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Foreword
I am deeply grateful to the Present Guru of Gaddhi Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, Keran, Jammu, Baba Manmohan Ji Maharaj for granting me the honour and opportunity to write this book on the life and legacy of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji. This work is a humble tribute to a great soul whose life continues to illuminate countless paths. My heartfelt thanks extend to the Guru Ji for his invaluable blessings and guidance, without which this endeavour would not have been possible. It is an immense privilege to share the extraordinary journey of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, and I hope this biography inspires all of us and others to walk on the path of faith, devotion, and selfless service.
The life of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji is a remarkable tale of devotion, selflessness, and spiritual strength. This biography aims to explore the different facets of his journey — from his early life in the humble village of Kheri to his rise as a beacon of divine wisdom and selfless service in village Keran. Baba Ji’s unwavering faith and dedication to Lord Vishnu serve as an eternal source of inspiration for generations, and the generations to come.
The purpose of this book is not just to narrate events but to delve deeper into the essence of his life and the values he embodied. Baba Ji’s story is a testament to the power of faith, compassion, and the belief that a higher purpose guides each of us.
This work is an attempt to honor Baba  Bhagta sadh Ji’s spiritual legacy and to bring His extraordinary journey closer to those seeking inspiration, faith, and self-realization. His life teaches us that even in the face of hardship, devotion and righteousness pave the way to true greatness. May this humble attempt to encapsulate his life serve as a guiding light for those seeking spiritual growth and selfless living.


Introduction
Over three centuries ago, in a serene village surrounded by dense forests near Jammu, a soul descended on this earth with a divine purpose — Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji. born to Baba Tempo Sadh Ji and Mata Bhaganwanti Ji, he was raised with immense love and a deep sense of spirituality.
From an early age, Baba Ji displayed a unique sense of devotion and compassion that set him apart from other children. While his peers eagerly attended school, Baba Ji’s heart was drawn toward the quiet whispers of the jungle and the soothing hum of nature. His path was not one of conventional learning but one shaped by divine calling.
Guided by his spiritual Master, Shri Manjeet Bairagi Ji, blessed by the revered Baba Ji’s life became a journey of selfless service, unwavering faith, and deep spiritual exploration. This introduction sets the stage for the extraordinary life that unfolds in the chapters ahead — a life dedicated to uplifting others, embodying humility, and spreading the light of divine love.
Join us on this journey through the life of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, a soul whose legacy continues to inspire and guide seekers on the path of righteousness and devotion. Lets start …..


Early Life and Family Background
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji was born on September 30, 1752, into a humble, yet deeply spiritual household in the village of Kheri, near Bantlab, Jammu. His father, Baba Tempo Sadh Ji, was a poor but honest woodcutter. Every day, he ventured into the dense forests surrounding their village, cutting wood to provide for his family. His rough hands bore the marks of endless labour, yet his heart remained pure and full of kindness, his spirit unbroken by the daily struggles.
Mata Bhaganwanti Ji, Baba Ji’s mother, was a devoted housewife. She spent her days caring for the family and her nights in prayer. Her unwavering faith in Lord Vishnu guided her through life's hardships. Known throughout the village for her piety and gentle nature, Mata Bhaganwanti Ji often helped her neighbour’s, offering prayers for their well-being and selflessly supporting anyone in need. She was deeply revered by the community for her devotion and kindness.
The birth of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji was nothing short of miraculous. Baba Tempo Sadh Ji and Mata Bhaganwanti Ji had waited twelve long years after their marriage for the blessing of a child. Their hope never wavered. They performed numerous religious rituals, visited temples, sought blessings from saints, and prayed fervently. Despite the years of waiting, their devotion remained unwavering, and their faith in Lord Vishnu never faltered.
After what seemed like an eternity of longing, their prayers were finally answered. Mata Bhaganwanti Ji gave birth to a son — Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji. His birth was celebrated with immense joy and gratitude, not just by his family, but by the entire village. It is said that the very air around their home felt lighter, filled with an unexplainable sense of peace and warmth, as if the heavens themselves had rejoiced in the arrival of this blessed child.
Shortly after his birth, a wandering Sadhu visited their home. His presence was serene, almost glowing with divine energy, and his arrival seemed destined. Upon seeing the new-born, the Sadhu’s eyes sparkled with recognition, and he gently touched Baba Ji’s forehead. Looking up, the Sadhu proclaimed, “This child is no ordinary soul. He is a blessed devotee of Lord Vishnu, born to bring light to the world. His life will be one of unwavering faith, selfless service, and profound spiritual wisdom.”
The Sadhu’s words left Baba Ji’s parents in awe and wonder. They were overwhelmed by the realization that their son was destined for a divine purpose far beyond what they had ever imagined. From that moment on, they nurtured him with not just love but also with the understanding that he was destined for something extraordinary, a life full of devotion and spiritual wisdom.
The village, too, embraced the young child as someone special. The story of the Sadhu’s prophecy spread quickly, and soon, people began to see Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji as a beacon of hope and purity, even in his infancy. Many villagers would visit the family, offering prayers and seeking blessings from the divine child, drawn by the serenity and holiness that radiated from him.
Five years later, the family was blessed with another child — a baby girl named Devi Ramratti. Her arrival brought even more joy and warmth to the household. As she grew, she admired her elder brother’s calm and peaceful nature. She often followed him around, finding comfort in his quiet strength and purity. Though young, Devi Ramratti seemed to recognize that her brother was destined for something extraordinary. Their bond, filled with affection and mutual respect, remained strong as they grew older, and the village continued to look upon Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji as a source of inspiration.
From an early age, Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji was different from other children. His serenity, wisdom, and deep connection to Lord Vishnu set him apart. Even as a young child, he spent hours in quiet meditation, his thoughts always focused on the Divine. His parents, while proud of him, could not help but marvel at how naturally he gravitated toward spiritual practices. It was clear that Baba Ji was a special soul, chosen by Lord Vishnu to carry out His divine purpose.
As Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji grew, the village began to whisper about his extraordinary qualities. It was said that even as a boy, he had the ability to calm the restless, heal the ailing, and offer wise counsel to those who sought it. The simplicity and purity of his heart left a deep impression on everyone who encountered him.
This was just the beginning of the remarkable journey that Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji would embark upon, a journey that would lead him to become one of the most revered spiritual figures in the region, and a beloved devotee of Lord Vishnu. His life would be marked by profound experiences, divine blessings, and a devotion that would inspire generations to come.


Childhood and Spiritual Awakening
As Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji grew older, his extraordinary nature became even more evident. By the time he reached the age of 8, his path was already diverging from that of other children in the village. While his peers eagerly prepared for school, played games, and engaged in mischief, Baba Ji seemed untouched by these worldly distractions. His heart and mind were immersed in a higher calling — the constant remembrance of Lord Vishnu.
His parents, Baba Tempo Sadh Ji and Mata Bhaganwanti Ji, noticed this difference with a mix of wonder and concern. They wished for him to attend school like other children, hoping education would secure a better future. But Baba Ji gently refused. He felt no pull toward the world of books and lessons. His soul sought a different kind of wisdom — one that couldn’t be found in classrooms.
Seeing their son’s unwavering resolve, Baba Ji’s parents decided not to force him. They believed that perhaps his destiny was guided by a power greater than their understanding. They gave him a new responsibility — to take the cows to graze in the jungle. This way, he could contribute to the household while spending time in nature.
Each morning, Baba Ji would lead the cows into the lush, green forests surrounding the village. While the animals grazed peacefully, he would find a quiet, shaded spot and sit in deep meditation. His small frame, seated in a perfect bhakti asana, looked serene and unshakable. He would close his eyes and chant the name of Lord Vishnu, losing himself in divine remembrance.
Even the birds seemed to quiet their songs around him, and the rustling leaves danced gently in the breeze, as if honouring his devotion. Baba Ji often carried a small bundle of food with him, lovingly packed by his mother. But instead of eating it himself, he would offer it to any hungry passer-by he met — a wandering sadhu, a poor traveller, or even fellow villagers working in the forest. He found joy in feeding others, never thinking of his own hunger.
One day, a pivotal moment arrived. While Baba Ji was in the forest, his parents received an unexpected visitor —Shri Manjeet Bairagi Ji, a revered spiritual master. The Minister’s presence filled their modest home with an indescribable sense of peace. He had come not by chance, but by divine calling.
Shri Manjeet Bairagi ji with his wise and compassionate gaze, asked to see Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji. His parents humbly explained their son’s unusual behaviour, his refusal to attend school, and his endless devotion to Lord Vishnu. Minister Ji smiled knowingly and assured them that Baba Ji’s path was not one of ignorance but of profound spiritual awakening.
When Baba Ji returned home from the jungle that evening, Minister Ji met him with a warm, radiant smile. He placed his hand gently on Baba Ji’s head and blessed him. In that sacred moment, he bestowed upon him the Minister Mantra — the holy teachings and the practice of Surat-Shabad-Yog, a meditative discipline focused on inner sound and divine connection.
From that day onward, Baba Ji’s life changed forever. His devotion, once innocent and instinctive, now had direction and purpose. He dedicated himself entirely to the path of Lord Vishnu, guided by the sacred teachings of his Minister. His time in the jungle became not just a daily chore, but a spiritual retreat where he sought divine truths and deeper enlightenment.
It was during this time that the bond between Baba Ji and Lord Vishnu grew even stronger. Just as Baba Ji lost himself in his Lord, it was said that the Lord too became lost in his beloved devotee. This sacred connection — where the devotee forgets the world in their love for the divine, and the divine, in turn, becomes one with the devotee — illuminated Baba Ji’s soul with an ethereal glow. Such devotion pleases the Lord immensely, and Baba Ji’s unwavering love and selflessness made him a true beacon of faith and purity.
Baba Ji’s parents watched this transformation with a mix of pride and awe. Though they had once worried about his future, they now understood that their son was walking a path far greater than they could have imagined. The prophecy of the wandering Sadhu at his birth was unfolding before their very eyes.
At just 12 years old, Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji had already begun his journey of devotion, selflessness, and spiritual realization — a journey that would continue to inspire countless souls for generations to come. 
In the early days, Baba ji’s parents decided to move from their village Kheri to a new village closer to the city. The primary reason for this shift was to improve their livelihood, as Baba Tempo Sadh used to cut wood from the nearby jungle and sell it in the market. Being nearer to the city allowed them better access to the markets, where they could sell the wood and earn a living more effectively.


A Journey of Selfless Service
As Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji grew deeper into his meditation and devotion to Lord Vishnu, his heart expanded with compassion for all living beings. He was now around 12 years old, spending his days in the jungle, lost in prayer and service. Far away in Vishnu Lok, it is said that Lord Vishnu himself was filled with joy, watching his young devotee’s unwavering dedication. In this divine connection, when a devotee loses himself in the love of his Lord, the Lord too becomes immersed in the love of his devotee. Such was the bond between Baba Ji and the Supreme.
The summer that year was unforgiving. The sun blazed relentlessly in the sky, and the air felt dry and lifeless. Streams that once flowed cheerfully now lay barren, reduced to cracked earth. Birds flew tirelessly in search of water, their wings growing weaker with each passing day. The animals that roamed the jungle were suffering, their tongues dry and eyes filled with desperation.
One day, while grazing the cows, Baba Ji noticed one of the older cows — a gentle creature that always walked beside him — lying still. He rushed to her, calling softly, but she didn’t move. The poor cow had collapsed from thirst and exhaustion. Baba Ji's eyes filled with tears. He sat by her side, stroking her lifeless body, his heart heavy with grief. He couldn’t bear to see such suffering. He looked around, seeing the other animals struggling in the heat, and a wave of determination rose within him. Something had to be done.
Baba Ji decided that he would dig a pond in the jungle. This pond would collect and store rainwater, ensuring that the animals, birds, and even people passing through the forest would never suffer from thirst again. His heart, filled with compassion, gave him strength beyond his age. Though he was only a boy, his resolve was as strong as steel.
Each day, after ensuring the cows were safe and fed, Baba Ji would quietly walk to a clearing in the jungle. With his bare hands and a small tool, he began digging. The earth was hard and unyielding, but Baba Ji didn’t stop. His hands blistered, his body ached, yet his spirit remained unbroken. His only thought was of the life-giving water that would one day fill the pond.
Days turned into weeks. Baba Ji’s routine became simple — graze the cows, share his food with the needy, and then dig. His body grew thinner, but his eyes burned with determination. He dug through the heat, through his exhaustion, through everything.
One day, his hands struck something hard. At first, Baba Ji thought it was a small rock. He dug around it, hoping to pull it out. But as he dug deeper, he realized this was no ordinary stone — it was a massive boulder, and deeply rooted in the ground. It blocked his path completely.
Baba Ji tried with all his might to move the stone. He pushed, pulled, and strained, but the rock refused to budge. He dug further around it, hoping to loosen it, but it seemed as though the earth itself held it tightly. His body trembled with effort. Sweat poured down his face, and his hands bled from the rough edges of the stone.
Even then, Baba Ji did not stop. His faith in Lord Vishnu gave him the strength to continue. He prayed between breaths, asking for guidance. But the stone remained unmoved.
Exhausted beyond his limits, Baba Ji’s body finally gave way. He collapsed beside the stone, unconscious. Couple of minutes passed before he awoke. His body ached, his throat was parched, but his spirit still burned brightly. He tried again, using every last ounce of strength he had left. Once more, he fell, his small frame too weak to fight the giant rock..
This happened again and again. Each time he woke, he tried to move the stone. Each time, his body failed him. But his heart never wavered. Baba Ji wasn’t digging for himself — he was digging for the thirsty animals, the birds, and anyone else who needed water. His selflessness gave him courage, even when his body couldn’t keep up.
The chapter ends here, with Baba Ji lying weak and the enormous stone still blocking his path. His journey of selfless service, however, is far from over. The rest of this incredible journey unfolds in the next chapter.


The Divine Meeting
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s journey of selfless service reached a turning point with the massive stone blocking his path. His hands were bruised; his body weak, yet his spirit remained unshaken. The stone was not just an obstacle in the pond — it was a test of his unwavering devotion.
Days passed, and Baba Ji refused to leave the jungle. He barely ate and drank nothing. His thin frame trembled with hunger and exhaustion, but his heart stayed strong. His lips continuously whispered the name of Lord Vishnu, seeking strength from his beloved deity. Each time he woke from unconsciousness, he would gather his remaining energy and try once more to move the stone.
His parents, Baba Tempo Sadh Ji and Mata Bhaganwanti Ji, grew increasingly worried. They visited the jungle often, pleading with him to return home and rest. But Baba Ji remained firm. He told them softly, "If the animals and birds suffer without water, how can I find peace in my home? This pond must be completed."
The jungle, once alive with chirping birds and rustling leaves, now seemed quieter. The animals, sensing Baba Ji’s struggle, watched from a distance, as if understanding the sacrifice he was making for them. His baby sister, now seven years old, would bring food, hoping to convince her brother to eat. But Baba Ji would only smile, pat her head, and say, "I am not hungry, little one. Pray to Lord Vishnu for me."
The divine bond between Baba Ji and Lord Vishnu grew stronger with each passing day. From his heavenly abode, Vishnu Lok, Lord Vishnu watched his young devotee with deep affection. He saw the boy’s struggle, his selflessness, and his unwavering faith. Moved by Baba Ji’s dedication, Lord Vishnu knew the time had come to intervene.
One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in shades of gold and crimson, Baba Ji collapsed once again near the immovable stone. His body was too weak to rise. His breaths came in short, shallow gasps. His vision blurred, but his mind remained fixed on his prayer: "O Lord Vishnu, give me the strength to complete this pond. Not for me, but for those who suffer."
It is said that this is the moment when something truly divine happened — when a devotee loses himself completely in his Lord, the Lord, too, becomes lost in his devotee’s love. Lord Vishnu could no longer bear to see his beloved child suffer.
Descending from Vishnu Lok, Lord Vishnu chose to appear before Baba Ji — but not in his usual magnificent form. He disguised himself as a simple Brahmin, an old man with kind eyes and a gentle smile. He walked toward Baba Ji, who lay barely conscious.
"Child, why do you suffer so?" the Brahmin asked softly.
With great effort, Baba Ji opened his eyes and looked at the stranger. Though weak, his voice remained steady. "I am digging this pond for the animals and the birds. They suffer in the summer heat without water. But a great stone blocks my way, and I am too weak to remove it. Still, I will not stop."
The Brahmin smiled. "But why must you suffer alone? You are only a boy. Perhaps it is better to leave this task."
Baba Ji shook his head, his voice filled with quiet determination. "No. If  I stop, who will help the voiceless creatures? I must finish what I started."
The Brahmin’s eyes softened. He stepped closer and said, "If you allow me, I will help you move this stone."
Baba Ji, though weak, was surprised. He looked at the old man, sensing something more than human in his presence. Yet, without hesitation, he nodded.
The Brahmin reached out, touching the massive stone lightly with his little finger. In an instant, the boulder that had refused to budge shifted. It rolled aside effortlessly, as though it weighed nothing at all. Baba Ji’s eyes widened in awe. He realized this was no ordinary man.
Tears filled Baba Ji’s eyes as he crawled forward, clutching the Brahmin’s feet. "You are not a man. You are my Lord Vishnu. No one else could move that stone so easily."
Baba Ji wept with joy and devotion. He bowed deeply, his heart overflowing. Lord Vishnu spoke, his voice gentle yet powerful. "My beloved child, your devotion has reached my heart. Your selfless service and unwavering faith have pleased me. This pond will bring life to the jungle, and your name shall be remembered for ages. This pond which is dug by you shall be there for over the Yug’s to come and today we know it by the name of “Talai”. Ever year, a massive jug/langar is organised with devotional songs and prayers, where the devotees from far and near come and take divine Darshan of the pond dug by baba Bhagta Sadh and lord Vishnu altogether. A temple in the remembrance of lord Vishnu and baba Bhagta Sadh has been built by the sixth successor Baba Jagdish Raj Ji Maharaj in around 1985-90 on the bank of Talai- the pond.
The chapter ends here, at the moment of divine revelation. What happens next — the blessings bestowed by Lord Vishnu and the path Baba Ji walks after this sacred encounter — will unfold in the next chapter.


A Devotee’s Request and the Lord’s Promise
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, still overwhelmed by the divine meeting, fell to his knees before Lord Vishnu. His heart was filled with joy, but his mind held one more longing — a desire to see the Lord in his true form, the magnificent eight-armed figure described in scriptures.
With folded hands, tears streaming down his cheeks, Baba Ji spoke humbly, "My Lord, you have blessed me with your presence, but I have one more request. Please reveal yourself to me in your true divine form, with eight arms holding your conch, discus, mace, and lotus. Let me see you as you truly are. And, my Lord, please visit my home so that my parents may also receive your divine Darshan. They raised me with love and faith, and it would bring them immense joy."
Lord Vishnu looked at his young devotee with great compassion. "My child, your devotion moves me deeply. I will fulfil your wish." With those words, a brilliant light engulfed the Brahmin form. When the light faded, Lord Vishnu stood before Baba Ji in his resplendent, eight-armed form, radiating divine grace and power. His golden skin glowed like the sun, and his serene smile filled the air with peace. Lord Vishnu, in his divine eight-armed splendour, holding his conch, discus, mace, and lotus.

Baba Ji bowed low, his forehead touching the ground. His heart swelled with an indescribable sense of fulfilment. He gazed upon the Lord, memorizing every detail of his divine form, knowing this moment would remain etched in his soul forever.
After a moment of silence, Lord Vishnu spoke again, his voice gentle yet firm. "Now, my dear one, let us go to your home. Your parents shall indeed see me, and they will know how pure and blessed their son is."
Baba Ji’s joy knew no bounds. Together, they began walking through the jungle towards his home in Keran. As they walked, the trees seemed to bow in respect, and the birds sang sweeter melodies than ever before. The very air felt charged with divinity.
However, as they neared the edge of the jungle, Lord Vishnu disappeared, leaving behind only the faint fragrance of lotus flowers. Baba Ji felt his heart sink. He stood still for a moment, unsure of what to do. He searched the jungle, calling out for his Lord. He looked behind trees, over hills, and even near the pond they had worked so hard to clear. But Lord Vishnu was nowhere to be found.
Tears filled Baba Ji’s eyes. His voice trembled as he whispered, "My Lord, where have you gone? You promised to come to my home. Please don’t leave me now. I cannot bear to be without you."
The jungle, which moments ago felt so alive and vibrant, now seemed empty and quiet. Baba Ji fell to his knees and wept bitterly. His heart ached with longing. He called out again and again, but no answer came. The sun began to set, casting long shadows through the trees.
Just as despair threatened to overwhelm him, a gentle voice called from behind. "Why do you weep, my child? Did I not promise to stay with you always?"
Baba Ji turned quickly to see the same old Brahmin standing there, smiling softly. His heart leaped with recognition. He ran to the Brahmin, clutching his hands. "My Lord! You are back! I knew you would not leave me."
The Brahmin nodded kindly. "I will never leave you, Bhagta. I have returned, and I have brought the sacred Ganga water with me. Let us now go to your home. Baba Ji smiled through his tears. He felt an unbreakable bond with his Lord, stronger than ever before. Together, they began their journey again, this time with renewed hope and joy.
Little did Baba Ji know that this was only the beginning of an even greater chapter of his life — a life of unwavering faith, endless devotion, and selfless service, always under the watchful gaze of Lord Vishnu
The Divine Meal and the Sacred Boon
As Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji and Lord Vishnu walked towards his home, a remarkable thing happened — no one else could see the Lord. To every passer-by, it seemed like Baba Ji was walking alone. Yet, he felt the comforting, radiant presence of his beloved Lord beside him. The birds chirped joyfully, the wind whispered gently through the trees, and the earth itself seemed to glow under their feet. It was as though nature recognized the divine presence, even if human eyes could not.
As they approached the village of Keran, the path became busier with villagers going about their daily tasks. Some greeted Baba Ji, surprised to see him return from the jungle. But none of them noticed the radiant figure walking beside him. Baba Ji smiled softly to himself, knowing this was no ordinary journey — he was bringing the Lord of the Universe to his humble home.
The closer they got to home, the more surreal it felt. Baba Ji, though physically exhausted from his recent struggles, felt his heart swell with divine energy. Each step felt light, guided by the grace of Lord Vishnu walking alongside him. Yet no one else could see the Lord — only Baba Ji could witness his radiant form. To the villagers, he appeared to be alone. Some wondered why Baba Ji looked so joyful after such hardship, but none questioned him. It was as if an invisible veil hid the Lord’s presence from the world.
When they finally reached Baba Ji's house, his mother, Mata Bhaganwanti, came to the doorway. Her face, though weathered with time and hard work, lit up with joy upon seeing her son. She hurried forward, embracing him tightly.
"My dear son, you’ve returned safely! And who is this noble Brahmin with you?" she asked, though she could not see the divine form standing beside Baba Ji.
Baba Ji, his heart filled with reverence, replied softly, "Mother, this is no ordinary Brahmin. This is Lord Vishnu himself, who has come to bless our home."
Mata Bhaganwanti couldn’t see the Lord, but she felt an overwhelming wave of peace and warmth fill the air. A divine glow seemed to brighten their small home, and she sensed that someone truly special had entered. Trusting her son’s words without hesitation, she welcomed the guest with folded hands, bowing her head in respect. "We are blessed to have you here," she whispered.
Eager to serve something special, Mata Bhaganwanti hurried to prepare a meal. She cooked a pot of sweet, creamy rice and milk pudding — kheer — a dish made for celebrations and sacred offerings. The aroma filled the house, making Baba Ji’s heart feel even lighter.
When the food was ready, Baba Ji and Lord Vishnu sat together. No one else could see the Lord’s form, but Baba Ji saw him clearly — his radiant skin, his gentle smile, and his eyes filled with endless love. In a beautiful display of devotion and divine love, they began to feed each other. Baba Ji offered a spoonful of the warm, sweet kheer to the Lord, and the Lord, smiling warmly, fed Baba Ji in return. Each bite felt like a blessing, a sacred bond between devotee and God, unbreakable and eternal.
After the meal, Lord Vishnu looked at Baba Ji with tenderness and joy. "You have shown me pure love and devotion,  Bhagta. Ask me for a boon — anything your heart desires."
Baba Ji, overwhelmed with gratitude, bowed low once more. He knew this moment was a divine gift, and whatever he asked for would be granted. But his heart held no selfish desires. His only wish was to continue serving his Lord and helping others.
Smiling warmly, Lord Vishnu began to grant his blessings. His voice rang with divine grace as he spoke:
1. "Baba Bhagta, your home will never run out of grains, no matter how many people come seeking food. Generations to come will always find nourishment here."
2. "Anyone who believes in you and follows your teachings with a pure heart will secure a place in Vishnu Lok, my eternal abode."
3. "Those who come to this sacred place, praying with sincerity, will have their wishes fulfilled — I shall personally look after their hopes and dreams."
With these blessings, Lord Vishnu reached down, scooping a handful of earth. He mixed it with water, (The Ganga Jal, when the lord disappeared in the journey from the Talai to village Keran) forming a small ball of sacred mud. Then, with divine precision, he placed it upon the ground, marking the foundation of a sacred Mandir — a temple that would stand for centuries, a symbol of their eternal bond.
The Lord turned to Baba Ji, his voice filled with warmth and promise. "Whenever you wish to see me, just remember me with a pure heart, and I shall come to take you to Vishnu Lok. You are never alone."
With those words, Lord Vishnu smiled one last time, his form glowing brilliantly. Then, just as gently as he had arrived, he disappeared — leaving his beloved devotee standing with tears of gratitude and love in his eyes, forever changed, forever blessed.
Baba Ji fell to his knees, tears streaming down his face. He wasn’t sad — he was overwhelmed with joy and love. The Lord’s presence lingered in his heart, and he knew, deep within his soul, that Lord Vishnu was with him always. His life now had a greater purpose: to share this divine love and blessing with the world.



The Merchant’s Journey Beyond and the Divine Revelation
As Baba Bhagta Ji continued his devotion to Lord Vishnu, far away in the bustling city of Lahore, a merchant named Kesar Khatri lived a comfortable life. He was a successful trader, known for his honesty and kindness. However, fate had a strange twist in store for him.
One day, without any warning, Kesar Khatri fell gravely ill. His family and friends gathered around him, praying for his recovery, but his condition worsened rapidly. Soon, his breath stilled, and his soul was taken by the Yamdoots — the messengers of Yama, the God of Death. They guided his soul towards the realm of Yamalok, where the fate of all departed souls was decided.
Upon reaching the court of Lord Yama, Kesar Khatri’s soul stood trembling before the great ruler of death and his scribe, Chitragupta, who held the divine book recording every soul’s deeds — good and bad. As Chitragupta scanned through the records, he suddenly stopped, his brow furrowed.
“Wait!” he called out. “This is a mistake. This is the wrong Kesar Khatri. This man belongs to Lahore. The one meant to be brought here today lives in a different village altogether.”
Realizing the error, Lord Yama ordered the Yamdoots to immediately return Kesar’s soul to his body on Earth. “Take him back at once. His time has not yet come.”
The Yamdoots obeyed, guiding Kesar’s bewildered soul back toward the mortal world. As they journeyed through the celestial realms, Kesar’s soul drifted, witnessing things no living man had ever seen. Among these visions, one sight captured his heart.
He saw a grand, unfinished Mandir — a temple, unlike anything he had ever seen. It wasn’t a structure of ordinary stone and mortar but seemed to radiate with a divine glow. The walls, though incomplete, shimmered with a light that felt both warm and powerful. Celestial beings worked tirelessly, building the sacred place.
Curious, Kesar asked one of the Yamdoots, “What is this place? Whose temple is this, glowing with such divine energy?”
The Yamdoot replied with reverence, “This is no ordinary temple. It is being constructed in Vishnu Lok, the eternal abode of Lord Vishnu himself. It is dedicated to the great Saint, Baba Bhagta Sadh of Keran Puri, Jammu — a soul so pure and devoted that even the Lord came to him in human form. He has earned a place of eternal honour. This temple is a symbol of his unwavering faith and service. Even while alive, he has gained the highest grace of the Lord.”
Hearing this, Kesar was overwhelmed. He had heard tales of great saints and sages but had never imagined such devotion could exist in his lifetime. He was filled with both awe and longing. He realized how small his own worldly achievements were compared to the spiritual greatness of Baba Bhagta Sadh.
Before Kesar could ask more, his journey ended. His soul re-entered his lifeless body back on Earth. Gasping for breath, he awakened to find his family crying around him. Their tears of sorrow quickly turned to joy and shock, realizing that Kesar had returned from the dead.
Kesar sat up slowly, still processing what he had seen. His mind was no longer on his wealth or his business — it was filled with the image of the glowing temple and the name of Baba Bhagta Sadh. He felt an unexplainable pull toward this divine soul.
Without delay, Kesar Khatri decided to leave his home and journey to Keran Puri. He wanted to meet the Saint whose devotion had moved even the heavens. He wanted to see the man whose faith had inspired a temple in Vishnu Lok. More than anything, he wished to bow before Baba Bhagta Sadh and seek his blessing.
Thus began Kesar Khatri’s journey — a journey not for wealth or fame, but for spiritual awakening. Little did he know, this journey would not only change his life but also weave him into the ever-growing legend of Baba Bhagta Sadh, whose story was still unfolding with divine grace.


The Journey of Devotion
Kesar Khatri began his journey from Lahore to Keran Puri, Jammu, with a heart full of determination and reverence. His pace was slow, not from weariness, but from a deep desire to embrace each step with purpose. This was no ordinary journey — it was a pilgrimage, guided by the vision of the glowing temple in Vishnu Lok and the name of Baba Bhagta Sadh etched into his soul.
Each time Kesar reached a village or a resting place along the way, he did not seek comfort for himself. Instead, he prepared a langar — a communal meal — using whatever food he could gather. He cooked with his own hands, stirred the pots with love, and served everyone who came, especially the poor and the hungry. He made sure no soul left empty-handed or empty-hearted.
As the people gathered to eat, Kesar would tell his story, his voice steady but filled with emotion. He spoke of his death, of being taken to Yamalok, and of the mistake that returned him to life. He described the divine temple being built in Vishnu Lok — a temple glowing with an unearthly light, dedicated to Baba Bhagta Sadh. Each time he spoke the saint’s name, his eyes filled with awe.
One evening, in a small village where the sun was setting in hues of gold and crimson, Kesar stood before a crowd of curious villagers. Children clung to their mothers, while old men leaned on their staffs, listening intently.
“I was a man who believed wealth was the greatest treasure,” Kesar began, his voice carrying over the quiet murmurs. “I traded spices and silks, earned riches, and lived comfortably. But what did it all mean when I lay on my deathbed, breathless and cold? When the Yamdoots came to take my soul, not a coin could save me. I stood before Lord Yama himself, trembling, as my deeds were read. It was a mistake — they had taken the wrong Kesar Khatri. And so, I was sent back. But before I returned, I saw something… something that has changed me forever.”


The crowd leaned closer. Even the children, usually restless, sat still.
“I saw a temple,” Kesar continued, his voice thick with emotion. “A temple unlike any on this earth. It glowed with the light of a thousand suns, yet it did not burn. Divine beings worked to build it, and they whispered a name — Baba Bhagta Sadh. This temple is being built in Vishnu Lok itself, in his honor. I have never met this Baba Ji, but his name now fills my heart. I am on my way to find him, to seek the truth of life from him.”
A young man in the crowd, his voice shaking with uncertainty, asked, “What truth do you seek, Kesar Ji? Isn’t life about caring for family and earning an honest living?”
Kesar nodded. “Yes, caring for loved ones is righteous. Earning an honest living is noble. But what happens when our breath leaves us? When our bodies are left behind? What do we carry with us then? I have seen the answer. We take only our deeds, our truth, our devotion. Baba Bhagta Sadh’s name echoed in the heavens. If such a soul can inspire a temple in Vishnu Lok, then surely he holds the wisdom we all seek. I want to learn from him — to understand the true purpose of life. And if he allows me, I wish to serve him as his pupil, his devotee.”
Tears welled in many eyes. An elderly woman spoke softly, “You were blessed to return, Kesar Ji. Perhaps the Lord sent you back to show us this path.”
Kesar lowered his head humbly. “I am no saint, Mata Ji. I am but a traveller who has glimpsed a truth greater than himself.”
His words inspired many who listened. Some wept, moved by his story. Others followed him for a short distance, hoping to glimpse the same light he had seen. Kesar, however, did not let pride touch him. He continued onward with the same humility that had awakened within him since his return from the dead.
The path was not always easy. He faced harsh weather, rough terrain, and long stretches without food. Yet, he never wavered. His faith carried him forward. At night, under the vast expanse of stars, he would fold his hands in prayer, thanking Lord Vishnu for granting him a second chance at life — a chance to seek a higher truth.
Finally, as he neared Keran Puri, Kesar felt a deep calm settle over him. His body was weary, but his soul felt lighter than ever before. He knew he was close to finding the man whose name now guided his every breath.
The chapter of his life as a merchant was over. A new chapter — that of a devotee, a seeker of divine wisdom — was about to begin.
Little did Kesar know, his journey was more than a personal quest. It would become a path that many others would follow, drawn by the same longing for truth and the same reverence for Baba Bhagta Sadh. His story was no longer just his own — it was becoming a part of the ever-growing legend of the saint from Keran Puri.


The Divine Revelation of Kesar’s Journey
Baba Ji, now settled in a peaceful spot near the vibrant village of Keran Puri, welcomed Kesar with warmth and familiarity, as though they had met countless times before. Kesar, a humble devotee who had sought solace under Baba Ji's guidance, was startled by Baba Ji’s insight into the events of his life. It felt as though Baba Ji had always known the intricate details, as though their paths had intertwined across time and space.
"Tell me, Kesar," Baba Ji began, his voice calm and reassuring, "you have wondered about your past life, your work, your so-called death, and the strange happenings that followed. But you have not fully understood the purpose of it all. Let me share it with you."
Kesar listened intently as Baba Ji began recounting his life’s journey as though he had experienced it himself.
The first revelation was about Kesar’s business and the mistaken death. Baba Ji spoke of Kesar’s bustling life as a successful merchant. He knew about the tragic accident that had almost taken Kesar’s life and how he had been mistaken for dead. Kesar had been carried away, only to find himself in the realm of Yamlok, standing before the mighty Yamraj and the meticulous Chitragupt. Baba Ji described Kesar’s bewilderment as he found himself on the other side, questioning the meaning of life and death.
As Kesar listened, his mind raced back to the moment he had met Yamraj, the Lord of Death, and Chitragupt, the scribe who records every soul's deeds. He recalled how his interaction with them had led him to realize the divine balance of life and death. It was during this interaction that Kesar had learned that his time had not yet come, and his soul had been sent back to the mortal world.
Then Baba Ji described with clarity how Kesar had witnessed the construction of the grand Vishnu temple in Vishnu Puri. The sound of hammers and chisels echoed in his mind as he saw the temple rising from the ground, an embodiment of divine faith. Kesar’s soul had felt a deep connection with the temple’s purpose—worship and devotion to Lord Vishnu.
As the story unfolded, Baba Ji spoke of Kesar’s regaining consciousness. His awakening in the physical world had been nothing short of a miracle. He could not explain the profound sense of peace he had felt, nor could he find words for the vision of Lord Vishnu’s grace that had filled his soul. It was as if he had been granted a new life, one full of purpose and understanding.
"When you regained consciousness," Baba Ji continued, "you tried to explain everything to your family and friends, but they struggled to understand. You told them of your journey beyond death, of your interactions with Yamraj, and your vision of the Vishnu temple. They could not fully comprehend what you had seen, but you knew that your life had been transformed forever."
Baba Ji then spoke of Kesar’s pilgrimage to Keran Puri. This was the turning point of his journey. The physical journey had been long, but it was his spiritual journey that had truly begun. Seeking wisdom and devotion to Lord Vishnu, Kesar had walked the path with a heart full of devotion and a soul searching for answers.
Upon reaching Keran Puri, Baba Ji had found Kesar to be a changed man. His heart was now filled with the wisdom of the divine, and his devotion had deepened. He had become a messenger of Lord Vishnu’s teachings, sharing his experiences with all who would listen.
In a humble gesture of service, Kesar opened a langar, a community kitchen, for the people. Baba Ji spoke of how this langar became a beacon of hope for all. People from far and wide came to partake in the meals, and through this act of selfless giving, Kesar not only served the people’s hunger but also nourished their souls with the teachings of Lord Vishnu.
Throughout this chapter, Baba Ji’s words resonated with a divine understanding, as he shared Kesar’s life story and its deeper meanings with clarity. By the end of their conversation, Kesar felt as though he had come full circle, his life now complete with the knowledge and wisdom he had sought.
The divine revelation had been granted to him, and with Baba Ji’s guidance, Kesar knew that his journey had only just begun.


The Revelation and the Transformation
Baba Ji sat in quiet contemplation, feeling a slight unease in his heart. The secret of Kesar's mystical journey, once shared only between him and the divine, had now been revealed to the public. Kesar had told everyone about the love of Lord Vishnu and the sacred guidance he had received, but the truth was, Kesar had never directly met Lord Vishnu himself. Instead, it was the Yamdoots—the divine messengers of Yamraj—who had spoken to him, revealing the profound relationship between Baba Bhagta Sadh and Lord Vishnu.
Kesar, now filled with devotion and spiritual knowledge, had openly shared these divine revelations with the world as he journeyed from Lahore to Keran Puri. While Baba Ji had always believed that such sacred knowledge was to be kept between a devotee and his spiritual guide, Kesar’s eagerness to share had led to the public knowing the full details of his experience.
At first, Baba Ji felt a pang of discomfort. The secret of Kesar’s divine revelation, the intimate connection he had learned about between Baba Bhagta Sadh and Lord Vishnu, was no longer private. It felt as though the sacred bond, once personal, had been exposed to the curiosity of the masses. Baba Ji knew that there was a divine purpose behind all of this, but he couldn’t shake the feeling of unease.
However, as time passed and Baba Ji observed Kesar’s transformation, a shift began to occur in his heart. Despite the public nature of Kesar’s revelations, Baba Ji soon recognized the profound change in Kesar’s spirit. The man who had once been ensnared by the five worldly desires—kaam (lust), krodh (anger), lobe (greed), moh (attachment), and ahankar (ego)—was now filled with a deep, unwavering desire for salvation and devotion. The selfishness and attachment that had once clouded his heart were being replaced by a pure yearning for spiritual growth.
Kesar had become a humble devotee, seeking nothing but the grace of Lord Vishnu and the guidance of his Minister. He no longer sought material wealth or fleeting pleasures. His desire was now to transcend the limitations of the physical world and immerse himself in the divine love that Yamdoots had revealed to him.
When Kesar approached Baba Ji, his heart was filled with sincerity. "Baba Ji," he said humbly, "I have shared my journey with the world, and in doing so, I have realized the importance of a Minister. Please, accept me as your pupil. I wish to dedicate myself entirely to spiritual growth and walk the path of true devotion to Lord Vishnu."
Baba Ji looked at Kesar, feeling both pride and compassion. He understood that the divine revelation Kesar had received was not just a blessing—it was a powerful catalyst for his transformation. Kesar’s once worldly heart had now opened to the deeper truths of existence. Baba Ji could see that Kesar’s devotion was pure, and his desire to seek guidance from a Minister was the first step in his spiritual awakening.
"Yes, Kesar," Baba Ji replied with a gentle smile, "I accept you as my pupil. Your journey is only beginning, but with true devotion and faith, you will rise above the desires that once bound you. Together, we will walk the path of wisdom and grace."
Kesar bowed with gratitude, his heart overflowing with love for his Minister. The world might have learned about his divine revelations, but it was clear to both him and Baba Ji that this was just the beginning of a much deeper spiritual journey.
Baba Ji, with his wisdom and understanding, saw that even though Kesar’s story had been shared with the world, it had led to something even more beautiful—Kesar’s transformation into a true devotee, someone seeking salvation and divine connection. This public revelation had not diminished the sacredness of the journey; instead, it had opened the door to a greater understanding for all who listened.


The Path of Balance and Devotion
Kesar Dass, the merchant from Lahore, had spent several days under the guidance of Baba Bhagta Sadh. In that short time, his life had been forever transformed. What had begun as a desire to seek spiritual wisdom had quickly evolved into a profound journey of self-awareness, awakening, and devotion.
During his stay, Kesar had immersed himself in the teachings of Baba Ji. The Satsangs—spiritual gatherings where divine truths were shared—became his source of nourishment. Baba Ji taught him that the essence of life was not just in material wealth but in connecting deeply with the soul. Kesar had learned to listen not just to words, but to the silence between them, where the divine truths lingered. Through these Satsangs, he came to understand the importance of cultivating inner peace, wisdom, and devotion.
Baba Ji also spoke often of the five worldly desires that entrap the soul—kaam (lust), krodh (anger), lobe (greed), moh (attachment), and ahankar (ego). These desires, Baba Ji explained, were like chains that bound the soul to the material world. The more one indulged in them, the more they veiled the true path to spiritual liberation. Baba Ji taught Kesar how to recognize and curb these desires, for only by mastering them could one truly experience freedom and union with the divine.
"To rid yourself of these desires," Baba Ji once said, "you must first become aware of them, Kesar. Once you see them for what they are, you can begin to rise above them."
Kesar, deeply moved by this wisdom, began to reflect on his own life. He had spent years consumed by the very desires Baba Ji spoke of. His pursuit of wealth, status, and pleasure had left him feeling empty, as though something essential was missing. Now, with Baba Ji’s guidance, he could see the path to true peace—a path that required letting go of worldly attachments and turning inward.
Alongside these teachings, Baba Ji introduced Kesar to Surat-Shabd-Yog, the ancient practice of connecting with the divine through the inner sound, or "shabd." Surat-Shabd-Yog was the most powerful tool to reach the divine, to achieve true salvation, and to understand the deeper purpose of life. Kesar devoted himself to this practice, and through it, he began to experience a profound shift in his consciousness. The more he practiced, the more he felt a deep connection with Lord Vishnu and the divine presence in his heart. His mind, once chaotic and consumed by worldly thoughts, now became a vessel for peace, clarity, and devotion.
After several days of deep reflection and practice, Kesar found his heart filled with a yearning to return to Lahore. His time with Baba Ji had given him the spiritual insight and understanding he had been searching for. However, he knew that his duties in the material world still called him, and he must return to fulfill them. Yet, he also understood that his spiritual journey was far from over.
"Baba Ji," Kesar said one day, his voice filled with reverence, "I feel the pull of my responsibilities in Lahore. I wish to return, but I promise that I will visit you regularly. Please bless me, so I may continue my journey with the wisdom I have received."
Baba Ji, ever compassionate, nodded in approval. "Kesar," he said, "you have learned much in these days, and you have begun to walk the path of true devotion. Remember, the spiritual path is not about abandoning the world; it is about balancing both your material duties and your spiritual practices. Continue to work in the world, but always find time for Bhajan and devotion. Keep your heart connected to the divine and you will remain on the true path."
With Baba Ji’s blessing, Kesar prepared to leave for Lahore, his heart filled with gratitude and peace. He knew that his journey was just beginning and that he would continue to learn and grow. As he left the sacred presence of his Minister, Kesar understood that the key to a meaningful life was not in renouncing the world, but in finding harmony between the material and the spiritual

The Conspiracy in the Raj-Darbar
It was a bright morning in the Grand Raj-Darbar of the Raja of Jammu. The court was alive with activity as courtiers and nobles gathered, awaiting the king's presence. The air was thick with tension, for a matter of great importance was about to unfold.
The Raja, seated on his royal throne, surveyed the court with a calm and composed demeanour. His rule had been fair and just, but today, a challenge to his authority loomed large.
In the midst of the gathering, a Brahmin Minister from the court stepped forward. A man of cunning and ambition, he had often used his position to sway matters in his favour. With a bow, he addressed the Raja, his voice filled with urgency.
"O King, your Majesty," the Brahmin Minister began, "I bring before you a matter of grave concern, one that threatens the very foundation of our society."
The Raja, intrigued but cautious, gestured for the Brahmin to continue. "Speak, Brahmin Minister. What troubles you?"
"Your Majesty," the Brahmin said, his tone growing more insistent, "there is a man of lower caste, a so-called devotee of Lord Vishnu, named Baba Bhagta. This man has been stirring up the people, claiming to be the top devotee of Lord Vishnu. He allows these innocent people to worship him and even offers them false hopes and blessings. This is not only a mockery of our sacred traditions, but it is also dangerous."
The Raja raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued. "What do you mean by a mockery? Is he not simply a devotee of Lord Vishnu?"
The Brahmin Minister’s eyes gleamed with concern, though there was something more in his voice—a hidden fear of losing his power. "It is not simply that this man claims to be a devotee, O King. It is that he claims to have seen Lord Vishnu himself. He speaks of a divine vision, something that no one, not even the highest Brahmin, has ever claimed. And worse, he is spreading this lie among the people, encouraging them to worship him and offer gifts in exchange for blessings. His influence is growing rapidly."
The Raja's gaze hardened as the Brahmin's words continued. "And how does this man tie into a larger plot?"
The Brahmin Minister glanced around the court before continuing. "There is also a merchant, Kesar Dass, from Lahore, who is involved in this conspiracy. Though he is not present here, he supports Baba Bhagta’s false claims. This merchant has also spread the word that he, too, has seen Lord Vishnu. This is an abomination, O King. No one, not even the highest of Brahmins, could claim such a vision. If we allow this to continue, the people will begin to claim they have seen different gods. Our sacred Jajmani system, built on the respect and authority of the Brahmin caste, will collapse."
The Raja listened intently, his fingers tapping the armrest of his throne. The Brahmin Minister’s words had certain urgency to them, but the Raja was not easily swayed by fear.
"What do you propose, Brahmin Minister?" the Raja asked his voice steady.
The Brahmin Minister’s face was etched with a sense of victory as he spoke, "O King, I urge you to summon this so-called Sadh, Baba Bhagta, to your court. Test him for what he claims. If he truly has seen Lord Vishnu, let him prove it. And if he cannot, punish him severely. Set an example to show the people that no one, especially those of lower caste, can make such claims. If you allow this man to continue, it will embolden others to follow in his footsteps, and soon our society will fall into chaos."
The Raja, deep in thought, considered the Brahmin Minister’s proposal. He understood the dangers of allowing any disruption to the social order, but he also knew that he could not act solely out of fear or political pressure.
"I will summon Baba Bhagta to my court," the Raja said after a long pause. "I will listen to what he has to say and test the truth of his claims. The truth will come to light, and I will take appropriate action."
The Brahmin Minister bowed deeply, his face showing a mixture of satisfaction and triumph. "Thank you, O King. Your wisdom is unparalleled. With your action, the people will understand that no one, regardless of their caste, can make such false claims."
As the Brahmin Minister withdrew, the courtiers murmured amongst themselves, their eyes filled with uncertainty and curiosity. The Raja’s decision had been made, and the path ahead would soon be revealed.


The Summons from the King
The sun was beginning to set as two Policemen, dressed in their royal uniforms, made their way through the narrow, dusty lanes of the village near Keran Puri. They had been on foot for hours, asking villagers for directions to the home of Baba Bhagta Sadh. Their mission was clear: to deliver a royal summons from the King of Jammu, demanding that Baba Bhagta Sadh appear in court. The Brahmin Minister's words had reached the court, and the king had made his decision.
Finally, they reached the humble abode of Baba Bhagta. The small, simple house sat on the outskirts of the village, surrounded by a few trees and fields. The Policemen exchanged a look, one of quiet disbelief. From what they had heard, Baba Bhagta was a man of power and influence. But here, all they saw was a modest home, typical of a low-caste family. They approached the door carefully and knocked gently.
Inside, Baba Bhagta was seated in deep meditation, his body still, his mind focused on the Divine. His parents, Baba Tempo Sadh and Mata Bhaganwanti, were going about their usual tasks, cooking and cleaning, unperturbed by the presence of the officers. The house was peaceful, with no signs of the large crowds or the extravagant displays of worship the Brahmin Minister had implied. It was a simple home, just like any other.
The Policemen stood at the doorway, observing the quiet scene before them. There was nothing about the house that seemed out of place, nothing that hinted at the grandeur or the power the Brahmin Minister had suggested. They waited silently for Baba Bhagta to finish his meditation, unsure whether to disturb him or not.
As they stood there, one of the Policemen leaned over to the other and whispered, "It seems to be a regular home, doesn’t it? No large crowds, no offerings... just a humble family living their daily life. How strange that the Brahmin Minister would make such a claim."
The other policeman nodded in agreement. "Indeed. This is a simple house, not a temple. We haven't seen anything that suggests what the Brahmin claims. Still, we have our orders."
They continued to wait quietly, their eyes occasionally drifting toward Baba Bhagta, who was still in a trance-like state, absorbed in his meditation.
After what felt like an eternity, Baba Bhagta slowly opened his eyes. His face, calm and serene, reflected the deep connection he had with the Divine. He slowly rose from his “AASSAN”, stretching his limbs as he returned to the physical world.
The Policemen, noticing his movement, stepped forward and greeted him respectfully.
"Baba Bhagta," one of the Policemen said, his voice polite but firm, "We come with a message from the King of Jammu. Your presence has been requested in his court. There has been a matter raised about your claims, and the King wishes to hear from you directly. We have come to take you to the court."
Baba Bhagta listened intently, his face showing no sign of surprise. He had sensed that something like this would come, but his calm demeanor did not falter.
"I understand," he said softly. "Let us go then, and I shall answer the King’s summons." Before they left, the Policemen exchanged another glance, still unsure of what to make of the situation. They had expected to find something more extraordinary at Baba Bhagta's home, but all they had found was a simple man and his humble family. There were no signs of any extravagant claims or suspicious activities, as the Brahmin Minister had suggested.
As Baba Bhagta prepared to leave, he gave a final nod to his parents, who stood silently, watching with a mixture of pride and concern.
The two Policemen guided Baba Bhagta through the village, heading toward the royal palace, where the King of Jammu awaited.

The Miracle in the Jungle
The journey from Keran to the court of the King of Jammu had begun early in the morning, with the two Policemen and Baba Bhagta making their way through the dense, untamed jungle. The path was rough, winding through small hills and low, earthy terrain. The officers led Baba Bhagta through unfamiliar ground, passing through thick forests and narrow paths. Their destination was Mumbarak Mandi, where the royal court of Jammu was stationed.
As they ventured deeper into the heart of the forest, an unsettling noise began to stir the air—a distant roar that seemed to grow louder and louder. The sound of the lion's growl echoed across the jungle, sending a chill down the Policemen’s spines. The roar was unmistakable and felt as if the lion was heading straight toward them.
Panic gripped the Policemen, and they quickly searched for shelter. Spotting a thick cluster of trees nearby, they scrambled to hide themselves, their hearts racing. But Baba Bhagta remained completely calm. He stood still in the middle of the path, his eyes closed in quiet devotion, as if waiting for something. He did not flinch or express any fear.
Moments later, a massive lion emerged from the dense jungle, its golden mane gleaming in the sunlight. Its roar was deafening, and its powerful presence was enough to make even the bravest of men quiver in fear. However, Baba Bhagta stood unshaken, radiating peace and tranquillity.
To the astonishment of the Policemen, the lion approached Baba Bhagta, but instead of attacking, it lowered its head and exposed its injured paw. The paw was bleeding, and Baba Bhagta immediately knelt down to inspect it. He found a sharp thorn embedded deep into the lion’s foreleg, causing it great pain.
With great care and compassion, Baba Bhagta removed the thorn from the lion’s paw, his touch gentle and soothing. The lion, which had once appeared fierce and threatening, now seemed calm and peaceful in Baba Bhagta’s presence. Baba Bhagta then placed his hand on the lion’s head, blessing it with a silent prayer.
After a moment, the lion quietly stood up, bowed its head in respect, and walked away into the jungle, disappearing from sight. The Policemen, who had witnessed the entire scene from their hiding place, were filled with awe and wonder. The fear that had gripped them earlier was replaced by a deep sense of reverence for the man they were escorting.
Slowly, the Policemen emerged from their hiding spots, their heads lowered in respect. They approached Baba Bhagta with utmost reverence.
“Baba,” one of the Policemen said in a hushed tone, “We have witnessed something incredible. We now understand that you are not an ordinary man. You are truly a devotee of Lord Vishnu.”
Baba Bhagta smiled gently, his eyes filled with compassion. “The Lord’s grace is with all beings,” he replied. “I am but a humble servant in His divine will.”
The Policemen, now fully aware of the greatness of Baba Bhagta, bowed before him in deep respect. They had come to take him to the King’s court, but now they knew that the man they were escorting was no ordinary person. He was a true servant of the Divine, worthy of all reverence and respect.
As they continued their journey toward Mumbarak Mandi, where the King of Jammu awaited, the Policemen walked in silence, each one reflecting on the miraculous event they had just witnessed. They knew that the King would hear of this, but no words could truly capture the divine presence of Baba Bhagta.


The Test of Truth -I
As Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji stood calmly in the grand court of Mubarak Mandi, the air felt tense. The Raja of Jammu, still under the influence of the cunning Brahmin Minister, sat on his ornate throne, observing Baba Ji with a mixture of doubt and curiosity.
Before Baba Ji’s arrival, the Brahmin Minister had whispered another malicious idea into the king’s ear. The king, convinced by his court advisor, had ordered several large jute bags to be filled with sand, sealed tightly, and stacked in the center of the court. The plan was simple yet cruel — to make Baba Ji fail and expose him as a fraud.
The king, with a smirk of arrogance, addressed Baba Ji, “I have heard tales of your divine wisdom. If you are truly blessed by Lord Vishnu, tell me what lies within these sacks.”
The court fell silent. All eyes were fixed on Baba Ji. The Brahmin Minister’s face twisted into a sly grin, confident that no human could know the contents of a sealed bag. The king himself leaned forward, eager to see Baba Ji falter.
Baba Ji stood serene, his hands folded. He closed his eyes and softly began to chant the name of Lord Vishnu. The hall, filled with murmurs, grew still. After a moment of profound silence, Baba Ji opened his eyes and spoke in a clear, unwavering voice, “These sacks are filled with sugar.”
The court erupted in gasps and whispers. The Brahmin Minister’s grin vanished, replaced by a look of triumphant satisfaction. He whispered to the king, “We have caught him now, Maharaj. The sacks contain sand. This so-called saint has exposed his lies!”
The king nodded and, with a confident wave of his hand, commanded his servant, “Open a sack and reveal the truth!”
The servant hesitated, sensing the weight of the moment, but obeyed. He cut open the first sack. The court waited, holding its breath. As the sack split open, sparkling white grains poured out — sugar.
The servant, wide-eyed, shouted in disbelief, “My lord! It’s sugar!”
The court erupted again, this time in astonished murmurs. The king blinked in shock. The Brahmin Minister’s face turned pale. “Impossible!” he barked. “Check another sack!”
Another sack was sliced open — more sugar poured out.
“Check the next one!” the Brahmin shouted, his voice trembling with anger and desperation.
One by one, the sacks were opened, and each spilled nothing but pure, white sugar. The crowd began to murmur with awe and admiration, some even bowing towards Baba Ji.
The Brahmin Minister’s face flushed with humiliation. His hands trembled. He looked at the king, but the king’s eyes were locked onto Baba Ji, his expression now filled with uncertainty and disbelief.
The people in the court began to whisper among themselves: “This man is no ordinary soul. He is truly blessed by Lord Vishnu.”
Baba Ji remained calm and humble, his eyes fixed on the floor. He neither claimed victory nor mocked his accusers. His faith and devotion spoke louder than any words ever could.
The king sat back in his throne, stunned into silence. The Brahmin Minister, defeated but still burning with envy, clenched his fists and vowed to find another way to discredit Baba Ji.
The court, however, was beginning to see the truth.
The Test of Truth-II
As the second test unfolded in the grand court of Jammu, the cunning Brahmin, still determined to disgrace Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, devised a clever trap. Before Baba Ji arrived, the Brahmin and the king ordered large jute bags to be filled with sand, believing that Baba Ji would misidentify the contents as sugar. This, they thought, would provide the perfect excuse to punish him and prove him a fraud.
When Baba Ji stood calmly before the king, the ruler — under the influence of the Brahmin — spoke with arrogance, “If you are truly blessed by Lord Vishnu, tell me what is inside these bags.”
Baba Ji, undisturbed and serene, closed his eyes and remembered Lord Vishnu. After a brief moment, he opened his eyes and declared with unwavering confidence, “These bags are filled with sugar.”
The court fell silent. The Brahmin smirked, knowing the truth. The king himself looked pleased, convinced they had finally caught Baba Ji in a lie. He ordered a servant to cut open one of the bags to expose the so-called holy man’s falsehood.
The servant obeyed. As the jute bag was cut open, a loud gasp echoed through the hall. The servant’s voice trembled with shock, “My Lord... this bag contains sugar!”
The king and the Brahmin stared in disbelief. The Brahmin, his face turning red with rage and humiliation, barked, “Check the other bags!” One after another, the servants ripped open the bags — and each one overflowed with pure, white sugar. The court was stunned. Murmurs filled the air as the people began to believe that Baba Ji was no ordinary man — he was a true saint, protected by divine grace.
The king, overwhelmed by the miracle, felt his heart sink with guilt. He had wronged a holy man, a devotee of Lord Vishnu. As he stood to address the court, something terrible happened. Darkness consumed his vision. He stumbled back, clutching his eyes. “I... I cannot see! I’m blind!” he cried out in panic.
The court gasped. The Brahmin, though shaken, looked on in silence, his plan crumbling around him.
The king fell to his knees, tears streaming down his face. He realized this was no coincidence — his blindness was a consequence of testing and humiliating a true saint. Trembling, he crawled to Baba Ji’s feet and wept.
“Forgive me, Baba Ji!” the king pleaded. “I was blinded by my pride and misled by false counsel. I now see the truth — not with my eyes, but with my heart. Please, have mercy on me!” Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, ever compassionate, looked down at the repentant king with kindness. “The Lord forgives those who truly repent. Ego blinds more than darkness ever can. Remember this, O King.”
Baba Ji placed his hand gently over the king’s eyes. A moment of silence enveloped the court. When Baba Ji lifted his hand, the king blinked in disbelief — his sight had returned. “I can see! I can see again!” the king shouted, overwhelmed with joy and gratitude. The court erupted in awe and reverence, chanting Baba Ji’s name.
The king, now humbled, ordered the Brahmin to stop his slander against Baba Ji. He declared Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji a true saint and protector of the people, deserving of the highest respect. Before the court could disperse, Baba Ji turned to the king and spoke one final instruction. “What shall we do with the sugar, Baba Ji?” the king asked eagerly, ready to follow his guidance.
Baba Ji smiled gently and said, “Distribute it to all the people who have gathered here to witness these trials. And to the one who filled your ears with falsehoods against me — give him double. Let him taste the sweetness of truth.”
The Brahmin, hearing these words, bowed his head in shame. The court, moved by Baba Ji’s mercy and wisdom, rejoiced.
The people of Jammu celebrated the miracle and Baba Ji’s victory, their faith renewed stronger than ever.
The Royal Honour — Baba Ji’s Triumph
After witnessing the divine miracles and his own humbling transformation, the King of Jammu could no longer deny Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s extraordinary grace. The court, once filled with doubt and arrogance, now brimmed with admiration and reverence for the saint.
The king, overwhelmed with gratitude and repentance, declared Baba Ji as a royal guest of the kingdom. With great respect and honor, he invited Baba Ji to stay in the palace. However, Baba Ji, true to his simple and selfless nature, declined any luxury. He chose to remain among the common people, teaching them the path of devotion and righteousness.
The king, determined to honour Baba Ji in a way worthy of his stature, ordered a grand procession to escort Baba Ji back to Keran. A Palki — a beautifully decorated palanquin carried by four strong men — was prepared for Baba Ji’s journey.
The streets of Jammu were lined with people, chanting Baba Ji’s name and singing songs of praise. Men, women, and children gathered to catch a glimpse of the saint. The air was filled with the scent of flowers, and the sound of conch shells echoed in the skies.
The king himself walked barefoot alongside the Palki, a gesture of humility and devotion. The royal guards, ministers, and countless citizens followed in the procession, creating a sea of people stretching far and wide. It was a sight never before witnessed in Jammu — a king walking among his people, honoring a saint.
As they journeyed towards Keran, Baba Ji’s palki was showered with offerings of daan and dakshina — donations and gifts from the people. They brought grains, clothes, coins, and sweets, hoping to receive Baba Ji’s blessings in return. Baba Ji accepted everything with a gentle nod, his heart filled with love for the people.
Upon reaching Keran, the procession was welcomed by villagers who had been eagerly awaiting Baba Ji’s return. The village lit up with joy, and celebrations continued for days. Langars (free community kitchens) were set up to feed everyone, rich and poor alike.
The king, now a changed man, humbly asked Baba Ji for his guidance on ruling his kingdom with fairness and kindness. Baba Ji smiled and blessed him, saying, “A king’s greatest wealth is his people’s happiness and faith. Rule with compassion, and the Lord will guide you.”
The king bowed deeply, vowing to uphold justice and serve his people selflessly.
Baba Ji, content with the harmony restored, continued his journey of devotion, spreading love, wisdom, and truth wherever he went.

The King’s Wish Fulfilled
One fine day, the King of Jammu, though ruling with fairness and compassion, was burdened with a sorrow he could not shake — he had no child to carry on his lineage. The thought of his kingdom without an heir troubled him deeply.
With his heart full of hope and his queen by his side, the king set out for Keran to seek the blessings of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji. They found Baba Ji at the sacred Mandir site, now known as Gyan Sarovar Bhagti Satsang, where devotees gathered in reverence.
Falling to his knees, the king spoke humbly, “Baba Ji, my queen and I long for a child — a prince to continue our lineage and guide this kingdom after us. Please bless us with your grace.”
Baba Ji looked upon the royal couple with kindness. He picked a fruit from a nearby tree, blessed it, and handed it to the queen. “Take this Prasad with faith,” Baba Ji said gently. “The Lord will grant you what your heart desires.”
The king and queen returned to their palace with renewed hope. In the course of time, their prayers were answered — the queen gave birth to a healthy baby boy, a future prince for the kingdom. The royal family, filled with joy, credited this divine gift to Baba Ji’s blessings.
The king, overwhelmed with gratitude, declared that the site of Baba Ji’s ashram would forever be honoured and maintained as a place of spiritual learning and devotion — a beacon of faith for generations to come.
Even today, this sacred blessing of Baba Ji is known far and wide for its miraculous results. Many couples who face the sorrow of childlessness visit the very same place, seek Baba Ji’s blessings, and receive the fruit Prasad with unwavering faith. Time and again, their prayers are answered, and they are blessed with the gift of a child — a living testament to Baba Ji’s eternal grace and compassion. This was the start of ritual of blessing with the gift of a child, by means of fruit Prasad and the ritual is still happening, the author is a witness to this ritual and personally know the people got benefited from this ritual.


The Transformation of Mai Karmo
In the quiet village of Jhiri, near Domana, lived a woman named Mai Karmo. Her life was one of endless suffering and sorrow. She had lost her husband in her youth, leaving her alone to raise their only son. Tragically, the boy was frail and sickly from the start, afflicted with epilepsy, weakness, and a host of other ailments. He struggled even with basic tasks — eating, speaking, and moving through life like other children. Mai Karmo’s heart was weighed down with grief and frustration.
Her days were filled with anger and bitterness. She rarely spoke to others, and when she did, her words were harsh. The weight of her pain made her hostile and withdrawn. She saw no point in faith, God, or any kind of religious devotion. She often scoffed at the village elders who spoke of saints and spirituality, for she believed no power could undo her misfortune.
The villagers, seeing her distress, urged her to seek the blessings of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji of Keran. “Go to Baba Ji,” they said gently. “He is a true saint, a beacon of Lord Vishnu’s grace. He can bless your son with health and strength. He can show you a path to peace. Take his Naam, learn the practice of Surat-Shabd-Yog, and you may find the calmness you seek.”
At first, Mai Karmo resisted. Her heart was hardened by years of sorrow. Yet, something in the sincerity of the villagers’ words tugged at her. Desperation, perhaps, softened her resolve. With a sliver of hope, she decided to make the journey to Keran.
When she arrived at Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s ashram, she found a large gathering listening to his Satsang. She stayed at the back, observing. Baba Ji spoke with kindness and wisdom, teaching about the five great enemies — kaam (lust), krodh (anger), lobh (greed), moh (attachment), and ahankar (ego). He explained how these vices trap the soul in endless suffering, and only by taming them could one find true inner peace.
His words, though directed at the crowd, felt personal to Mai Karmo. For the first time in years, her anger began to melt away. She approached Baba Ji with tears in her eyes. Falling at his feet, she cried, “Baba Ji, I have no faith, no happiness. My son is sick, my heart is broken. Please, show me the way.”
Baba Ji gently lifted her and spoke, “Faith is not something you need to find — it awakens when you surrender your pain. Take Naam, follow the path of Surat-Shabd-Yog, and trust in the Lord. His grace will guide you.”
He placed his hand on her head, blessing her. A warmth filled her heart, a peace she hadn’t felt in years. Baba Ji gave her instructions on how to practice Surat-Shabd-Yog — to focus her inner self on the divine sound within, detaching from worldly pain and desires.
Mai Karmo returned to Jhiri with a renewed spirit. She practiced diligently, repeating the sacred Naam given to her by Baba Ji. Slowly, her anger faded. Her heart, once cold and bitter, softened. She began speaking to her neighbour’s with kindness, her face no longer clouded with sorrow.
Her son, too, began to recover. His seizures became less frequent, his strength grew, and his mind seemed sharper. The villagers saw the transformation in both mother and son. They marvelled at how faith and devotion had brought such a miracle.
Mai Karmo’s life blossomed. She became an inspiration to others who faced hardship, encouraging them to seek the truth and find peace through Baba Ji’s teachings. She no longer blamed life for her suffering — she embraced it with newfound strength and serenity.
The people of Jhiri remembered her journey, a testament to the power of faith, the grace of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, and the light of Surat-Shabd-Yog.


The Divine Heir – Baba Birbal Sadh and the Legacy of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s life was a testament to divine grace, unwavering devotion, and a deep commitment to spreading the teachings of Lord Vishnu. His journey was not only one of personal transformation but also one that laid the foundation for a sacred legacy that would guide generations to come. It was through his beloved wife, Devi Satya, and their son, Baba Birbal Sadh, that this legacy would take its most significant turn.
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, revered for his wisdom, humility, and steadfast faith, had long sought a partner who would share in his mission and spiritual path. Devi Satya, a woman of grace and profound devotion, became that partner. Together, they formed a union based on spiritual love, mutual respect, and a shared pursuit of truth. Their marriage was not just the union of two souls but the merging of divine energies destined to uplift others through the teachings of meditation, devotion, and self-realization.
Their union was blessed with a son, Baba Birbal Sadh, born on 7th May 1794, who would become the rightful heir to Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s divine mission. From a young age, it was clear that Baba Birbal was destined for greatness. His spiritual inclination was evident, his calm demeanour and thirst for knowledge setting him apart. Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, guided throughout his life by divine wisdom, recognized that his son was to carry forward the sacred work he had begun.
As Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji grew older, he began passing on his knowledge and teachings to his son, preparing him for the monumental task that awaited him. Baba Birbal Sadh’s education was not only rooted in worldly knowledge but deeply grounded in spiritual practices, meditation, and the teachings of Lord Vishnu. Under the loving guidance of Baba Bhagta, Baba Birbal learned the art of Surat-Shabd-Yog, devotion, and selfless service — the core of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s spiritual practice.
Baba Birbal Sadh’s devotion was unparalleled. He continued to live among the people, quenching their thirst for meditation and self-realization. His teachings, much like his father’s, focused on helping people shed their worldly attachments and connect with the divine within. He became known as the one who could lead lost souls to the path of peace, devotion, and spiritual awakening. Through his deep understanding of meditation and divine wisdom, Baba Birbal Sadh provided the people with the tools they needed to transform their lives.
As the rightful heir to Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s legacy, Baba Birbal Sadh took on the responsibility of maintaining the sacred Gaddi (seat) of Baba Bhagta Sadh at Keran. This Gaddi became a beacon of light for those seeking spiritual guidance. It was here that countless devotees from all walks of life came to experience the divine presence and receive Baba Birbal’s teachings.
Despite the growing number of people who flocked to him, Baba Birbal Sadh remained humble and deeply focused on his spiritual practices. He spent much of his time meditating, teaching, and serving those who came to him with open hearts. His father’s teachings lived on through him, and he ensured that Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s legacy continued by spreading the message of love, compassion, and devotion to Lord Vishnu.
Under Baba Birbal Sadh’s leadership, the Gaddi of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji flourished. It became a place not only of solace and peace but also a place where people could learn the art of living a righteous and spiritual life. Baba Birbal’s teachings and the influence of the Gaddi spread far and wide, attracting people from all over to experience the transformative power of meditation, divine wisdom, and devotion.
Through Baba Birbal Sadh, Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s sacred legacy was preserved, and the light of spiritual knowledge continued to shine brightly. The Gaddi remained a symbol of the divine connection between the guru and the disciple — a connection that transcended time and space, continuing to guide and uplift souls for generations to come.
“The heir and lineage of Gaddi Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji will be discussed separately in the future in an another book, as per the Guru’s blessings and guidance.”


The Legacy Continued
As time passed, Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji's health began to decline, and his age advanced. His body, which had been a vessel of divine energy and wisdom, had served its purpose, and it was now time for his soul to reunite with the Supreme Soul. Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s unwavering devotion and spiritual practices had led him to the pinnacle of spiritual realization, and he was now ready to leave his material body behind, merging with the Divine.
On the 4th of April, 1853, Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji peacefully departed from this world, leaving behind a legacy that would continue to inspire and uplift generations. His soul ascended to the supreme realm, and it was said that the skies themselves seemed to weep as the great saint’s divine presence was no longer visible to the physical eye. The people of Keran and beyond, who had been touched by his grace, felt an immense loss, yet there was a sense of deep peace knowing that Baba Ji had achieved the highest state of spiritual liberation — merging with the Supreme Soul.
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji's journey through life had been unparalleled — a life marked by devotion, selflessness, and an unwavering commitment to the service of Lord Vishnu and the welfare of humanity. His teachings, his actions, and his boundless compassion had touched the lives of countless devotees, guiding them toward the path of righteousness and spiritual awakening.
Even as his physical form departed, the essence of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji continued to live on in the hearts of his devotees. His teachings had created an indelible imprint on the world, and the sacred Gaddi at Keran remained a place of divine grace where people from all walks of life continued to gather to seek his blessings, learn meditation, and deepen their connection with the Divine.
With the passing of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, the responsibility of guiding the people and continuing his divine mission fell upon the shoulders of Baba Birbal Sadh, his beloved son and rightful heir. But even in his absence, Baba Ji’s spirit remained ever-present, guiding Baba Birbal and the countless devotees who still sought his wisdom and teachings.
Thus, Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s life and legacy became an eternal flame, shining brightly in the hearts of all those who walked the path of devotion and self-realization. His journey, from his birth to his final moments, had been a divine story of transformation, selfless service, and the ultimate union with the Supreme Soul. As his devotees continued to honour his teachings and his memory, they carried forward the sacred legacy of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, knowing that his blessings and divine guidance would never fade.


The Teachings and Principles of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji's life was not only a testament to unwavering faith and divine miracles but also a beacon of wisdom and moral guidance. His teachings transcended time and continue to inspire generations, guiding devotees on the path of true Bhakti (devotion) and spiritual awakening. His philosophy centered around the practice of Surat Shabd Yog and the taming of five great vices: Kaam (lust), Krodh (anger), Lob (greed), Moh (attachment), and Ahankar (ego). Let us delve deeply into these sacred principles and understand the profound wisdom Baba Ji shared with the world.
Surat Shabd Yog: The Path of Inner Sound and Light
At the heart of Baba Ji’s teachings lies Surat Shabd Yog — the union of the soul (Surat) with the divine sound current (Shabd). Baba Ji believed that true liberation (Moksha) is achieved when the soul connects with this eternal sound vibration, which resonates from the divine source, Lord Vishnu himself.
He taught that the human body is a temple, and within it resides the supreme truth. By meditating on the Shabd — the inner celestial sound — one can transcend the physical realm and merge with the divine light. This practice involves deep concentration, listening to the inner sound, and surrendering oneself to the higher power.
Baba Ji explained that this journey is not easy. It requires unwavering dedication, purity of heart, and the guidance of a true Minister. He emphasized that the Shabd is beyond earthly language and sound; it is a vibration felt within the soul, leading one towards eternal peace and liberation from the cycle of birth and death.
Taming the Five Vices
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji taught that for a devotee to truly progress on the spiritual path, they must conquer the five powerful vices that trap the soul in the material world. He described these vices as chains that bind the soul, preventing it from rising to meet the divine.
1. Kaam (Lust) Baba Ji warned that uncontrolled desires and physical cravings lead to moral decay and spiritual blindness. He taught that lust diverts the soul’s energy away from its divine purpose. The way to overcome Kaam is through self-restraint, pure thoughts, and focusing one’s love and devotion toward Lord Vishnu, transforming carnal desires into divine longing.
2. Krodh (Anger) Anger, Baba Ji explained, is like a fire that burns the soul from within. It clouds judgment and leads to hatred and violence. He urged his followers to practice patience and forgiveness, reminding them that anger only distances the soul from God. By cultivating compassion and understanding, one can extinguish the flames of Krodh.
3. Lob (Greed) Greed, the insatiable hunger for wealth and possessions, keeps the soul shackled to the material world. Baba Ji taught that true wealth lies in spiritual wisdom and contentment. He often reminded his devotees that worldly riches are temporary, but the wealth of devotion lasts for eternity. Generosity, charity, and gratitude were key principles he instilled in his followers to conquer Lob.
4. Moh (Attachment) Baba Ji acknowledged the natural bonds of family and love but cautioned against excessive attachment to worldly relations and possessions. He taught that while one must fulfill their duties, they should remember that everything in this world is transient. True attachment, he said, should be to the divine — for that bond is eternal.
5. Ahankar (Ego) Perhaps the most dangerous of all vices, Ahankar, blinds the soul to its true nature. Baba Ji taught that ego separates the individual from God, creating an illusion of self-importance. He reminded his followers that humility is the greatest virtue, and surrendering one's ego to the feet of the Lord is the only way to experience divine grace.
True Bhakti: The Path of Selfless Devotion
Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji embodied the essence of true Bhakti — devotion without desire for rewards. He taught that Bhakti is not about rituals, offerings, or seeking favours from God. True Bhakti is about unconditional love, complete surrender, and unwavering faith in the divine.
He preached that one must serve humanity selflessly, seeing God in all beings. To feed the hungry, shelter the needy, and comfort the distressed is the highest form of worship. Baba Ji’s life itself was an example of this principle, as he devoted his entire existence to serving others.
He reminded his followers that Lord Vishnu does not reside in temples alone — He lives in the hearts of those who love selflessly, speak the truth, and live with compassion. Baba Ji often quoted:
"The one who sees the divine in every soul and treats all beings with kindness and equality is the true devotee."
The Importance of a Master, The Spiritual Guru
Baba Ji emphasized that a soul’s journey towards liberation cannot be completed without the guidance of a true Master. A Master, he explained, is like a boatman who helps the soul cross the turbulent ocean of life. He credited his own spiritual evolution to his Minister, Baba Manjeet Bairagi ji, and reminded his devotees to seek a Master who embodies truth, love, and wisdom.
He explained that a Master does not seek followers for his own glory but guides souls towards the divine, expecting nothing in return. The Master imparts not only knowledge but also the strength to walk the path of righteousness and endure life’s trials with courage and faith.
Baba Ji’s Final Message
Towards the end of his life, Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji left a powerful message for his devotees:
“The body is temporary, but the soul is eternal. Do not waste your life chasing illusions. Seek the truth within you. Surrender to the divine Shabad, conquer your vices, and serve all beings with love. That is the path to true freedom.”
His teachings continue to illuminate the path for seekers of truth, guiding them to overcome worldly distractions and connect with the divine source. Baba Ji's life, filled with miracles, humility, and unwavering devotion, stands as an everlasting testament to the power of faith and righteousness.
May his blessings inspire us all to follow his path — a path of love, truth, and eternal light


Dear Readers,
As I conclude this book, my heart overflows with gratitude and reverence. Writing the life and journey of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji has been a profound and humbling experience — one that I could not have undertaken without the divine blessings of Baba Ji himself.
I am deeply grateful to Baba Ji for guiding my thoughts and pen, allowing me to recount his incredible life and teachings. Each word, each chapter felt like a sacred offering, an attempt to capture the immense wisdom and compassion that Baba Ji embodied. His unwavering devotion to Lord Vishnu, his selflessness, and his fearless stand for truth continue to inspire countless souls. Through this book, I hope his legacy reaches far and wide, touching hearts and transforming lives.
I extend my heartfelt thanks to the Present Guru, Baba Manmohan Ji Maharaj, Gaddi Baba Bhagta Sadh (Gyan Sarovar Bhagti Satsang) whose blessings and guidance have been a beacon of light throughout this journey. His encouragement and spiritual support provided me with the strength to complete this work with sincerity and devotion. Baba Manmohan Ji Maharaj carries forward the divine light of Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji, ensuring that the path of truth, humility, and devotion remains illuminated for all seekers.
This book is not merely a collection of stories; it is a testament to the power of faith, the triumph of righteousness over falsehood, and the unwavering grace that Lord Vishnu bestows upon his true devotees. Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji’s life teaches us that no barriers of caste, status, or power can withstand the purity of a devotee’s heart. He proved that true spirituality transcends worldly distinctions and that God resides where there is love, humility, and selfless service.
To all my readers — whether you are a devoted follower, a seeker of truth, or someone simply drawn to the remarkable life of Baba Ji — I thank you from the depths of my soul for joining me on this journey. May the wisdom shared within these pages inspire you to walk the path of righteousness, to overcome the inner enemies of kaam (lust), krodh (anger), lobh (greed), moh (attachment), and ahankar (ego), and to find peace in true bhakti (devotion).
As I put down my pen, I offer my deepest prayers to Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji and Baba Manmohan Ji Maharaj, Gaddhi Baba Bhagta Sadh Ji Maharaj (Gyan Sarovar Bhakti Satsang), seeking their continued blessings upon all of us. May they guide us toward light, truth, and unwavering faith. May their teachings become the foundation of our lives, reminding us that with the grace of the divine, miracles are not just stories — they are a reality for those who believe.
With folded hands and a grateful heart,
{------------------------------------}
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