
" T h e n what is our destination ?" enquired the former.
" O u r destination is endlessness," replied the elder one.
" H o w does one reach this destination?"
The first one probed further.
And this was the answer he got:
" W h e n there is no desire to have a new boat, after the old

»
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one goes down,
The boatman is no longer a boatman,
But merges into the ocean,
Like the rays of the sun merging in their source—the sun."

HUMILITY
Every seed has a complete tree in itself.
But every seed does not become a treeOnly that seed which gets the proper soil at the proper
season,
Gets regular and adequate supply of water and manure,
Is benefited by natural environments like sun and air,
Is protected from destruction by the animals
And the extremes of heat and cold,
Is fortunate to mature and attain a fruitful life.
In this process the seed loses its identity and effaces itself,
Completely identifying itself with the Mother Earth.
i

Such a tree loaded with fruit bows down
With its branches in all humility.
So is the case with the human being.
Every child has got the potentiality to become great;
But only those children become great,
W h o get good parents imparting them proper training,
Good teachers giving them the gift of knowledge,
T r u e friends and relatives according them love and affection,
The Society extending them co-operation,
The Government giving them support and encouragement,
And last, but not the least,
God Almighty showering his blessings.
At this stage one should realize one's negligible part in the
show,
And in all humility bow down in the service of God through
*

•

*

man,
Just like a fruit-laden tree.

,.
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DEFER IT NOT
One day, while going to my office,
I saw a beggar by the roadside.
He had tattered clothes,
Had emaciated body and sunken, lustreless eye-balls;
He had a bowl in front of him which was empty—
A picture of misery incarnate.
I felt like giving him something,
And put my hand in my pocket for money.
Then I said : " L e t it be some other day."
The same night I had a dream,
I saw the beggar—the self-same beggar sitting by the roadside.
I again felt like giving him something
And put my hand in my pocket, when a voice said :
"You can't give charity in dreams."
Suddenly I got up, felt quite perturbed far a while,
And decided to meet the beggar next day to give him some
money.
•

-

The next day I went the same way and looked for the
beggar.
He was not there.
On. enquiry I learnt that he had died. •
Ah poor beggar : I said to myself.
T h a t night while asleep,
I again saw the same beggar by the road-side,
And felt like giving him something,
And put my hand into my pocket for the money.
Again a voice said : "You can't give charity to the dead."
I woke up greatly upset and perspiring,
And the same voice said : "Give when you are awakened
to give
And when the needy is before you.
Defer it not lest you may not get a chance again."
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LOSE THYSELF
Lose and thou shalt find.
Why should I lose and then sit in an uncertain expectation ?
Because, otherwise, you will be lost.
But where is the guarantee that I shall find ?
The only guarantee is Faith.
I do not understand all this ?
Yes, you are right,
Because as a most intelligent creature, created by nature,
And with a brain full of worldly wisdom
You cannot think except in self-interest.
A grain of rice seems to know better than you do.
Once it is sown in the soil, it starts losing its identity
And sprouts forth as a plant,
And after some time finds itself multiplied
In hundreds of young, healthy, rice grains.
But where is the soil for me ?
You are already in the soil of visual phenomenon—the Maya
The only thing needed is to start losing yourself.

But how ?
By remembering Him and serving Him—
In this way you will lose all your bondages
And shalt find the released soul.

QUEST
"Some says, God is formless;
Others say that He can be seen in each and every form.
And there are some others who go to far off jungles,
River banks, mountain peaks and into deep caves in hills to
search Him.
Is not all this a great puzzle ? "
A wise man overhearing said :
"Yes, it is a puzzle for those who do not try to understand."

/
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And added—
" H e is formless in the sense
That he has got no exclusive form of His own,
He cannot be seen in each and every form,
Because He is not the surface of the form that you see,
But its innermost substance within.
95
He is the form of each form.
" H o w can one see Him ?" I asked.
"By getting intoxicated."
"Intoxicated ? "
"Yes, intoxicated with love, to have a loveful vision."
" T h e n why does not a mother, intoxicated with the love of
her child,
9
See Him there V
"Because her's is a maternal love—a love with an
attachment.
So also the wife does not see Him in her husband,
Because her's is a matrimonial love—a love with an
attachment again.
Even a patriot does not see Him,
Because his love is regional.
A country after ail is a region of this World.
Love to be love should be pure as purity,
Love that always gives and never claims,
Love that comes from eternity and is a pilgrim of eternity.
He sees all His creation with that vision
And you can also see Him when you achieve that vision —
The vision of universal love."
" H o w can one attain to such a height to possess such a
loveful vision ? "
" I t comes through Grace to those
Who are blessed with devotion to the Lord
And dedicated to His service."

/
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EVIL COMPANY
" O poor soul : Why are you crying so bitterly ?"
"Friend, I am in a miserable plight;
All the mansions that I built, the gardens that I laid,
And the wealth that I accumulated, have been left behind
And now I have got nothing."
" T h e n what ?
Poor soul, those things were to serve you for the life time.
They must have served you well, or you would not
remember them now.
Nobody has ever brought anything from there.
So this is nothing new with you."
"Friend, that is true,
But my misfortune is that I am not alone, and I am told
That one can meet Him only if one is alone."
" W h o is it with you, poor soul, of which you are so much
worried ? "
"Friend, I collected all my worldly possessions
Through lies, deceit and cruelty,
And thus they became my companions of life,
And have clung to me even here."
"Poor soul : Then you are in evil company.
How sad, because you connot meet Him in such a company."
"Friend, so I am ruined for ever ? "
*

"Poor soul : Don't lose heart,
The Blessed Lord is merciful.
He may give you another chance, another span of life,
So that you can go back and settle with these companions
of yours
And deposit them there where they belong t o . "
9
"Friend—there is still some hope then V
"Yes, poor soul,
There is always hope at His door.
For all those who have got faith in H i m . "
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THE BIRTH
•

Some seeds are first sown in a nursery-bed,
And when these grow into small plants,
These are transplanted from the nursery-bed into a field.
It is there that they grow, mature and bear fruit.
4

the case with man
Its seed is first conceived in a nursery bed—womb of the
mother.
There it grows into a human form
And is born as such.
T o be transplanted again in another field
The womb of visual phenomenon, the Maya.
Here it has to grow and mature to become ' H u m a n '
The form of which he had received in the mother's womb.
While in the mother's womb, it had four bonds
The umbilical cord, the placenta, the fluid and the bag.
These kept it bound down there.
r
It was, how ever, the unbroken current of mother's blood
That nourished its growth and enabled it to break out of
these bonds.
And to be released at birth as a human form.
While in the womb of visual phenomenon, it still has
four bonds
Those of Ego, Attachment, Superstition and Fear
That keep him bound down here.
He can only develop and mature
If he continues to receive His Grace
Through remembrance and service.
In this way alone, he can develop true 'Humanness'
Only the form of which he already had,
And can rise above and break through all these bonds
To be born as a released soul at a time what is called

'Death.'
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FAIR
A Father and a child went to see a fair.
Before the child could ask for anything,
The father started staring with anger at the child.
On this the child felt fearful.
So, staring and fearing, they passed through the fair.
A father and a child went to see a fair.
The child asked for sweets and toys.
But the father gave him a beating instead.
The child started crying and the father started dragging
So, crying and dragging, they passed through the fair.
A father and a child went to see a fair.
The child asked for sweets and toys.
The father bought him the same.
The child asked for more and more,
And the father obliged him again and again
Till the child got sick and the father was sorry.
So. sick and sorrv, thev passed through the fair
A father and a child went to see a fair.
T h e child asked for sweets and toys.
The father bought him the same,
And said to him :
"You enjoy the sweets and I enjoy the fair."
So 'both enjoying' they passed through the fair
T h e child being the body,
The father being the mind,
And the fair
Being the pilgrimage through the world.

J
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REMEMBRANCE
Some one said :
" T h e people attach great Importance to Remembrance."
To this a wise man replied :
" Y e s , they do, but many of them without knowing much
about it."
And further added—
"Remembrance is not a luxury
Of sitting alone and thinking.
It is an urge to feel—
T o feel for those whom we call others
And deepen this feeling
Till it is transformed into love.
And further bringing this love into action through service
Without any distinction whatsoever
So that one may realise the oneness of life
And may love, and serve all,
As he would do for himself,
And thus attain the ultimate purpose of life."

THE FLOWER
For a long time
I sat in the body of the plant,
Shy and quiet.
Then on one fine spring morning
I was tempted to come out as a bud,
Soft and smooth,
Enclosing all the fragrance and sweetness within.
I was intoxicated with my budding youth and felt happy
and proud.
That night I slept with sweet youthful dreams.
Next day
The play of the morning breeze
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And kisses from gay sunshine
Forced me to blossom forth
W i t h soft, sweet scented petals,
I held sweet honey in my bosom
I spread my fragrance ail round
To share it with all those
W h o may pass by,
And opened my bosom to give away the sweet honey
T o all bees that came for it.
How happy and proud I felt ;
But alas ! this did not last long.
Today,
I am a faded flower,
Hanging heavily on a twig, waiting for a whisp of wind
To blow away and scatter my petals
So that I may return to the mother-earth from where I came.
I am, however, extremely sad.
He did not come to meet me.
I was told that He came to meet those who share with others,
I shared my fragrance and sweetness with all,
Without making any distinction;
But he did not keep His word.
The Lord over-hearing said,
" I was very near to you and would have met you;
But for your pride,
Which stood in between."
"If this is so,
I shall come again and again every year
T o share more and more,
Till I surrender my all
At the feet of H I M
Whose it is."
I

I
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LOVE
So bless me, Lord,
That I may be able to love
All those who hate me,
And those who criticise me,
And also those who humiliate me,
Because their hatred and criticism
Are solely due to the lack of love in me for them.
So bless me, Lord,
That I may realize
That love is the mightiest force of life
And it is in loving and not in being loved
That one's heart is blessed.
And so bless me, Lord,
That my heart be so full of love,
That there may be no room left for hatred for any one,
So that I may understand the universal Oneness of Mankind
And have faith in the eternal goodness of man,
Which is the greatest truth. ^ ^ I ^ H ^ I ^ ^ ^ I ^ ^ H H

GREET ME
People go to their temples
T o greet Me;
How simple and ignorant are my children
Who think that I live in isolation.
Why don't they come and greet me
In the procession of life, where I always live,
In the farms, the factories, and the market,
Where I encourage those
Who earn their bread by the sweat of their brow ?
Why don't they come and greet Me
In the cottages of the poor
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And find me blessing the poor and the needy
And wiping the tears of widows and orphans ?
Why don't they come and greet Me
By the road-side
And find Me blessing the beggar asking for bread ?
Why don't they come and greet Me
Among those who are trampled upon,
By those proud of pelf and power,
And see Me beholding their suffering and pouring out
compassion ?
Why don't they come and greet Me
Among women sunk in sin and shame
Where I sit by them to bless and uplift ?
I am sure
They can never miss Me
If they try to meet Me
In the sweat and struggle of life
And in the tears and tragedies of the poor.

LOTUS
I was humbly lying in the dirty mud
At the bottom of a pond
When 'Someone' warmed me up to grow
And I started growing.
How happy I was at that.
Hardly had I taken my head out of the mud
When I found myself surrounded by water from all sides
and above;
I was feeling helpless and depressed,
When 'Someone' gave me strength
And I grew into a stem.
As a stem I grew higher and higher,
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Rising slowly and slowly
Through the depths of water
Till I reached its surface.
Here I entered into a different world,
A world of sunshine, fragrance and fresh air
Which caressed me to open out myself
Into a beautiful flower.
As I looked around,
I was charmed to see more and more flowers like me all
about.
How happy I was—
Playing on the ripples of water
And bathing in the sunshine.
The days were passing in blissful happiness.
Then one day,
I saw some persons near the pond—
A sight something new to me.
So I asked my nearest neighbour
As to who they could be ?
He said those were from the palace,
Who come to take some flowers
From here to the palace.
I felt very happy within myself
And cherished to be one of those to be selected,
So that I could reach the palace
And meet the king.
It appeared that my prayer was granted.
So, when I was torn away from the stem
I felt excruciating pain.
But I bore it well
In the expectation of the happiness and pleasure
That I thought would be mine
On entering the gates of the palace.
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They put us all in a basket
And took us to the palace
Where they laid us on icy cold marble floor
Without any food or drink.
The whole day long we shivered and starved
And no one came to meet us.
Tortured by cold and hunger we passed the night
Without any food or drink.
Withering fast.
Next morning came a servant
W h o gathering us all threw us out through a window.
One flower moaned—
" W h a t did we gain by coming here
Except the misery, the suffering and the pain ? "
On this Someone said :
" O n c e you get separated from the stem of life,
There is nothing for you but misery, suffering and p a i n . "

RENUNCIATION
" D e a r old man,
Why are you sitting in the jungle ?
,f
Haven't you got any hearth or home of your own ?
Said the Lord.
" I had a big house, a garden and other property,
But I have left them all behind,"
Replied the old man.
"Dear old man,
Why are you sitting alone ?
Haven't you got any kith and kin of your own ? "
Enquired the Lord.
" I had a wife, many children
And a number of relatives, and friends,
But I have left them all behind,"
Replied the old man.
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* Dear old man,
W h y are you sitting idle ?
Haven't you got any work to do ? "
Enquired the Lord.
" I had a flourishing and successful business
But I have left it behind,"
Replied the old man.
" D e a r old man,
>
Why have you left all these things behind ?
Enquired the Lord.

J

" D o n ' t you see that I am a Sanyasi ?
I have left the world,
I don't own anything,
And have come here to remember Him,
Replied the old man.
6
'You say that you don't own any thing.
But I see that you owe a great debt
A debt of duty and responsibility
Towards your wife, your children and friends,
W h o served you and loved you with sincere^ affection
"You say that you have come here
T o remember Him.
But, have you ever seen H I M before ?

If not,
How can you remember the one
W h o m you have never seen or met ? "
" B u t who are you
T o come and disturb me in my meditation
And bother me for nothing ? "
Said the old man
" I am the Lord
W h o m you want to remember
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Taking pity on you I have come to show you the way.
If you want to be a true Sanyasi,
Go back from where you came.
"Instead of trying to leave the world,
Learn to live in and for the world,
Mixing and mingling with all
In true service of all,
I will meet you there more closely and much earlier."
*

The old man, shaken to the roots, fell down
And lay prostrate
At the feet of the Lord
Who was not there.
ART
Three persons—a painter, sculptor, and a dancer
Were talking among themselves
Discussing the merit of their art.
The painter said,
His art was great,
As he could paint an enchanting picture
Of any visible form, on a drab and dull canvas
With the help of a brush and a few colours;
His art-pieces were displayed in big exhibitions
And were greatly admired.

4

To this the others remarked :
These were surely admired but only for a while
And were then hung on the walls
Of big desolate rooms of palatial buildings
Without any body caring for what these were worth.
The sculptor said his art was great,
As he could carve out beautiful figures
From pieces of shapeless stones,

f
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And his art-pieces lasted very long
And adorned palaces and the temples alike.
To this the others remarked :
There was no doubt that he could carve out beautiful figures
From pieces of shapeless stones
But these remained insensitive to touch
And could not loose their stoniness, which persisted within.
The dancer said his art was great,
It thrilled big audiences,
Lightened their mental burden
And made them feel happy.
He further added
That he did not require any outside help for his art,
It come from within.
T o this the others added :
Yes, it did thrill the audience but only momentarily
Without leaving any permanent record.
A wise man passing by remarked :
"Gentlemen, what is the yardstick to measure your art ?
After all there must be some common yardstick
T o compare one with the other."
At this all the three felt puzzled and perplexed,
As they did not know of any yardstick to measure their art.
T h e wise man replied,
" T h e yardstick is the degree to which it ennobled life."
Hearing this, all the three asked in one voice :
" T h e n what is the noblest art ?"
" T o lead a noble life,"
Was the wise man's reply.
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TO GIVE
How bountiful is the atmosphere
Which supplies my most vital need—the fresh air
Which I breathe and live.
I have been living on it since my birth
And shall continue to live on it till the end of my life,
For I exist because of it.
How bountiful is the day
Which appears every twelve hours
With its warmth and sunshine
So that I could work and play.
How bountiful is the night
Which also returns every twelve hours
Quiet and dark
So that I may take rest and sleep.
There are many more such gifts
Like morning breeze, the twinkling stars,
The sweet songs of birds and the fragrance of flowers
Which add beauty and happiness to my life.
The greatest wonder is
That all these come to me absolutely free
Without any fuss and most naturally,
And not to me alone,
But to all the living beings
Since the advent of the Universe.
How amazing it is
T h a t all these free gifts
Do not age or decay after serving for ages,
These are as fresh and young as ever,

• ^ • • • ^ • i N
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On this someone said
Because these had known
That to give is to live
And those who ever give, live for ever.
Every living being should learn
This lesson from them,
As every life is a gift from the Lord,
Which can be earned by giving it away
In his remembrance and service
T h e experiment is very much worthwhile.

DEATH
Some people are afraid of death
Little knowing
That this is the last fulfilment of life
And is as important for t h e growth of life
As life itself.
It is death alone
Which relieves one
Of all worldly obligations in a moment
And detaches from all those
From whom one could not detach one's self all his life
In spite of best efforts.
Death is after all an interval
So that one could take a little rest and refresh oneself
Before taking up the threads again
To enter into the game of life
In a new environment
And with new play-mates
Of very old a s s o c i a t i o n s . ^ ^ ^ ^ | ^ ^ ^ | ^ ^ ^ | ^ ^ ^ | ^ ^ ^ H
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LONG LIFE
Some people pray for a very long life,
Little knowing
That what matters is the depth to which one h
And not the length for which one has existed.
Life is, after all, a span of period
For a pilgrimage of the world.
What matters is the devotion
With which one has prayed.
Through thought, word and action,
And not the length of time
For which one has stayed
In this temple of God—the world.

IMMORTALITY
Some people pray to become immortal.
If they think of becoming immortal
Along with this mortal frame,
They are aspiring for something which is impossible?
Because, this mortal frame must perish.
But if, however, they want to become immortal
Through their mortal frame,
That is possible
Because a life led in complete dedication
Becomes life-eternal, Deathless.
It lives on in the infinite.
A life lived for one's self is like a pond
That stagnates, stinks and dries up.
But a life lived for Him
Is an ocean, ever fresh and perennial,
T h a t never exhausts.
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FAITH
Faith is the light
Which guides and shows the path
W h e n there seems to be utter darkness
All around.
It was this light
Which guided Madam Heler Keeler
r
T o serve all those who w ere engulfed in darkness
Due to total blindness.
Faith is the mightiest force
Inherent in one's awareness
Which gives indomitable courage
To face most difficult situation
With utter calm and composureIt was this force,
Which made Bhagat Prahlad
T o embrace the red hot iron pillar
As if he was embracing the LordFaith is an intoxication
Which permeates into the being
And makes one unconcerned with all
But with Him and His.
It was under the influence of this intoxication
That Saint Mira drank the cup of poison
Sent by the Rana
As if it was a cup of Amrit sent by the LordFaith is the garden in which autumn never comes,
And there is equipoised spring for ever,
As the faith, like the morning dew,
Keeps the soul ever fresh and ever new-

•
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Faith is a philosophy
Which fires the imagination
And keeps one's face towards sunshine
So that one may never see the shadow.
Faith is the bloom of a true religion,
And to ask for religion without faith
Is to ask for paper flowers
San fragrance San sweetness.

THE FLUTE
The flower loaded twig
Said to a flute :
"Sister flute, you are very fortunate,
The Lord takes you to His lips
And fills you with music;
There must be some exceptionally rare qualities in you
For this selection."
The flute said to this :
" D e a r Sister twig,
The things are just otherwise.
I am simple, straight, and stiff,
Without any beauty curve, or fragrance
And I am hollow, without any substance within.
It was for this reason
The Lord took compassion on me,
Touched me with His lips
And filled my emptiness with melodious music."
Another twig said :
"Sister flute,
The Lord pours so much music in you;
W h y don't you keep a fraction of it with you,
9
So that you may not be totally dependent on Him V
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T o this the flute replied :
"Sister twig, don't say that,
It was my emptiness which
Endeared me to the Lord
And now I cherish this emptiness
As the greatest treasure of my life.
Blessed be my emptiness."
Another twig said :
Sister flute,
Why does He choose you alone
From amongst all of us every time
T o take you to His lips
and pour the music in you ?"
Your life is really enviable.
T o this the flute said :
"Dear twig,
I have known that the Lord cares for those
W h o share their all with others.
Therefore, whatsoever music
He pours in me,
I pour it out to share my all with all,
And in all humbleness."

ONE'S OWN SELF
Behind every victory,
T h e r e lies hidden a defeat of some one.
Behind every success
T h e r e lies hidden a failure of some one.
Behind every life
There lies in hiddenness
Some one's waiting death.
And behind every death
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There lies in hiding
Some one's would-be new born lifeAnd that some one is no one else
But a very small part of your own self,
Existing in a separate form
Due to phenomenal inter-play of Nature.
SILENCE
Supreme silence
Pervaded the universe
And there existed no time, no rhyme.
The Lord too was all silence.
And in silence,
And out of silence
He created the whole universe
And gifted each life
With a spirit,
Itself a nucleus of silence.
Even today
That nucleus of silence—
The spirit—is within each one of us;
And to commune with it
One must go into silence
And get attuned to it
And thus develop
The telepathic perception of the heart
And discovery of the souL
The silence, however;,
Does not mean
Closing of lips and uttering no words,
But it means controlling the disturbing factors within',
The senses and the passions like anger, avarice, lust, etc.*

*
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And thus achieve inner serenity
Which gives one a new sense of reliance
On the One
Who bestows the strength and understanding
That one needs
On the raging battlefield of life.
It is again the silence
Which helps you to dive deep
Into the realm of contemplation
And give birth to new thoughts—
T h e thoughts that move the world.
For, what after all
Is speech,
If not a poor effort of expressing a thought
With the help of a moving piece of flesh,
Known as tongue ?
And, then, what is the flight of a plane—
The running of an engine, or the motion of an automobile,
But an effort at expressing a thought
That took its birth
In silence
In some one's mind, years ago ?
But thought itself
Can speak better, fly higher,
Than any instrument forged by thought,
Thought born in silence.
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SCIENCE AND SPIRIT
Science is a tool of exploration
Handed over to man
By Him
So that the children of Adam and Eve
Be able to know more and more
Of the yet unknown
And thus make an advance
Into His material revelation
And be blessed thereby,
By offering the fruit of knowledge
Thus gained
At His altar—through the service of mankind—
So that their pilgrimage of the world
Be more enjoyable, more comfortable and, more exciting.
The spirit is an extremely meaningful message
Passed on to man
By Him
Through His most selected ones,
So that the children of Adam and Eve
May be able to understand more and more
Of what is yet un-understandable in the realm of Spirit
And thus make an advance into His spiritual revelation,
So that they may be able to break through
The shackles that bind them
T o their bodies of bones and flesh
And thus liberate and raise them
In an everlasting communion with Him
And attain realization.
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WORK
Life without work
Becomes purposeless existence,
And the same led through work
Leads to the fulfilment of purpose,
Because,
Life is not a property which can be left behind,
Nor a commodity that can be taken beyond.
Life is an unique opportunity
Which while being lived
Is to be given away
And this can only be achieved through work and work alone.
Life without work
Is like marking time,
And the same led through work
Not only becomes a march
But makes one a participant
In the procession of life
That is ever marching in all grace and glory
Towards the infinite
With each one marching at his own set pace.
Those who long to commune with the Lord
Should first learn
T o be in commune with His creation
Through kindness and reverence.
That too can only be achieved through work,
Because,
It is work alone
Which brings you in contact with persons and places—
A mariner to sea, a boatman to the river, a miner to the
mine,
And a shepherd to the goats and sheep,
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And thus strengthens the bond
Of oneness of life
Which slowly and slowly binds one to another,
And ultimately to God.

DIFFERENCES
No one human form
Is exactly like the other.
There always is some difference—
May be in the physical features,
In shade or softness of the skin,
Or in the colour and the lustre of the hair.
The voices of no two human beings are alike.
There always is some difference—
In the volume or the tune.
Had these differences not been there,
One could not have recognized
Relatives and friends
From enemies and strangers.
In the vegetable kingdom too,
Different kinds of flowers and greenery
Have different colours, structures and forms,
And their own specific fragrance.
Within the same variety
No two flowers are exactly alike
In their colour, or form,
Beauty or fragrance.
Had these differences not been there,
The world would have been deprived
Of the colourful beauty of the flowers and plants
As well as their enchanting fragrance.
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Even in
No two
No two
No two

the inorganic world,
stones,
rocks or peaks,
rivulets look the same

Had these difference not been there
There would have been no urge left
For anyone
To travel from place to place
Amid scenes that hold bountiful beauties
For eyes to feast upon.

Similarly,
In the realm of thinking
Difference of opinion
On any subject
Among different persons
Is natural and inevitable,
But this patent fact,
However, is not recognized and accepted
Because we seem to forget that
It is this difference of opinion
Which stimulates further thinking.
Had it not been so
W e would have been deprived of
One of the greatest pleasures
T h e pleasure of thinking
And thereby
Knowing more and more
Of what is yet unknown
In the realm of matter and spirit
Therefore,
T h e existence of small differences
Between one thing and another
Is a blessing in disguise
And a valued gift of nature.
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THE VALUES
What is the value
Of such a life
Which, while being lived,
Did not get enriched
With the treasures of Love?
What is the value
of love
Which could not motivate a person
T o make it fruitful
By engaging one's self in rendering service?
What is the value
of such a service
Which was not rendered
Without any discrimination, and selflessly?
And what is the value
of such a selflessness
Which did not spring
Out of dedication unto Him?

SACRIFICE
Thousands of years ago
One afternoon
A shepherd drove his flock to a town.
The sheep and goats were tired
And one of the lambs limped in pain.
The shepherd beat the animals hard
T o make them move quicker.
It was then
That a compassionate person appeared on the scene

And said:
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'Brother shepherd !
These poor creatures seem to be tired.
Why don't you rest here for the night
And move on tomorrow morning?"
" D o you know,
Said the shepherd to the stranger,
These animals are to be sacrificed
To the deities
In the temple of the king of the town
Early tomorrow morning,
t

And if I do not reach there before nightfall
The king would be furious."
T h e stranger lifted the poor little limping lamb in
And said:
"Brother shepherd !
Do not beat these poor animals.
Let them move on slowly
I will get along with you
And if there be any trouble
I shall speak to the king."
Then they both reached the town by midnight,
And when they were presented to the king
He was indeed angry
On account of their being so late.
The stranger explained
That these animals were tired
And could not move quickly
So they were late.
He pleaded further :
" O h king !
Why do you propose to get these poorlings killed
In the name of sacrifice
T o the deities in your temple ? "
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And then he made a strange offer,
Saying :
" O h king !
If you could spare the lives
Of these innocent ones,
I am prepared to give my life instead."
On hearing these words
The king was stunned,
And in bewilderment,
Asked the stranger
As to who he was
And why he chose
To be sacrificed thus in place of the animals.
*

To this the stranger replied :
" I am Gautama (the Budha),''
And added,
"The true sacrifice did not consist in killing living bein
But in practising self-denial and suffering
For a cause truly noble,
And offering it in all humbleness
At His feet
As a thanks-giving
For His giving one a chance
To participate in something noble."
l

On hearing this
The king touched the feet of the Budha,
And getting enlightened ordered
That in future
No killing of any living being
In the name of sacrifice
Be allowed throughout his kingdom.
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HOW WISE
How very wise feels a man
W h e n he provides
Adequate nourishing and delicious food
T o satisfy his hunger and to please his palate !
But how unwise he is
When he completely ignores his mind and soul
And lets them starve
For want of food of good thoughts !
How wise feels a man
When he provides garments
T o cover the nakedness of his body,
And to give it shelter
From the vagaries of summer and winter
And to give a stylish look to his person !
But how unwise he is
W h e n he completely forgets
To cover the nakedness of his mind and soul
W i t h the garments of love !
T

How wise feels a man
When he builds a beautiful palatial house,
Decorates its interior with colourful trappings
And furnishes it with the latest furniture
And arranges for its daily cleanliness !
But how unwise he is
When he neglects completely
The daily cleaning of the house
Given to him

By God
For his mind and soul to reside in,
Through repentance and prayer !
How wise feels a man
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When he amasses gold and silver
And keeps guard on it all his life,
Knowing fully well
That not a particle out of it
Would accompany him
In his last journey beyond,
Excepting the means
With which he amassed that wealth
And the stone-heartedness
With which he refused
To part with it to the needy !
But how unwise is man
When he completely forgets
To amass that wealth
Which could accompany him beyond
The warm affection of the people
Earned through love of God
And the service rendered in His name ?

RELIGION
"Religion is not a label
T o signify one's belonging
T o a certain section of people or community;
It is not also the rites, the ceremonies, etc.,
Associated with any such community;
It is not also in praying
At fixed number of times
And at specified places
Or in reciting a part of the script
By memory or from holy books."
Said the wise old man. I ^ B ^ ^ H ^ ^ H ^ ^ H I
"If all what you have said
Is not religion,
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What it is then ?"
Enquired the young seeker of truth*
The old wise man replied in all soberness :
" T h a t what was said
Were the preliminaries or the beginning lessons in religion,
And not the whole of it."
The young man further asked :
"Dear old man,
Could you be good enough to tell me
As to what really religion is ? "
The old man replied :
"Religion is a living
Which has to be lived through life."
It is based
On eternal faith in and unshakable love of God,
And an overflowing urge from within to serve the living
beings
Men, animals, birds, insects and all that is life,
Because of there being oneness of life
Pervading the whole universe.
0

" I n this connection,
One can present a rudimentary example
That of the life of a faithful wife
Who has got faith and love for her husband
And has always an overflowing urge to serve his children
»

"But the religion is something much more.
And when a man becomes truly religious,
He rises above the man-created religions,.
And his life becomes a song of love and service
Which is not sung in words
But in thoughts and deeds."

i
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"And ultimately he reaches a height
W h e n his inner being sings :
Thou art my wisdom, ,
Thou art my support,
And Thou art my dearest and nearest,

Nay,
Thou art me in mine."

JOY AND SORROW
"There is so much talk of joy and sorrow
All over the world,
But no one
Has ever been able to show me
The joy or sorrow,"
Was talking a young man to himself.
An old man passing by said :
"Dear friend,
Joy or sorrow is not an object
Which can be shown or described,
Because it has got no form or shape."
"All the same,
The joy and sorrow
Exist together in every object,
Just as steam and snow exist in water
Or as fire and water exist in each piece of wood.
The roots of joy and sorrow
Lie deep in every object
Intricately and inseparably inter-twined together."
"These roots spring from the object
Under set circumstances,
And convey a feeling
To those who are directly or indirectly
Interested in the object."
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At this the young man said :
''Dear old man,
I have not understood anything out of i t . "
And requested
That he might explain it to him
In simple terms
So that he might understand it.
On this
The old man
Started explaining
As under :
" A healthy young body
Is naturally a source of joy to a person,
But when
That body suffers from some painful incurable disease,
The self same body
Becomes a source of sorrow
Not only to himself
But also to all those attached to him.'*
"Suppose :
That a very poor man
Gets a huge sum of money in a lottery.
That money
Becomes a source of great joy to him and his family;
But suppose :
That while going to deposit that amount in some bank
The poor man is way-laid and killed
On account of that money.
The very same money
Becomes an instrument of his death
And a cause of deepest sorrow to his family."
" T o be elected as a President of a country,
Must be a great joy to the person and his family
r
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But his being assassinated
Because of his being the President
Becomes a source of deepest sorrow
To all those related to him."
''Simple fire in a fireside
Giving warmth to a person
Sitting by it
Becomes a source of joy,
And the same fire
Burning the very house
Becomes the cause of sorrow."
4

'However,
If we consider it more deeply

We will find
The joy and sorrow are felt
According to the development of one's own mi
And his relation with the Divine.
And for those
Who have tremendous faith in Him
The joy and sorrow do not exist
Because they believe
That each event occurred
Just because it had to occur-"
*

'
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MOCKERY OF FREEDOM
A real diamond
Is a very valuable stone
Which only a few can afford to buy,
And the rest
Have to content themselves
W i t h pieces of glass cut like diamond
Commonly known as 'imitation.'
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So is the case
With the real freedom !
The attainment of freedom
Through self-discipline, self-denial, and self-effacement
Is the greatest achievement of one's life
Which only a few fortunate would strive to achieve;
And the rest
*

Have to content themselves with mock-freedom.
Where is freedom
When millions and millions of people all over the world
Are not free even from the pangs of hunger;
They are not free from the need of adequate clothing
To cover their bodies,
And not free from the need of adequate shelter
To cover their heads ?
Where is freedom
When millions and millions of people
Are not free from even the preventable
And curable diseases of the body,
Are not free from the ailments of mind,
Not even free from the darkness of ignorance ?
Where is freedom
When small countries
Are not free from the fear of aggression
From big countries,
And big countries
Are not free from the fear
Of losing their greatness;
And the countries amongst themselves
Are not free from mistrust amongst each other ?
Where is freedom

When a gang of power-hungry people,
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Here and there,
Plan and intrigue to topple a government,
And to achieve it
Sacrifice a few hundred innocent souls
At the altar of their goddess of freedom,
Burn down millions worth of well earned property
Of law abiding citizens
And then proclaim from a broadcasting station
The liberation of a country.
If all this
Is not a mockery of freedom,
Then, what it is ?

CHARITY
A seeker after truth
Approached a wise old man
And asked him
To tell him something about charity
The old man replied :
Some people give charity in the name of God,
But, with the hope and belief
To receive back hundred-fold of the same
In the next world.
This is no charity,
But is like a compulsory loan
Forced on God
On prohibitive interest
Which He refuse to take.
Some people give charity in the name of God,
But, in time of need,
Wishing
That their son on death bed may recover,
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O r their legal case pending in a law court
May go in their favour.
This is no charity either,
But a kind of bribery
Which God refuses to accept.
There are others
Who would announce their charity in big gatherings
With a hidden desire to gain publicity
Among people.
This is no charity but propaganda
To which God remains indifferent.
*

There are others
»

Who want to give charity
But only to deserving ones
Whom they cannot find.
God simply laughs at them
Saying
That they have not got even as much sense
As a fruit-laden tree
Or an ever-flowing spring.
A tree does not make a distinction
In giving away fruits
Because it knows
That if the present lot is not given away,
There would be no gift of fruit
From H I M
The next season.
Similarly,
A spring understands
That once it stops its flow
It would not remain a spring
But would become a stagnant pool.
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But there are some
W h o are happy to be a witness
When God gives out of His treasures
Entrusted to them
Through their hands
To those whom H E willeth,
And this is charity.
*

And yet there are still others
Who are poor in worldly possessions
But are gifted with charitable mind.
They sometimes give much more than a man with money—
Getting a blind across the street
Sitting by the side of a lonely patient in pain,
Carrying an injured patient to a hospital,
Or extending sympathy and sharing sorrow with those
Who had lost their dear ones.
All this does not cost any money
But all the same
This is a charity of a very high order—
The outflow of a really charitable mind.

THE HUMBLE ONE
A group of four souls
Waited at the gate of the Lord
When an angel appeared
And started putting questions to them
One by one.
Beginning from the first,
He asked,
"Dear soul,
What did you do during your journey on the earth?"
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And the soul replied;
" I learned holy scripts and taught moral law,
T h e Dharma, to the ignorant
And the sinful."
" D i d you live up to your preachings y o u r s e l f ? "
Enquired the angel
And the soul replied,
" I was the teacher meant only for teaching.
It was for the disciples
T o learn and live up to my teachings."
" H o w did you earn your living?"
Enquired the angel.
" I preached Dharma to the people,
And they in turn
Offered me all kinds of gifts,
Food, cash, clothes, etc."
"So, you exploited grossly
T h e ignorance of the people
And fed yourself fully well
O n the earnings of the poor.
How sad !"
Said the angel.
Then, turning to the second soul
He asked,
" D e a r soul,
W h a t did you do during your sojourn on earth?'
And the soul replied,
" I raised a vast kingdom and left it behind
So that my name and fame
May live on for all time to come."
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"Poor s o u l ! "
Said the angel.
"You over-powered the weak, exploiting their disunity,
So that you may lead a princely life."
How sad !"
Turning to the third soul,
The angel now put the same question.
The reply was :
" I established a huge business complex,
Spreading over countries far and near,
Covering multifarious trades
And thus meeting the needs of the millions."
"Dear soul," spoke the angel,
" T h e Lord provides for all,
You only exploited the situation
By becoming a middleman,
Fleecing the producer and the consumer at both ends
So that you could lead a luxurious life."
Having thus disposed of the third,
The fourth soul was addressed.
And he had this to say :
" I was a great social worker
Working day and night in the service of fellowmen,
Attended meetings,seminars and conferences
On social welfare
In my own country and abroad."
And the angel remarked,
"Dear soul!
Lord looks after each one of us.
To serve men is in the realm of God and God alone,
Any service done by any one in his own name
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Is to encroach upon His realm
For the sake of name and fame."
While these discussions went on,
A humble soul approached the gate, soft and slow
The angel asked the new comer,
"Dear soul!
What did you do during your stay in the world?"
And the soul replied :
" I did nothing to be sure,
As in fact I was not capable of doing anything;
I only prayed and tried."
" D i d n ' t you preach Dharma to the people?"
Enquired the Angel.
"No,
I only prayed and tried to live up to Dharma"
Said the soul.
"But who taught you Dharma ?"
Asked the angel.
"That was already within me
As it is within each one of u s , "
Said the soul.
And added,
"Each and every foetus has got a lung inside it,
And the same opens up and starts working
Only when a child cries after birth.
In the same way
The Dharma resides inside each and every mind,
But it goes into play
Only when one starts thinking
On right lines."

1
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"Didn't you build a kingdom even?"
Asked the angel,
''No,"
Replied the soul,
And added,
*'I prayed and tried to build a character
So that I could be a good citizen
Of the kingdom of God on earth."
The angel
Further asked:
"Didn't you do any business either?"
"No,
I only prayed and tried to earn my living
With the sweat of my brow,
Knowing that the Lord provides every body's needs."
At this, the angel put the last question:
" I hope you must have been doing some service
To the people?"
" N o , No, not I,
For to serve was in the realm of God alone.
I prayed and tried to love the universe."
"Ah, dear soul!"
Asked the angel.
"Have you brought anything from there?"
"Yes,"
Said the soul,
"Something is clinging to me still;
I cannot detach it from myself
Or measure or weigh it."
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" D e a r soul !"
Said the angel.
ifc
You loved the people and served them in His name,
Your love and service have reached the Lord
And that which you are now carrying with you
Is the warmth of affection and love
Showered on you,
By the people of the universe."

THEN AND NOW
Then
When the world was young,
The people were simple
And God-fearing,
They would plant saplings
Which may grow into trees
To provide shade and fruit
To the passers by.
They sank wells
T o provide drinking water to the people,
Dug ponds
To provide drinking water to the cattle,
So that the people may bathe and wash.
They constructed bridges
Over flooded nullahs
So that people may cross over conveniently,
Built places of worship
For people to pray.
And N O W !
Big nations plant atom bombs
To harass small nations
And goad them into submission.

>
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Political leaders plant intrigues
With the pathetic anxiety
To retain power by any means and at any cost,
To feed their ambitions that know no bounds.
The big business magnates
Plant black markets
To indulge in indiscreet profiteering
To be able to lead a super-luxurious life.
And the labour in turn
Plants strikes, demonstrations, agitations and gheraos
So that by creating inconvenience to people
They could grind their own axe
Of getting higher and higher emoluments
To meet their needs
Which are getting out of their reach
Due to continuous rising of prices.

DISCRIMINATORY WISDOM
Under the surface and within the Earth,
There lies unlimited amount of gold mixed up with earth
and stones,
But any piece of earth
As such
Does not fetch the value of gold.
The miners bore deep down
To reach the strata of those rocks
Which are impregnated v ith dots and streaks of the yellow
metal.
The stones from these rocks
Fetch a little more value
Than ordinary stones
But not that of gold.
When these rocks are broken into pieces,
Grounded into powder
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And processed in many other ways,
Only then
The yellow particles get separated.
Even these particfes
Do not fetch the value of pure gold.
Ultimately these particles are put into crucibles
And deposited in the furnace to melt.
Only then the resultant material,
After cooling down,
Becomes a mass of pure gold,
And fetches the value of gold.
Similarly under the depth of each mind,
Intermixed with thoughts and thinking,
There lies discriminatory wisdom,
But it is only the few who can attain it.
Some people are satisfied
By spending their thoughts and attention
On the household affairs
And thereby attain knowledge of the household management.
Others put in their energy and attention
With enthusiasm
In their professions
And thus attain better knowledge of their particular
profession
And attain professional wisdom.
*

Some others interested in politics
*

Strain their thoughts and attention in that field
And gain more knowledge about it,
• And thus acquire political wisdom.
But there are a few fortunate ones
W h o go deep down into the depth of sub-consciousness,
Reaching near about the T r u t h
*
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And attain a wisdom
Which remains uncontaminated and uninfluenced by any
factor,
Being wedded to the Truth.
And the wisdom thus attained
Is discriminatory wisdom.
THE PROPHETS
" W h e n every sane person knows and believes
That there is only ONE G O D ,
The Master, the Creator and the Preserver of the Universe,
And one also knows
That there is only One Eternal law
Which operates all over the Universe —
Namely the Law of Dharma or the path of Righteousness,
Then, where was the need of a prophet and religious
teachings
Was un-understandable,"
Asked a young man.
And the wise old one replied
That there was nothing difficult to understand about it.

And added :
" W e all know
That every new born child has got a tongue, a sound box,
A wind pipe and the lungs—
But every child had to be helped
To speak properly
By parents or by those who look after him.
It is only then
That a child learns to speak correctly
And be able to express himself.
Similarly
Every person has got a mind and thinking
But he can only learn to express his mind and thoughts
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If one is helped by a prophet or his teachings
95
To be able to know right from wrong.
"Even if this were admitted,
T h e n , where was the need
T o have so many prophets at different times
And in different parts of the world ?"
Enquired the young man.
And the wise old man replied :
" T h e world is a very wide stretch of land
Separated and divided into many parts,
By the seas, vast oceans, mountains and widely spread
deserts,
So the people living in these different regions
Have developed their own languages, social customs and
traditions.
But all having one aim, namely to lead a noble life
By treading on the path of righteousness."

And added,
"Just as the parents of a child
In any particular region
Would help their child
To learn the language spoken in that region
And be acquainted with the customs and traditions
Accepted by the society of that regions.
Similarly,
A prophet in any one particular region of the world
Had to help the people
By giving and leaving his teachings
In the language of that region
And in the background of the customs and traditions
followed there."
" W a s there any further need of a prophet ? "
Asked the young man.
And the wise old man replied :
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"Yes,
W h e n there is over-whelming trend for
materialism
And the civilization goes astray,
There is a great need
For a mighty messenger
Who may convey
The profound truths of the inner life
To bring about social regeneration.
And so a prophet has to appear
At such time through His Grace."

domination of

LOVE VICTORIOUS
In this very world,
On this very earth,
There once appeared an angel
W h o lived the perfect life of love and peace,
In thought, world and deed,
His tenderness endeared him to people.
His philosophy of life,
Seeking thorough transformation of the traditional struc*

tures.
Intrigued the wisest of the time.
Some thought he was a prophet.
Others called him a king.
But the men in power
And the priests in the temples all over,
Whose deep interest was wedded
In keeping things as they had always been,
Took him for a trouble-maker,
Nay, their worst enemy.
They unleashed hatred and malice against him
And raised these into a storm, sky high.
And one day—a very sad day indeed
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He was driven like a dumb cattle
In the streets of a big town,
With cross on his shoulders
And a crown of thorns on his head.
His dearest friends deserted him,
The people on the roadside jeered at him
But then,
All this raging malice around
Failed to provoke him
Into reproach or resentment
All that he uttered was :
" O h Lord ! .
Forgive them for they know not what they do;
They are ignorant and therefore innocent"
And thus he swam over the tempest of hate and ma
And in utter composure Surrendered himself for crucification.
People felt
That all was over,
Little knowing
T h a t only the bird had flown to its enternal nest,
Leaving behind the Message
Of Love and Peace
The message which was to remain with the peopl
For all times to come.
T h e truth of it was proved beyond doubt
In the course of time as it passed.
T h e message was picked up
By his disciples.
They formed a peace corps of twelve
And they challenged the insolence of the
And the mockery of the priests
And carried his message far and wide.

-
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The society changed—the transformation came about,
The will of the prophet was fulfilled
And the efforts of the disciples were crowned with success.
The message now has reached the four corners of the world.
Only the body left,
The words remain.

MEMORABLE MOMENTS
A young man approached a saint
And implored
That he might be taken as his disciple.
The saint looked attentively
At the young man for a moment
And then said :
" D e a r child,
Narrate a few memorable moments of your life.
And then I shall consider
If I could take you as my disciple."
The young man
At first hesitated a little,
But on further persuasion
Started as followes :
" O n e morning,
I was going by a roadside
W h e n I saw a cow
Running towards a canal bed
Which from all outward appearance looked dry,
But it was not so.
Under it was mire and mud many a foot deep.
And as the cow entered it,
It stuck in the mud.
And more she struggled to come out,
The more she sank.
It was a miserable sight
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Her mouth was open, tongue was protruding
And tears rolled from her eyes.
I saw all that
But felt helpless,
And then suddenly cried aloud for help.
O n this,
God knows from where,
A number of people turned up,
And seeing the plight of the poor cow,
They all got together to help her.
They brought two strong ropes,
Passed these under the belly of the cow
And pulled and pulled till she was dragged out.
My joy at this was indescribable."
Hearing this incident,
T h e saint said,
" T h i s shows feeling and reverence for some one's
And asked the young man to carry on.
He continued :
" O n e fine morning,
I was roaming in the campus of a temple
Near a sea shore,
In very peaceful and enchanting environments,
When I saw a fisherman putting a line in the sea,
In a few minutes a fish was caught.
On seeing this
An urge came to my mind to buy it.
The fisherman sold it to me
Thinking
That I was interested in the flesh of the fish,
Little knowing that I was interested in its freedom.
I took the fish from the fisherman
And, to his great surprise,
Threw it back into the sea.
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How happy it felt
To get back to her motherland—the sea—
And how happy was I in restoring her freedom !"
On this the saint said :
"This shows reverence for life,"
And asked him to continue.
T h e young man went on :
" O n c e I was going in car to a Sikh temple
W h e n an humble dove flew and struck
Into the wind-shield of the car and fell down on the ground.
I stopped the car,
Went to the spot where the dove was lying
And tenderly put it on the palm of my hand.
The poor creature expired there and then.
How sad I felt at this happening !
In the temple
The prayers were being offered for a departed soul.
Suddenly an urge came to me
To arrange the prayers
For the departed soul of the poor humble dove.
And it was done.
How very happy I then felt, I have no words to d e s c r i b e , "
On this the saint said :
',This shows reverence for the soul,"
And added
5
" I agree to take you as my disciple/
And asked the young man to pray and strive
T o bring such memorable moments closer and closer
In an unbroken chain
So that the life span on this earth may by itself
Become a memorable moment. i ^ H I ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ B ^ ^ ^ ^ B I H
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I HAVE FAILED
A young man,
Sitting in a jungle,
Was crying and saying :
" I have failed, I have failed."
A saintly person passed by
And enquired affectionately :
"Dear child,
Are you a student from some college or school
9

That you have failed in your examination V

"No,"
Replied the young man*
" I am neither a student nor have I failed in an examination,
But I have failed to kill the dog-"
"Dog !"
Enquired the old man in surprise.
" I don't see any dog near about,
M
And why after all you want to kill it ?
" T h e dog is within me, Sir,"
Replied the young man,
" H o w do you know
It is within you ?"
Enquired the old man.
"Because it prompts me
T o do certain things
T h a t I should avoid.
For example,
If I see a beggar on the roadside
With his begging bowl,
It prompts me to snatch the bowl and run away
And thus make him suffer.
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Or,
If I see a blind woman,
It prompts me
T o snatch her supporting stick
And thus mock at her misery."
" I see,"
Said the saintly person,
4
'Then you are referring to the animal
That is within each one of u s . "
Adding, he enquired,
" D i d you ever run away with the bowl of a begger
O r the supporting stick of the blind ?"

"No Sir,"
Replied the young man, bewildered at the enquiry.
The wise man said :
"Please don't try to kill the dog,
For it cannot be killed.
It was born with you
And will live with you all your life.
Of course,
You can train him, tame him,
And make him a helper and a friend."
"Train this dog ? "
Said the young man in surprise.
"Yes,"
Said the wise old man,
"Like trainers in a circus
Who train wild animals
And make them work for them,
And we can see
How trained horses and bullocks
Have become a great asset to the human society."
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"How may I train this animal
Which is within me ? "
Enquired the young man.
And the old wise man replied :
"Dear child,
It can be trained through persuasive
Life-long, self-discipline.
And then,
This animal whom you would want to kill
Would become your most dependable friend
In the pilgrimage of this world."
DREAM
A cloud-like form
Floating in the sky
Prayed to the Lord,
Why he was not allowed to rise higher
And enter into the world of spirit?
And the Lord replied;
"Because you are not a spirit.

9 ?

" T h e n what am I ? "
Asked the form.
"You are a soul-self,
Replied the Lord.'

)5

" A soul-self?"
"Yes,"
Because
While leaving the world of the mortals
You could not shed your skin
The memory of unfulfilled dreams
And the same have accompanied you here
A snake is wiser than you ,

SO
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For it sheds its skin
When the same is no longer needed
And becomes an obstruction to his freedom.'*
" W h a t shall have to be done?"
Implored the form.
And the reply was:
44
You have got to descend once again
Down to the world of the mortals
From where you came
And be borne by a woman
So that
During your span of life on earth
You may realize your unfulfilled dreams
Or develop the strength
To leave them there
At the time of departure."
And thus advised;
This restless form
Descended to the world of the mortals
And quietly entered the dream of a woman
Who was to bear him.
After a few weeks,
To his great surprise, he found
That he had given birth to another dream,
To a man and a woman,
Who were to be his parents—
The dream of their having a child.
•

For a time he wondered and wondered
That while he had come
To fulfil his unfulfilled dreams of his previous birth,
He had unwittingly
Caused the birth of dreams
In the lives of two more persons.

\
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But, then, he thought
That, after his birth,
At least his parents would be free of the dreams.
But no such thing happened,
And dream followed dream.
There was the dream to bring up the child,
The dream that he would bring name and fame to the
family,
The dream that he would serve them in their old age,
And the like.
On his own part,
As he grew older,
Dreams started coming to him as well
Dreams of getting educated,
Dreams of riches, advancement and marria
And what not.
At this he approached a wise old man
And tried to know as to what all this was.
The wise old man laughed and said :
" T h e whole world was a dream-land.
All that we plan and design and hope,
Are nothing but dreams.
And all who live, live in dreams;
Only a few rise above these dreams
And lead a life of reality."
The wise old man added further :
" T h e Lord is the Master,
The Creator and Preserver.
He designed and planned
For the benefit of all,
And we, humble mortals, here
Were to carry out His commands
In all sincerity and humility.

But we,
In our egoistic pride,
Have taken on ourselves
The role of designers and planners
And want and expect that God Almighty
Would carry out our wishes
And fulfil our dreams and designs.
How amazing is this all !"
The wise man continued :
" I t is not possible to shed these dreams
Through wisdom of our own,
As this wisdom of the world
Has always been,
And shall ever be,
A handicap and an obstruction
In the path of spiritual progress.
The final emancipation
Can come only
When we get free of desires
And
Surrender in pure unalloyed love
To Him and to His will."

VOTE OF THANKS
I was asked to read
An address of Welcome
And also to propose the vote of thanks
At the opening ceremony of a community house.
I read the address and sat down.
It was followed by speeches from about a dozen persons,
Each one of whom praised and thanked some one
Directly or indirectly connected with this institution.
I was listening v/ith rapt attention
wondering ^ ^ H ^ B ^ ^ B S B ^ H I ^ I H H I H
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That when all had been thanked already
T o whom should I propose the vote of thanks.
Suddenly I found that all were not thanked,
And one was left
Because we had forgotten
That "God is in you when He serves."
So without uttering a word from my lips
I spoke out from within,
"My Lord and my Master,
You do all the service
And we mortals claim the credit.
Overlooking all this
You continue to serve
And we continue to get the credit,
And that too without even thanking you.
How ungrateful we are !
" M y Lord and my Master,
I propose my vote of thanks unto you
In utmost devotion and surrender,
On my behalf and on behalf of all."
And when my turn for purposing a vote of thanks came,
I quietly got up
And without saying a word,
Declared the meeting closed,
Because I had already thanked the O N E that was left.

I

%

Trained as a physician, Dr Khushdeva Singh
is a seeker as well as a poet. Born on May
30, 1902, he received his degree at the King
Edward Medical College, Lahore, in 1925.
He specialized in Tuberculosis and wrote a
thesis on this subject. In 1946, he took a
diploma in Tuberculosis (T.D.D.) from Madras
and, three years later, a Fellowship course in
Tuberculosis in Europe. He joined service in
Patiala State in 1926. He worked as Medical
Superintendent,
Hardinge
Sanatorium,
Dharampore, and later as Medical Superintendent of Tuberculosis Centre, Patiala. He
was also Tuberculosis Adviser to the Government of PEPSU and, then, of the Punjab.
Dr Khushdeva Singh is connected with a
large number of educational and scientific
institutions. He is also a member of several
international bodies on Tuberculosis and
Chest Diseases. He is an Emeritus Fellow of
the American College of Chest Physicians
(Chicago). Among his awards and honours
are Order of Merit (1947), Padam Shri (1956),
Indian Red Cross Gold Medal (1964) and the
Tuberculosis Association of India Gold Medal
(1973).
Besides research and writing in his professional field,
Dr Khushdeva Singh has
published graceful and sensitive verse in

English.

