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 saw an old friend, Alan Spiro, today. We used to hang out a lot when my guru was still 
alive. Indeed, we made a couple of trips together to India and he was with me during my 
all-time favorite venture in Mumbai (Bombay), India, in 1985. We haven't seen each 

other for a decade or less. My life now is fundamentally different than it was then and he 
asked me a pertinent question over lunch at Kamal's in Long Beach, "So what happened"?  

Which in this context can be more specifically translated as "Hey, what happened to that 
devoted, meditative, bhakti proned Dave I used to know?"  

I was known then when Charan was still alive as a great believer but now long after Charan's 
death I am perceived by some as an unrelenting critic and skeptic of Radhasoami.  

Instead of answering Alan, I deflected the question and basically said it would be better if I 
didn't discuss it. I said this primarily because I respect Alan's feelings and I knew too well 
that my views would be completely contrarian to his and I had absolutely no desire to upset 
the lovely get together with my critical rant of all things guru.  

However, his question got me to thinking. What did happen? How did I change? Ah, the 
answer is so simple, yet filled with a deep profoundness: 

Charan died. 

His death was so fundamentally pivotal in my life's arc 
that it is no exaggeration to say that there is a pre-June 1, 
1990 Dave and a post-June 1, 1990 Dave. And, yet, 
paradoxically, my heart towards Charan hasn't really 
changed at all. I am still much attached to him--indeed, 
still very much in love with him, even some 19 years after 
his death. However, I have come to realize that the only 
love worth its name is human, and not divine imagery. 
You see, most of us are in love with an image of what we 
think the Master or the Prophet or the Spiritual Teacher 
is, but we seldom love what's behind that projection, that 
Wizard of Oz curtain.  

In other words, when Charan died a huge percentage of his followers simply transferred 
their allegiance to his successor, Gurinder Singh, because that was what the theology 
dictated. I saw with my own eyes how most of us didn't even know who the successor was, 
much less what he was like as a human being. We saw the "turban" and like well trained 
puppies followed the lineage scent. All of which is very understandable and all very 
nauseating--at least to me. 

Why? Because I realized almost immediately that what I had loved about Charan was not 
connected with the theology that preceded and transcended him. I was attracted and 
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attached to him. Indeed, I have always thought Radhasoami theology was sophomoric 
compared to something like Advaita Vedanta. Now go tell an upstanding satsangi today that 
Charan Singh had a mistress and they are going to have one fantastic ideological conniption 
fit. I don't know if Charan had a mistress or not, but the idea of it would drive many a 
satsangi nuts. Or, suggest any bevy of things that would underline Charan's vanity or 
weaknesses or mistakes and what you will get in the return volley is not a simple "yes, that's 
true" but a whole array of justifications that can spin more rapidly than an ice skater 
finishing her routine. In other words, the last thing a devotee wants from his guru is his utter 
humanity, even though that's the one thing that defines him ultimately.  

Which leads me back to Alan's query. I realized many a moon ago that believing is a very 
rudimentary (nay, crude) form of spiritual enfoldment. It lacks integrity, it lacks intellectual 
honesty, and it lacks emotional bite. Doubting, radical doubting is a much higher form of 
praise for any genuine guru or teacher. Believing is a path for cheap sluts who will basically 
mate anything that appears to be miraculous or transcendental, even when the identification 
is suspect and indicates that you are dealing with something or someone premature. 
Believers, in other words, will always settle for less, provided they can still get off on their 

self-induced imagery high. Believers accept myths for 
truths and claims for evidence.  

Ah, but skepticism essentially says to the Guru in 
question: “Game On.” Show me your wares and let's see 
if they are the real. Otherwise, off with your titles, off with 
your turban, off with your head. If you love your guru, 
you better be his harshest critic, because otherwise you are 
just another piece of posterior in the long line of easy 
conquests. Hold out for something genuine.  

Or, love that which is unlovable, love that which doesn't 
need a sham show of divinity. I can rephrase it: If you 

really love the icon of the guru and what he stands for stop believing and get into demanding 
mode. Let those uninspected claims (and they are nearly infinite) made by the spiritual 
teacher be tested rigorously by those who don’t believe.  

If something is true, believing it adds nothing to the equation, since believers tend to accept 
anything even when no proof is forthcoming. But skeptics demand that the proffered claim 
be true or otherwise they are willing to let it be proven false. In other words, skeptics and 
not believers are the ultimate devotees of truth. 

So satsangis worldwide may be surprised to learn that loving Charan means ultimately to 
doubt him and all of his pretensions for mastership. It also means doubting the entire edifice 
of Radhasoami theology. Ironically, believers really have no confidence in their chosen path 
since they are afraid of what the doubting dog may bring home through the back door. 
Skeptics have no such illusions and can, on occasion, have the ultimate confidence in just 
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this: reality is going to be just what it is, regardless of whether I believe it or doubt it. Thus 
requesting a guru to actually prove his case is much less insulting than saying "I believe you 
Baba even when you don't do anything to prove your case." As Phillip Dick so wisely 
opined, “Reality is that which, when you stop believing in it, doesn’t go away.”  

Hmm, maybe, just maybe, my devotion hasn't changed at all. Maybe I 
just fell in love a lot deeper than I ever suspected could be possible and 
like our proverbial Toto in the Wizard of Oz, I didn't want to stare at a 
magical screen but rather desired to pull the curtain in one magnificent 
grab. And in so doing realized, irrevocably, that I loved the man from 
Kansas a lot more than the all powerful Wizard. 

Toto wasn't a believer. The dog was a skeptic. 

And it was the dog, lest anyone forget, that allowed each of the devotees of the Wizard to be 
liberated from their wanderings and false illusions. 

Now I get it. I should have just said to Alan, "Hey I moved from being the scared crow [pun 
intended] to being a biting dog" and in so doing I moved from being a believer to a doubter. 
Yes, I love Charan, my very human friend, but I radically doubt Charan, the title holder. In 
other words, do you love the man from Kansas with all his human foibles, or are you still in 
love with the Wizard and all his Projections? In the context of Radhasoami, it can be said 
like this: Do you love the "turban" or the person underneath it?  

Answer: You won't know until you directly pull the curtain yourself. 
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